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PROLOGUE. 

WHere  the  Bee  can  fuck  no  Honey y  Jhe 
leaves  her  Sting  behind  j  and  where 
the  Bear  cannot  find  Origanum  to  htal  his 
grief i  he  hlajkth  ail  other  Leaves  with  his 
Breach.  We  fear  it  is  like  to  fare  fo  with  us  $ 
that  feeing  you  cannot  draw  fro?n  our  Labours 
fweet  Content  y  you  leave  behind  you  a  four  Mi f 
likey  and  with  open  Reproach  blame  our  good 
Meaning ,  becaufe  you  cannot  reap  the  wonted 
Mirth.  Our  Intent  was  at  this  time  to  move 
inward  Delight ,  not  outward  Lightnefs  •>  and  to 
breed  (if  it  might  he)  foft  fmilmgy  not  loud 
laughings  knowing  it  (to  r he  wife)  to  be  a  great 
pleafurey  to  hear  Couch  el  mixed  with  Wit  ,  as  to 
the  joolijh  to  have  Sport  mingled  with  Rudemfs . 
They  were  banifhed  the  Theatre  of  Athens,  and 
from  Rome  biffed x  that  brought  Parafites  on  the 
Stage  with  aptjh  ASl ions ,  or  Fools  with  uncivil 
Habit Sy  or  Courtezans  with  immodejl  Words *  We 
have  endeavoured  to  be  as  far  from  unfeemly 
Speeches ,  to  make  your  Ears  glow ,  as  we  hope 
you  will  be  free  from  unkind  Report  sy  or  miff  a- 
king  the  Author  s  Intention  ( who  never  aimed  at 
any  one  particular  in  this  Playy)  to  make  our 
Cheeks  blufh .  And  thus  I  leave  ity  and  thee 

to  thine  own  Cenfure,  to  like  or  difike .  Vale. 

VOL  V.  '  A  2  Dra- 

V 


Dramatis  Perform. 


THb  Prologue. 

Then  a  Citizen. 

The  Citizen's  Wife ,  and  Ralph  her  Man>  fitting 
below  amidjl  the  Spebtators. 

A  rich  Merchant. 

Jafper  his  Apprentice . 

Mafier  Humphrey,  a  Friend  to  the  Merchant. 
Luce,  the  Merchant's  'Daughter. 

Miftrefs  Merry-thought,  JafperV  Mother. 

Michael,  a  fecond  Son  of  Miftrefs  Merry- thought. 
Old  Mr.  Merry -thought. 

A  Squire. 

A  TTwarfe. 

A  Tap  (ter. 

A  Boy  that  danceth  and  fimgeth , 

An  koft.  '  / .  ’■  i 

A  Barber. 

Two  Knights * 

A  Captain. 

A  Sergeant < 

Soldiers. 


Bu 


Enter  Prologue . 

ROM  all  that’s  near  the  Court,  from  all 
that’s  great 

Within  the  com pafs  of  the  City  Walls, 
We  now  have  brought  our  Scene. 

Enter  Citizen. 

Ch .  Hold  your  peace,  good-man  Boy. 

Pro.  What  do  you  mean.  Sir? 

Cit.  That  you  have  no  good  meaning:  Thefe  feven 
years  there  hath  been  Plays  at  this  Houfe,  I  have  obferved 
it,  you  have  ffcill  girds  at  Citizens:,  and  now  you  call  your 
Play,  The  London  Merchant .  Down  with  your  Title  Boy, 
down  with  your  Tide. 

Pro.  Are  you  a  Member  of  the  noble  City  ? 

Cit .  I  am. 

Pro,  And  a  Frce-man? 

Cit,  Yea,  and  a  Grocer, 

Pro.  So  Grocer,  then  by  yourfweet  favour,  we  intend 
,no  abufe  to  the  City, 
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Cit.  No,  Sir, 

Yes,  Sir, 

If  you  were  not  refojv’d  to  play  the  Jacks, 

What  need  you  ftudy  for  new  Subjects, 

Purpofely  to  abuie  your  Betters  ? 

Why  could  not  you  be  contented, 

As  well  as  others, 

With  the  Legend  of  Whittington^ 

Or  the  Life  and  Death  of  Sir  Thomas  Grejham  i 
With  the  building  of  the  Royal  Exchange ? 

Or  the  Story  of  Queen  Elenor , 

With  the  rearing  of  London-bridge  upon  Woolfacks? 

Pro.  You  fcem  to  be  an  undemanding  Man  3 
What  would  you  have  us  do,  S  r? 

Gt.  Why, 

Prefent  fomething  notably 

In  honour  of  the  Commons  of  the  City. 

Pro.  Why, 

What  do  you  fay  to  the  Life  and  Death  of  fat  Drakey 
Or  the  repairing  of  Fleet  Privies? 

Cit,  I  do  not  like  that, 

But  I  will  have  a  Citizen, 

And  he  fhall  be  of  my  own  Trade. 

Fro.  Oh, 

You  ftiould  have  told  us  your  mind 
A  Month  iince, 

Our  Flay  is  ready  to  begin  now. 

Cit.  ’Tis  all  one, for  that, 

1  will  have  a  Grocer, 

And  he  ili all  do  admirable  things. 

Fro.  What  will  you  have  h  im  do  ? 

Gt.  Marry  1  will  have  him - 

Wife.  Husband,  Husband. 

[Wife  below ,  Ralph  below. 

Ralph.  Peace,  Miftrels. 

Wife .  Hold  thy  peace,  Ralph , 

I  know  what  I  do, 

I  warrant  ye. 

Husband,  Husband. 

Cit.  What  fay’ft  thou,  Cony? 
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Burning  Peftle, 

Wife.  Let  him  kill  a  Lion  with  a  Peftle,  Husband, 
Let  him  kill  a  Lion  with  a  Peftle. 

Cit.  So  he  fhall. 

I’ll  have  him  kill  a  Lion  with  a  Peftle. 

Wife.  Husband, 

Shall  1  come  up.  Husband? 

Cit.  Ay,  Cony. 

Ralph ,  help  your  Miftrefs  this  way : 

Pray  Gentlemen  make  her  a  little  room, 

I  pray  you.  Sir, 

Lend  me  your  Hand  to  help  up  my  Wife  j 
I  thank  you,  Sir, 

So. 

Wife.  By  your  leave  Gentlemen  all, 

I’m  fomething  troublefome. 

I’m  a  Stranger  here, 

I  was  ne’er  at  one  of  thefe  Plays,  as  they  fay,  before  $ 

But  I  fhould  have  feen  Jane  Shore  once, 

And  my  Husband 

Hath  promifed  me  any  time  this  Twelvemonth, 

To  carry  me  to  th e  Bold  Beaucbams9 
But  in  truth  he  did  not  j 
I  pray  you  bear  with  me. 

Cit.  Boy, 

Let  my  Wife  and  1  have  a  couple  of  Stools, 

And  then  begin, 

And  let  the  Grocer  do  rare  things. 

Pro .  But,  Sir, 

W e  have  never  a  Boy  to  play  him, 

Every  one  hath  a  part  already. 

Wife .  Husband,  Husband, 

For  Gods  fake  let  Ralph  play  him, 

Befhrew  me  if  I  do  not  think 
He  will  go  beyond  them  all. 

Cit.  Well  remembred  Wife, 

Come  up  Ralph , 

I’ll  tell  you  Gentlemen, 

Let  them  but  lend  him  a  fuit  of  Repgrrel, 

And  Neceflaries, 

And  by  Gad,  ' 

A  4  If 
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If  any  of  them  all  blow  Wind  in  the  Tail  on  him, 

ITl  be  hang’d. 

Wifi-  1  pray  you  Youth, 

Let  him  have  a  fait  of  Reparrel  .• 

I’ll  be  fworn,  Gentlemen, 

My  Husband  tells  you  true, 

He  will  aft  you  fometimes  at  our  Houfe, 

That  all  the  Neighbours  cry  out  on  him.* 

He  will  fetch  you  up  a  couraging  Part  fo  in  the  Garret, 
That  we  are  all  as  fear’d  I  warrant  you, 

That  we.  quake  again : 

Well  fear  our  Children  with  him, 

If  they  be  never  fo  unruly, 

Do  but  cry, 

Ralph  comes ,  Ralph  comes  to  them, 

And  they’ll  be  as  quiet  as  Lambs. 

Hold  up  thy  Head  Ralphs 

Shew  the  Gentlemen  what  thou  canft:  do, 

Speak  a  huffing  Part, 

I  warrant  you  the  Gentlemen  will  accept  of  it. 

Cit.  Do  Ralph,  do. 

Ralph.  By  Heav’n 
fMethinksJ  it  were  an  eafie  leap 
To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale-fac’d  Moon, 

Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  Sea, 

Where  never  fathome  Line  touch t  any  Ground, 

And  pluck  up  drowned  Honour 
From  the  lake  of  Hell. 

Cit.  How  fay  you  Gentlemen, 

Is  it  not  as  1  told  you? 

Wife.  Nay,  Gentlemen, 

He  hath  plaid  before,  my  Husband  lays,  Mnfidoms , 
Before  the  Wardens  of  our  Company. 

Cit.  Ay,  and  he  fhould  have  plaid  Jeronimo 
With  a  Shoo-maker  for  a  W ager. 

Fro.  He  fhall  have  a  fuit  of  Apparel, 

If  he  will  go  in. 

Citi  In  Ralph ,  in  Ralph , 

And  fet  out  the  Grocers  in  their  kind* 

If  thou  lov’ffime. 

/■ 


I 


Burning  Pejlle. 


2269 


Wife.  I  warrant  our  Ralph  will  look  finely, 

When  he’s  dreft, 

Pro .  But  what  will  you  have  it  call’d? 

Cit.  The  Grocers  Honour 
Pro  Methinks, 

Methinks  The  Knight  of  the  burning  Pejlle  were  better. 

Wife.  I’ll  befworn  Husband, 

That’s  as  good  a  Name  as  can  be. 

Cit.  Let  it  be  fo,  begin,  begin; 

My  Wife  and  I  will  fit  down. 
pro.  I  pray  you  do. 

Cit.  What  (lately  Mufick  have  you? 

You  have  Shawns. 

Pro.  Shawns?  No. 

Cit.  No? 

Fm  a  Thief  if  my  Mind  did  not  give  me  fo. 

Ralph  plays  a  (lately  Part, 

And  he  mud  needs  have  Shawns  .* 

I’ll  be  at  the  charge  of  them  my  felf, 

Rather  than  we’ll  be  without  them. 

Pro .  So  you  arc  like  to  be. 

Cit .  Why  and  fo  I  will  be, 

There’s  two  Shillings, 

Let’s  have  the  Waits  of  Southwark , 

They  are  as  rare  Fellows  as  any  are  in  England ; 

And  that  will  fetch  them  all  o’er  the  Water,  with  a  Ven- 
As  if  they  were  mad.  (geance, 

Pro.  You  fhall  have  them : 

Will  you  fit  down  then? 

Cit.  Ay,  come  Wife. 

Wife.  Sit  you  merry  all  Gentlemen, 

Fm  bold  to  fit  amongrt  you  for  my  eafe. 

Pro.  From  all  that’s  near  the  Court, 

F  rom  all  that’s  great 
W  ithin  the  compafs  of  the  City  Walls, 

We  now  have  brought  our  Scene  : 

Fly  far  from  hence 

All  private  Taxes,  immodeft  Phrafes, 

Whate’er  may  but  (hew  like  vicious. 


For 
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For  wicked  Mirth  never  true  Pleafure  brings. 

But  ho  nett  Minds  are  pleas’d  with  hondl  Things. 
Thus  much  for  that  we  do  .* 

But  for  Ralph' s  part 

You  mult  anfwer  for  your  felf. 

Gt.  Take  you  no  care  for  Ralph, 

He’ll  diichargc  himfelf,  I  warrant  you. 

Wife.  I’faith  Gentlemen, 

Til  give  my  word  for  Ralph- 


ACT  I.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


Enter  Merchant  and  Jafper  bis  Man . 

Merck.  Q 1  rrah ,  III  make  you  know  you  are  my  Prentice, 
l)  And  whom  my  charitable  love  redeem’d 
Even  from  the  fall  of  Fortune,  gave  thee  heat 
Ai  d  growth,  to  be  what  now  thou  art,  new  call  thee. 
Adding  the  trait  of  all  1  have  at  home, 

In  foreign  Staples,  or  upon  the  Sea, 

To  thy  direction,  ty'd  the  good  Opinions 
Both  of  felf  and  Friends  to  thy  Endeavours, 

So  fair  were  thy  Beginnings :  But  with  thefe, 

As  I  remember,  you  had  never  Charge 
To  love  your  Mailer’s  Daughter,  and  even  then, 

When  I  had  found  a  wealthy  Husband  for  her, 

I  take  it,  Sir, you  had  not}  but  however, 

I’ll  break  the  Neck  of  that  Commiflion, 

And  make  you  know  you  are  but  a  Merchant’s  Fa&on 
Jafp.  Sir, 

I  do  liberally  confefs  I  am  yours, 

Bound  both  by  Love  and  Duty  to  your  Services 
In  which  my  Labour  hath  been  all  my  Profit, 

I  have  not  loft  in  Bargain,  nor  delighted 
To  wear  your  honeft  Gains  upon  my  Back, 

Nor  have  I  given  a  Penfton  to  my  Blood, 

Or  lavifhly  in  play  conftun’d  your  Stock. 

Thefe,  and  the  Miferles  that  do  attend  them, 

1  dare  with  innocence  proclaim  are  Strangers 


To 
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To  all  my  temperate  Aftions;  for  your  Daughter,- 
If  there  be  any  love  to  my  defer vings. 

Born  by  her  virtuous  felf,  I  cannot  flop  it : 

Nor  am  I  able  to  refrain  her  VVifhes. 

She’s  private  to  her  felf,  and  bell  of  Knowledge 
Whom  {he’ll  make  fo  happy  as  to  figh  for. 

Befides,  I  cannot  think  you  mean  to  match  her 
Unto  a  Fellow  of  fo  lame  a  Prefence, 

One  that  hath  little  left  of  Nature  in  him. 

Mer.  ’Tis  very  well.  Sir,  I  can  tell  your  Wifdom 
How  all  this  fhall  be  cur’d. 

Jafp.  Your  care  becomes  you. 

Merch.  And  thus  it  fhall  be,  Sir  j  I  here  difcharge  you 
My  Houfe,  and  Service,  take  your  Liberty, 

And  when  I  want  a  Son  3 11  fend  for  you.  [Exit. 

Jafp.  Thefe  be  the  fair  Rewards  of  them  that  Love, 
Oh  you  that  live  in  Freedom  never  prove 
The  travel  of  a  Mind  led  by  Defire. 

Enter  Luce. 

Luce.  Why  how  now  Friend,  ftruck  with  my  Father’s 
Thunder  ? 

Jafp.  Struck,  and  firuck  dead,  unlefs  the  Remedy 
Be  full  of  fpeed  and  virtue  j  I  am  now, 

What  I  expedted  long,  no  more  your  Father’s. 

Luce .  But  mine. 

Jafp.  But  yours,  and  only  yours  I  am, 

That’s  all  I  have  to  keep  me  from  the  Statute; 

You  dare  be  conftant  Hill  ? 

Luce.  O  fear  me  not. 

In  this  I  dare  be  better  than  a  Woman. 

Nor  fhall  his  Anger  nor  his  Offers  move  me, 

Were  they  both  equal  to  a  Prince’s  Power, 

Jafp .  You  know  my  Rival? 

Luce.  Yes,  and  love  him  dearly. 

Even  as  I  love  an  Ague,  or  foul  Weather  3 
I  prethee  Jafper  fear  him  not. 

Jafp.  Oh  no, 

I  do  not  mean  to  do  him  fo  much  kindnefs .• 

But  to  our  own  Defires,  you  know  the  Plot 
We  both  agreed  on. 

Luce* 
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Luce.  Yes,  and  will  perform 
My  parr  exa&ly. 

Jafp.  I  defire  no  more, 

Farewel,  and  keep  my  Heart,  ’ids  yours. 

Luce .  I  take  it, 

He  mud  do  Miracles, 

Makes  me  forfake  it.  [Exeunt. 

Cit.  Fie  upon  'em  little  Infidels, 

W  hat  a  matter’s  here  now  ? 

Well,  I’ll  be  bang’d  for  a  half-penny, 

If  there  be  not  feme  abomination  Knavery  in  this  Play, 
Well,  let  ’em  look  to’t, 

Ralph  mu  ft  come. 

And  if  there  be  any  Tricks  a  brewing- - 

Wife.  Let  ’em  bre  w  and  bake  too  Husband,  a  God  s  name, 
Ralph  will  find  all  out  I  warrant  you, 

And  they  were  older  than  they  are. 

I  pray  my  pretty  Youth,  is  Ralph  ready  ? 

*  Boy.  He  will  be  prefently.  (him, 

Wife .  Now  I  pray  you  make  my  Commendations  unt© 
And  withal,  carry  him  this  ftick  of  Licoras, 

Tell  him  his  Miftrefs  fent  it  him, 

And  bid  him  bite  a  piece, 

’Twill  open  his  Pipes  the  better,  fay. 

Enter  Merchant,  andMafter  Humphrey. 

Mer.  Come,  Sir,  file’s  yours,  upon  my  Faith  fire’s  yours. 
You  have  my  Hand  \  for  other  idle  letts, 

Between  your  hopes  and  her,  thus  with  a  wind 
They  are  fcattered,  and  no  more:  My  wanton  Pretice, 
That  like  a  Bladder  blew  himfelf  with  Love, 

I  have  let  out,  and  fent  him  to  difcover 
New  Matters  yet  unknown. 

Hum.  1  thank  you  Sir, 

Indeed  I  thank  you,  Sir}  and  eh  I  ftir, 

It  firall  be  known,  however  you  do  deem, 

I  am  of  gentle  Blood,  and  gentle  feem. 

Mer*  Oh,  Sir,  I  know  it  certain. 

Hum,  Sir,  my  Friend, 

Altho*  as  Writers  fay,  all  things  have  end. 
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And  that  we  call  a  Pudding,  hath  his  two. 

Oh  let  it  not  leem  ftrange,  1  pray  to  you  5 
If  in  this  bloody  fimile,  I  put  ’ 

My  Love,  more  endlefs,  than  frail  Things  or  Gut. 

Wife.  Husband, 

I  prithee  fweet  Lamb  tell  me  one  tiling 
But  tell  me  truly  : 

Stay  Youths  1  befeech  you, 

Till  I  queftion  my  Husband. 

Cit.  W  hat  is  it,  Moufe  ? 

Wife.  Sirrah, 

Didft  thou  ever  fee  a  prettier  Child? 

How  it  behaves  it  fell,  1  warrant  ye  : 

And  fpeaks  and  looks,  and  peartsup  the  Head  ? 

I  pray  you  Brother  with  your  favour. 

Were  you  never  none  of  Mr.  Moncajter's  Scholars  ? 

Cit.  Chicken, 

I  prethee  heartily  contain  thy  felf. 

The  childer,  are  pretty  childer. 

But  when  Ralph  comes.  Lamb. 

Wife .  Ay  when  Ralph  comes,  Conie, 

Well’ my  Youth  you  may  proceed. 

Met  Well,  Sir,  you  know  my  Love,  and  reft,  I  hope 
Aflur  d  of  my  confent ;  get  but  my  Daughter’s, 

And  wed  her  when  you  pleafe }  you  muft  be  bold 
And  clap  in  clofe  unto  her,  come,  I  know 

You  have  Language  good  enough  to  win  a  Wench. 

Wife.  A  whorefone  Tyrant, 

Hath  been  an  old  ftringer  in  his  Days 
I  warrant  him. 

few.  I  take  your  gentle  Offer,  and  withal 
Yiexd  Love  again  for  Love  reciprocal. 

Enter  Luce. 

Mar.  What  Luce^  within  there  ? 

Luce.  Called  you.  Sir  ? 

Mer.  1  did  j 

Give  entertainment  to  this  Gentleman  4 

And  fee  you  be  not  froward  to  her,  Sir  .*  fFr?r 

Mv  piefence  will  but  bean  Eye-1  oar  to  you  ^ 

Hum.  Fair  Miftrefs Luce,  how  de  you,  arc  you  well? 

Give 
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Give  me  your  Hand,  and  then  I  pray  you  tell, 

How  doth  your  little  Sifter,  and  your  Brother  ? 

And  whether  you  love  me  or  any  other. 

Luce.  Sir,  thefe  are  quickly  anfwcr’d. 

Hum.  So  they  are, 

W here  Women  are  not  cruel;  but  how  far 
Is  it  now  diftant  from  the  Place  we  are  in, 

Unto  that  blefted  Place,  your  Father’s  Warren. 

Luce.  What  makes  you  think  of  that,  Sir? 

Hum.  Even  that  Face, 

For  ftealing  Rabbets  whilome  in  that  Place, 

God  Cupid,  or  the  Keeper,  1  know  not  whether, 

Unto  my  Coll  and  Charges  brought  you  thither. 

And  there  began. 

Luce.  Your  Game,  Sir. 

Hum.  Let  no  Game, 

Or  any  tiling  that  tendeth  to  the  fame, 

Be  evermore  remembred,  thou  fair  Killer, 

1  For  whom  I  fate  me  down  and  brake  my  Tiller. 

Wife.  There’s  a  kind  Gentleman,  1  warrant  you  *  when 
will  you  do  as  much  for  me,  George  ? 

Luce.  Befhrew  me,  Sir,  1  am  forry  for  your  Loftes, 
But  as  the  Proverb  fays,  I  cannot  cry } 

I  would  you  had  not  feen  me. 

Hum.  So  would  1, 

Unlefs  you  had  more  Maw  to  do  me  good. 

Luce.  Why,  cannot  this  ftrange  Paftionbe  withftood? 
Send  for  a  Conftable,  and  raife  the  Town. 

Hum.  Oh  no,  my  valiant  Love  will  batter  down 
Millions  of  Conftables,  and  put  to  flight 
Even  that  great  Watch  ofMidfummer  Day  at  Night. 

Luce.  Rethrew  me,  Sir,  kwerc  good  I  yielded  then. 
Weak  Women  cannot  hope,  where  valiant  Men 
Have  no  Refiftance. 

Hum.  Yield  then,  I  am  full 
Of  Pity,  though  I  fay  it,  and  can  pull 
Out  of  my  Pocket  thus  a  Pair  of  Gloves. 

Look  Luce,  look,  the  Dog’s  Tooth,  nor  the  Doves 
Are  not  fo  white  as  thefe-,  and  fweet  they  be. 

And  Vvhipt  about  with  Silk,  as  you  may  fee. 

If 
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If  you  defire  the  Price,  fhoot  from  your  Eve 
A  Beam  to  this  Place,  and  you  {hall  efpie 
F.  S.  which  is  to  fay,  my  fweeteft  Honey, 

They  eoft  me  three  and  two  Pence,  or  no  Monjo 
Luce .  Well  Sir, I  take  them  kindly,  and  I  thank  you*, 
What  would  you  more? 

Hum.  Nothing. 

Luce .  Why  then  fareweh 

Hum .  Nor  fo,  nor  fo,  for  Lady  I  moil  tell, 

Before  we  part,  for  what  we  met  together, 

God  grant  me  Time,  and  Patience,  and  Fair  Weather. 
Luce.  Speak  and  declare  your  Mind  in  Terms  fo  brief 
Hum ,  1  {hall*,  then  fir  ft  and  foremoft,  for  Relief 
I  call  to  you,  if  that  you  can  afford  it, 

I  care  not  at  what  Price,  for  on  my  Word,  it 
Shall  be  repaid  again,  although  it  coft  me 
More  than  I’ll  fpeak  of  now,  for  Love  hath  toft  me 
In  furious  Blanket  like  a  Tennis-Ball, 

And  now  1  rife  aloft,  arid  now  I  fall. 

Luce.  Alas  good  Gentlemen,  alas  the  Day, 

Hum,  I  thank  you  heartily,  arid  as  I  fay, 

Thus  do  1  ftill  continue  without  Reft, 

Fth’Morning  like  a  Mari,  at  Night  a  Pea  ft, 

Roaring  and  bellowing  mine  own  Difquiet, 

That  much  I  fear,  forfaking  of  my  Diet, 

Will  bring  me  prefently  to  that  Quandary, 

I  {hall  bid  all  adieu. 

Luce.  Now  by  St.  Mary 
That  were  great  pity. 

Hum.  So  it  were,  befhrew  me, 

Then  eafe  me,  lufty  Luce ,  and  pity  drew  me. 

Luce.  Why, Sir,  you  know  my  Will  is  nothing  worth 
Without  my  Father’s  Grant;  get  his  Confent, 

And  then  you  may  with  affurarce  try  me. 

Hum.  The  Worftripfu!  your  Sire  will  not  deny  ms. 
For  I  have  ask’d  him,  and  he  hath  reply ’d, 

Sweet  Mafter  Humphrey ,  Luce  fir  a  11  be  thy  Bride. 

Luce.  Sweet  Mafter  Humphrey  then  I  am  content. 
Hum.  And  fo  am  I  in  Truth* 

Luce.  Yet  take  me  with  you, 


There 
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There  is  another  Claure  mull  be  annext, 

And  this  it  is  1  fwore,  and  will  perform  it. 

No  Man  fhail  ever  joy  me  as  his  Wife, 

But  he  that  Hole  me  hence  :  If  you  dare  venture, 

1  am  yours  5  you  need  not  fear,  my  Father  loves  you, 
if  not,  farewel  for  ever- 

Hum.  Stay  Nymph,  flay, 

1  have  a  double  Gelding  coloured  Bay, 

Sprung  by  his  Father  from  Barbarian  kind, 

Another  for  my  felf,  though  fomewhat  blind, 

Yet  true  as  truily  Tree. 

Luce.  I  am  fatisfied. 

And  fo  I  give  my  Hand,  our  courfe  mull  lye 
Through  Waltham  Forelt,  where  I  have  a  Friend 
Will  entertain  us,  fo  farewel,  Sir  Humphrey , [Ex it  Luce. 
And  think  upon  your  Bulinefs. 

Hum-  Though  I  die, 

I  am  refolv’d  to  venture  Life  and  Limb, 

For  one  fo  young,  fo  fair,  fo  kind,  fo  trim.  [Ex.  Hum. 

Wife.  By  my  faith  and  troth,  George,  and  as  I  am  virtuous, 
it  is  e’en  the  kindelt  young  Man  that  ever  trode  on  Shoe- 
Leather*,  well  go  thy  ways,  if  thou  hall  her  not/tisnot 
thy  Fault  ’ifaith. 

C/7.  I  prithee  Moufe  be  patient,  a  fhail  have  her,  or 
Fll  make  fome  of  'em  fmoak  for’t. 

Wife.  That’s  my  good  Lamb  George  •  fie,  this  {linking 
.Tobacco  kills  Men,  would  there  were  none  in  England: 
Now  I  pray  Gentlemen,  what  good  does  this  {linking 
Tobacco?  Do  you  nothing*  I  warrant  you  makeChim- 
nies  a  your  Faces-  Oh  Husband,  Husband,  now,  now 
there’s  Ralph ,  there’s  Ralph. 

Enter  Ralph,  like  a  Grocer  in's  Shop ,  with  two  Prentices , 

,  <  reading  Palmerin  c/England. 

07.  F eace  Fool,  let  Ralph  alone  hark  you  Ralph ,  do  net 
flrain  your  felf  too  much  at  the  firfl,  peace,  begin  Ralph. 

Ralph.  Then  Palmerin  and TrDe«r fnatching their  Lan¬ 
ces  from  their  Dwarfs,  and  clafping  their  Helmets,  gal- 
lopr  amain  after  the  Giant,  and  Palmerin  having  gotten 
a  Sight  of  him,  came  polling  amain,  laying,  Stay  trai¬ 
torous  Thief,  for  thou  may’ll  not  fo  carry  away  her,  that  is 

worth 
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worth  the  greateft  Lord  in  the  World  ;  and  with  thefe 
W drds  gave  him  a  blow  on  the  Shoulder, that  he  ftruck  him 
befides  his  Elephant  ;  and  Trineus  cording  to  the  Knight 
that  had  Agricola  behind  him,  fet  him  foon  befides  his 
Horfe,  with  hisNeck  broken  in  the  fall,  fo  that  the  Prineefs 
getting  out  of  the  throng,  between  joy  and  grief  laid  3  All 
happy  Knight,  the  mirror  of  all  fuchas  follow  Arms,  now 
may  I  be  well  allured  of  the  Love  thou  beared  me,  I 
wonder  why  the  Kings  do  not  raife  an  Army  of  fourteen 
or  fifteen  hundred  thoufand  Men,  as  big  as  the  Army 
that  the  Prince  of  Portigo  brought  againft  Roficler ,  and 
deftroy  thefe  Giants,  they  do  much  hurt  to  wandring 
Damfels,  that  go  in  quell  of  their  Knights. 

Wife,  Faith  Husband,  and  Ralph  fays  true,  for  they  fay 
the  King  of  Portugal  cannot  fit  at  his  Meat,  but  the 
Giants  and  the  Ettins  will  come  and  fnatch  it  from  him, 
Cit.  Hold  thy  Tongue  $  on  Ralph , 

Ralph.  And  certainly  thofe  Knights  are  much  to  be 
commended,  who  negle&ing  their  Poffeffions,  wander 
with  a  Squire  and  a  Dwarf  through  the  Defarts,  to  re¬ 
lieve  poor  Ladies. 

Wife  Ay  by  my  Faith  are  they  Ralph, ‘let ’em  fay  what 
they  will,  they  are  indeed;  our  Knights  negledt  their 
Poffeffions  well  enough,  but  they  do  not  the  roll, 

Ralph.  There  are  no  fuch  courteous,  and  fair  well-fpo- 
ken  Knights  in  this  Age;  they  will  call  one  the  Son  of  a 
Whore,  that  Palmerin  of  England  Would  have  called  fair 
Sir;  and  one  that  Roficler  would  have  called  Right  beauti¬ 
ful  Damfel,  they  will  call  Damn’d  Bitch. 

Wife,  I’ll  be  fworn  will  they  Ralph ,  they  have  called 
ane  fo  an  hundred  times  about  a  fcurvy  Pipe  of  To¬ 
bacco. 

Ralph.  But  what  brave  Spirit  could  be  content  to  fit  in 
his  Shop  with  aflapet  of  Wood,  and  a  blew  Apron  before 
him  felling  Methridatam  and  Dragons  Water  to  vifited 
Houfes,  that  might  purfue  feats  of  Arms,  and  through  his 
noble  Achievements,  procure  fuch  a  famous  Hiilory  to 
be  written  of,  in  hisHeroick  Prowefs. 

Cit.  Well  faid  Ralphs  fome  more  of  thofe  Wordq  Ralph . 
V  Q  L,  V,  B  Wife. 
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Wife .  They  go  finely,  by  my  Troth. 

Ralph.  Why  fhould  I  not  then  purfue  this Courfe, both 
for  the  credit  of  my  felf  and  our  Company,  for  amongft 
all  the  worthy  Books  of  Achievements,  1  do  not  call  to 
mind,  that  I  yet  read  of  a  Grocer  Errant,  I  will  be  the  faid 
Knight:  Have  you  heard  of  any  that  hath  wandred  un- 
furnifhed  of  his  Squire  and  Dwarf?  My  elder  Prentice 
Tom  fhall  be  my  trufty  Squire,  and  little  George  my  Dwarf, 
hence  my  blew  Apron,  yet  in  remembrance  of  my  former 
Trade,  upon  my  Shield  lhallbe  pourtraid  a  Burning  Peftle , 
and  I  will  be-  call’d  the  Knight  of  the  burning?  ejlle. 

Wife.  Nay,  I  dare  fwear  thou  wilt  not  forget  thy  old 
Trade,  thou  wert  ever  meek.  Ralph .  Tim, 

Tim.  Anon. 

Ralph .  My  beloved  Squire,  and  George  my  Dwarf,  I 
charge  you  that  from  henceforth  you  never  call  me  by  any 
other  Name,  but  the  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of 
the  Burning  Pejlie ,  and  that  you  never  call  any  Female  by 
the  name  of  a  Woman  or  Wench,  but  fair  Lady,  if  {he 
have  her  defires  *,  if  not,  diftreffed  Damfel ;  that  y  ou  call  all 
Forefls  and  Heaths,  Defarts,  and  all  Horfes  Palfries. 

Wife.  This  is  very  fine :  Faith  do  the  Gentlemen  like 
Ralph ,  think  you  Husband?  i 

Cit.  Ay,  I  warrant  thee,  the  Players  would  give  all  the 
Shoes  in  their  Shop  for  him. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  Squire  T/w,  {land  out,  admit  this 
were  a  Defart,  and  over  it  a  Knight  Errant  pricking,  and 
I  fhould  bid  you  enquire  of  his  intents,  what  would  you 
fay  ? 

Tim.  Sir,  my  Mailer  fent  me  to  know  whither  you  are 
riding  ? 

Ralph.  No,  thus  j  Fair  Sir,  the  Right  courteous  and  valiant 
Knight  of  the  Burning  Peftle ,  commanded  me  to  enquire 
upon  what  Adventure  you  are  bound,  whether  to  relieve 
fome  diflreffed  Damfel  or  otherwife. 

Git .  Whorefon  Blockhead  cannot  remember. 

Wife.  I’faith,  and  Ralph  told  him  on’t  before;  all  the 
Gentlemen  heard  him ;  did  he  not  Gentlemen,  did  not  I 
Ralph  tell  him  on’t  ? 

George ,  i 
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George .  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burn - 
Peflle,  here  is  a  diftrefled  Damfel,  to  have  a  half 
penny  worth  of  Pepper. 

Wife.  That’s  a  good  Boy,  fee,  the  little  Boy  can  hit  it, 
by  my  Troth  it’s  a  find  Child. 

Ralph.  Relieve  her  with  all  courteous  Language,  now 
fhut  up  Shop,  no  more  my  Prentice,  but  my  trufty  Squire 
and  Dwarf,  I  muft  befpeak  my  Shield,  and  arming 
Peftle. 

Cit .  Go  thy  ways  Ralphs  as  I  am  a  true  Man,  thou  art 
the  beft  on  ’em  all. 

Wife.  Ralph^Ralph. 

Ralph.  What  fay  you,  Miftrefs? 

Wife.  I  prethee  come  again  quickly,  fweet  Ralph. 

Ralph.  By  and  by.  [ Exit  Ralph. 

Enter  Jafper  and  his  Mother  Miflrefs  Merry-thought. 

Mifl.  Mer .  Give  thee  my  Bieffing?  No,  I’ll  never  give 
thee  my  Bieffing,  I’ll  fee  thee  hang’d  firftj  it  fhall  ne’er 
be  faid  I  gave  thee  my  Bieffing :  Thou  art  thy  Father’s  own 
Son,  of  the  Blood  of  th 0  Merry-thoughts  \  I  may  curfethe 
time  that  e’er  I  knew  thy  Father,  he  hath  fpent  all  his  own, 
and  mine  too,  and  when  I  tell  him  of  it,  he  laughs  and 
dances,  and  fingsand  cries,  A  merry  Heart  lives  long- a.  And 
thou  art  a  waft-thrift,  and  art  run  away  from  thy  Mafter, 
that  lov’d  thee  well,  and  art  come  to  me,  and  I  have  laid 
up  a  little  for  my  younger  Son  Michael ,  and  thou  thinkeft 
to  bezle  that,  but  thou  ftialt  never  be  able  to  do  it.  Come 
hither  Michael,  come  Michael,  down  on  thy  Knees,  thou 
ftialt  have  my  Bieffing. 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich,  I  pray  you  Mother  pray  to  God  to  blefs  me. 

Mifl*  Mer.  God  blefs  thee  5  but  Jafper  fhall  never  have 
my  Bieffing,  hefliall  be  hang’d  fir  ft,  fhall  he  not  Michael? 
how  faift  thou  ? 

Mich.  Yes  forfooth  Mother,  and  grace  of  God. 

Mifl .  Mer.  That’s  a  good  Boy. 

Wife,  l’faith  is’t  a  fine  fpoken  Child : 

Jafp.  Mother,  though  you  forget  a  Parentis  Love, 

1  muftpreferve  the  Duty  of  a  Child. 

1  ran  not  from  my  Mafter,  nor  return 

B  2  To 
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To  have  your  Stock  maintain  my  Idlenefs. 

Wife.  Ungracious  Child  I  warrant  him,  hark  how  he 
chops  Logick  with  his  Mother  j  thou  hadft  befttell  her 
fhe  lies,  do,  tell  her  fhe  lies. 

Cit.  If  he  were  my  Son,  I  would  hang  him  up  by  the 
Heels,  and  flea  him,  and  fait  him,  Whorefon  halter-fack. 

Jafp.  My  coming  only  is  to  beg  your  Love, 

Which  1  ever  though  I  never  gain  it, 

And  how  foever  you  efteem  of  me, 

There  is  no  drop  of  Blood  hid  in  thefe  Veins, 

But  I  remember  well  belongs  to  you, 

That  brought  me  forth,  and  would  be  glad  for  you 
To  rip  them  all  again,  and  let  it  out. 

Mift.  Mer.  I’faith  I  had  forrow  enough  for  thee :  (God 
knows )  but  I’ll  hamper  thee  well  enough,  get  thee  in  thou 
Vagabond, get  thee  in,  and  learn  of  thy  Brother  Michael. 

Old.  Mer.  within.  Nbfi9  Nofe, jolly  red  Nofe,  and  who 
gave  thee  this  jolly  red  Noje  ? 

Mift.  Mer.  Hark  my  Husband  he^s  finging  and  hoiting, 
And  Fm  fain  to  cark  and  care,  and  all  little  enough. 
Husband,  Charles ,  Charles  Merry -thought . 

Enter  Old  Merry-thought. 

Old- Mer «  Nutmegs  and  Ginger,  Cinamon  and  Cloves, 
And  they  gave  me  this  jolly  red  Nofe. 

Mift-  Mer.  If  you  would  confide r  your  Eftate,  you 
would  have  little  lift  to  fing,  I  wifs. 

Old.  Mer .  It  fhould  never  be  confiJer’d,  while  it  were 
an  Eftate.,  if!  thought  it  would  fpoil  my  finging. 

Mift .  Mer,  But  how  wilt  thou  do  Charles ,  thou  art  an  old 
Man,  and  thou  canft  not  work,  and  thou  half  not  forty 
Shillings  left,  and  thou  eateft  good  Meat,  and  drinkeft 
good  Drink,  and  laugheft? 

Old.  Mer.  And  will  do. 

Mift.  Mer. But  how  wilt  thou  come  by  it,  Charles? 

Old. Mer.  How?  Why  how  have  I  done  hitherto  thefe 
forty  years?  I  never  came  into  my  Dining-room,  but  at 
devem  and  fix  a  Clock,  f  found  excellent  Meat  and  Drink 
c^th  Table  *  My  deaths  were  never  worn  out,  but  next 
Morning  a  Tailor  brought  me  a  new  Suit,  and  without 
queftion  it  will  be  fo  ever!  Ufe  makes  perfe&nefs*  if  all 

fhould 
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fhould  fail,  it  is  but  a  little  draining  my  felf  extraordi¬ 
nary,  and  laugh  my  felf  to  Death. 

Wife.  It’s  a  foolifh  old  Man  this :  Is  not  he,  George ? 

Cit.  Yes  Cunny. 

Wife.  Give  me  a  penny  i’  th’Purfe  while  1  live,  George . 

Cit .  I  by  Lady  Cunny,  hold  thee  there. 

Mifl.  Mer.  W ell  Charles ,  you  promis’d  to  provide  for 
Jafper  y  and  I  have  laid  up  for  Michael:  I  pray  you  pay 
Jafper  his  Portion,  he’s  come  home,  and  he  fhall  not 
confume  Michael's  Stock  y  he  fays  his  Mafter  turn’d  him 
away,  but  l  promife  you  truly,  I  think  he  ran  away. 

Wife .  No  indeed  Miftrefs  Merry-thought ,  though  he  be 
a  notable  Gallows,  yet  I’ll  allure  you  his  Mailer  did  turn 
him  away,  even  in  this  place,  ’twas  i’faith  within  this  half 
Hour,  about  his  Daughter,  my  Husband  was  by. 

Cit.  Hang  him  Rogue,  he  ferv’d  him  well  enough  : 
Love  his  Mailer’s  Daughter !  By  my  troth  Cunny,  if 
there  were  athoufand  Boys,  thou  would’ftfpoil  them  all, 
with  taking  their  parts;  let  his  Mother  alone  witTlirim. 

Wife f  Ay  George ,  but  yet  truth  is  truth. 

Old .  Mer.  Where  is  J«ft  er?  He’s  welcome  however, 
call  him  in,  he  fhall  have  his  Portion,  is  he  merry  ? 

Enter  jafper  and  Michael. 

Mifl.  Mer.  I  foul  chive  him,  he  is  too  merry.  Jafper. 
Michael. 

Old  Mer.  Welcome  Jafper  ^  tho’thou  run’ ft  away,  wel¬ 
come,  God  blefs  thee,  ’tis  thy  Mother’s  Mind  thou  fhould 3d 
receive  thy  Portion ;  thou  haft  been  abroad,  and  I  hope  haft 
learnt  Experience  enough  to  govern  it :  Thou  art  of  diffid¬ 
ent  years,  hold  thy  Hand:  One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  fix, 
feven,  eight,  nine,  there  is  ten  Shillings  for  thee,  thruft 
thy  felf  into  the  W orld  with  that,  and  take  fome  fettled 
courfe,  if  Fortune  crofs  thee,  thou  haft  a  retiring  place; 
comehometome,  I  have  twenty  Shillings  left,  be  a  good 
Husband,  that  is,  wear  ordinary  Cloatfas,  eat  the  beft 
Meat,  and  drink  the  beft  Drink;  be  merry,  and  give  to 
the  Poor,  and  believe  me,  thou  haft  no  end  of  thy  Goods. 

Jafp ,  Long  may  you  live  free  from  all  thought  of  ill| 
And  long  have  caufe  to  be  thus  merry  ftiih 
But  Father? 
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Old.  Mer .  No  more  Words  Jafper,  get  thee  gone,  thou 
haft  my  Bleffing,  thy  Father’s  Spirit  upon  thee.  Farewel 
Jafper *,  but  yet,  or  e’er  you  part  (oh  cruel;  kifs  me,  kifs 
me  Tweeting,  mine  own  dear  Jewel:  So,  now  begone,  no 
Words.  [Exit  Jafper. 

Mift.  Mer.  So  Michael ,  now  get  thee  gone  too. 

Mich.  Yes  forfooth  Mother,  but  I’ll  have  my  Father’s 
Blefting  firft. 

Mift.  Mer. No  Michael,  ’tis  no  matter  for  his  Blefting} 
thou  haft  my  Blefting,  begone  *  I’ll  fetch  my  Mony  and 
Jewels,  and  follow  thee:  I’ll  ftay  no  longer  with  him  1 
warrant  thee,  truly  Charles  I’ll  be  gone  too. 

Old.  Mer.  What  you  will  not  ? 

Mift.  Mer.  Yes  indeed  will  I. 

Old  Mer.  Hay  ho,  farewel  AW;,  I’ll  never  truft  Wench 
more  again,  if  I  can. 

Mift.  Mer.  You  fhall  not  think  (when  all  your  own  is 
gone)  to  fpend  that  1  have  been  fcraping  up  for  Michael. 

Old.  Mer.  Farewel  good  Wife,  I  expeft  it  not,  all  1  have 
to  do  in  this  World,  is  to  be  merry ,  which  I  ihall,  if  the 
Ground  be  not  taken  from  me  •,  and  if  it  be, 

When  Earth  and  Seas  from  me  are  reft. 

The  Skies  aloft  for  me  are  left.  [ Exeunt . 

[Boy  dancetb ,  Mufick. 

Finis  Achis  Primi. 

Wife.  I’ll  be  fworn  he’s  a  merry  old  Gentleman  for  all 
that:  Hark,  hark  Husband,  hark,  Fiddles,  Fiddles  now 
furely  they  go  finely.  They  fay  ’tis  prefent  Death  for 
thefe  Fiddlers  to  tune  their  Rebecks  before  the  great 
Turks  Grace,  is’tnot  George  ?  But  look,  look,  here’s  a 
Youth  dances,  now  good  Youth  do  a  turn  o’th’  Toe  j 
Sweet-heart,  I’faith  I’ll  have  Ralph  come,  and  dofome  of 
his  Gambols  *  he’ll  ride  the  wild  Mare  Gentlemen,  ’t  would 
do  your  Hearts  good  to  fee  him :  I  thank  you  kind  Youth, 
pray  bid  Ralph  come. 

Cit.  Peace  Conie.  Sirrah,  you  fcurvy  Boy,  bid  the  Play¬ 
ers  fend  Ralph,  or  by  Gods - and  they  do  not.  I’ll  tear 

fome  of:  their  Periwigs  befide  their  Heads ;  this  is  all 
Riff-Raff,  ’  ® 


ACT 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  L 


Merchant  and  Humphrey. 


Merch.  AND  how  faith  ?  how  goes  it  now,  Son  Hum- 
xl  fhrey? 

Hum.  Right  worfhipful  and  my  beloved  Friend 
And  Father  dear,  this  matter’s  at  an  end. 

Merch.  ’Tis  well,  it  fhould  be  fo,  I’m  glad  the  Girl 
Is  found  fo  tradable. 

Hum.  Nay,  fhe  mud  whirl 
From  hence,  and  you  mud;  wink  :  for  fo  I  fay. 

The  Story  tells  to  morrow  before  day. 

Wife.  George ,  dod  thou  think  in  thy  Confcience  Bow 
’twill  be  a  Match  ?  tell  me  but  what  thou  think’d  fweet 
Rogue,  thou  feed:  the  poor  Gentleman  (dear  Heart )  how 
it  labours  and  throbs  I  warrant  you,  to  be  at  red :  I’ll  go 
move  the  Father  for’t. 

Cit.  No,  no,  I  prithee  fit  dill  Honey-fucide,  thou’k 
fpoil  all ;  if  he  deny  him,  I’ll  bring  half  a  dozen  good 
Fellows  my  felf,  and  in  the  fhutting  of  an  Evening  knock’ t 
up,  and  there’s  an  end. 

Wife.  I’ll  bufs  thee  for  that  Tfaith,  Boy  5  wel George, 
well,  you  have  been  a  Wag  in  your  days  I  warrant  you : 
but  God  forgive  you,  and  I  do  with  all  my  Heart. 

Merch.  How  was  it,  Son  ?  you  told  me  that  to  Morrow 
Before  Day  break,  you  muft  convey  her  hence. 

Hum,  I  mud,  I  mud,  and  thus  it  is  agreed. 

Your  Daughter  rides  upon  a  brown  Bay  Steed, 

I  on  a  Sorrel,  which  I  bought  of  Brian , 

The  honed  Hod  of  the  red  roaring  Lion 
In  Waltham  fituate.*  Then  if  you  may, 

Confent  in  feemly  fort,  led  by  delay, 

The  fatal  Siders  come,  and  do  the  Office, 

And  then  you’ll  fing  another  Song. 

Merch.  Alas, 

Why  fhould  you  be  thus  full  of  grief  to  me, 

That  do  as  willing  as  your  felf  agree 
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To  any  thing,  fo  it  be  good  and  fair? 

Then  fteal  her  when  you  will,  if  fuch  apleafure 
Content  you  both,  1T1  deep  and  never  fee  it, 

To  make  your  joys  more  full:  but  tell  me  why 
You  may  not  here  perform  your  Marriage? 

Wife.  God’s  bleffing  o’  thy  Soul,  old  Man,  i’faith  thou 
art  loath  to  part  true  Hearts:  1  fee  a  has  her,  George ,  and 
Fm  as  glad  on’t;  well,  go  thy  ways  Humphrey  for  a  fair 
fpoken  Man,  1  believe  thou  haft  not  thy  fellow  within 
the  Walls  of  London ,  and  I  lhould  fay  the  Suburbs  too, 
I  lhould  not  lie:  Why  doff  not  thou  rejoice  with  me, 
George  ? 

Cit.  If  I  could  but  fee  Ralph  again,  I  were  as  merry  as 
mine  Hoft  i’  faith. 

The  caufe  you  feem  to  ask,  1  thus  declare  *, 

Help  me  oh  Mufes  nine:  Your  Daughter  fware 
A  foolifh  Oath,  the  more  it  was  the  pity  : 

Yet  none  but  my  felf  within  this  City 
Shall  dare  to  fay  fo,  but  a  bold  defiance 
Shall  meet  him,  were  he  of  the  noble  Science. 

And  yet  fire  fware,  and  yet  why  did  fhe  fwear? 

Truly  I  cannot  tell,  unlefs  it  were 

For  her  own  eafe>  for  fure  fometimes  an  Oath, 

Being  fworn  thereafter,  is  like  Cordial  Broth  : 

And  this  it  was  lhe  fwore,  never  to  marry, 

But  fuch  a  one  whole  mighty  Arm  could  carry 
(As  meaning  me,  for  I  am  fuch  a  one) 

Her  bodily  away  through  Stick  and  Stone, 

’’Till  both  of  us  arrive,  at  her  recjueft, 

Some  Ten,  Miles  off  in  the  wide  Waltham  Foreft. 

Merch.  If  this  be  all,  you  fhall  not  need  to  fear 
Any  denial  in  your  Love,  proceed, 

I’ll  neither  follow,  nor  repent  the  deed.  ( more. 

Hum.  Good  Night,  twenty  good  Nights,  and  twenty 
And  twenty  more  good  Nights,  that  makes  threefcore. 

[  Exeunt . 

Enter  Miftrefs  Merry-thought,  and  her  Son  Michael. 

Mift.Mer.  Come  Michael  y  art  thou  not  weary.  Boy? 

Mich.  No  forfooth  Mother  not  I. 

Miji.Mer .  Where  be  we  now,  Child  ? 


Mich. 
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Mich .  Indeed  forfooth  Mother  I  cannot  tell,  unlefs  we 
be  at  Mile-end,  is  not  all  the  World  Mile-end,  Mother? 

Mifl.  Mer .  No,  Michael ,  not  ail  the  W odd,  Boy  but 
I  can  allure  thee,  Michael \  Mile-end  is  a  goodly  matter, 
there  has  been  a  pitch’d  Field  my  Child,  between  the 
naughty  Spaniels  and  thtEngliJhmen ,  and  the  Spaniels  ran 
away  Michael ,  and  the  Englifhmen  followed:  my  Neigh¬ 
bour  Coxftone  was  there  Boy,  and  kill’d  them  all  with  a 
Birding-piece. 

Mich .  Mother  forfooth . 

Af//?.  Mer.  What  lays  my  white  Boy  ? 

Mich .  Shall  not  my  Father  go  with  us  too? 

Mifl.  Mer.  No,  Michael ,  let  thy  Father  go  fnick  up, 
he  fhall  never  come  between  a  pair  of  Sheets  with  me 
again,  while  he  lives :  let  him  flay  at  home  and  ling  for  his 
Supper,  Boy  *,  come  Child  fit  down,  and  I’ll  fbew  my  Boy 
fine  knacks  indeed,  look  here,  Michael ,  here’s  a  Ring, 
and  here’s  a  Bruch,  and  here’s  a  Bracelet,  and  here’s  two 
Rings  more,  and  here’s  Mony,  and  Gold  by  th5  Eye, 
my  Boy. 

Mich.  Shall  I  have  all  this,  Mother? 

Mifl.  Mer.  Ay  Michael,  thou  fh  alt  have  all,  MichaeL 

Cit.  Flow  lik’ft  thou  this,  W ench  ? 

Wife.  I  cannot  tell,  1  would  have  Ralphs  George  $  Fil 
fee  no  more  elfe  indeed :  law,  and  I  pray  you  let  the  Youths 
underhand  fo  much  by  word  of  Mouth,  for  I  will  tell  you 
truly,  I’m  afraid  o’my  Boy :  come,  come,  George ,  let’s  be 
merry  and  wife,  the  Child’s  a  Fatherlefs  Child,  and  fay 
they  fhould  put  him  into  a  ibrait  pair  of  Gaskins,  3 1  were 
worfe  than  knot-grafs,  he  would  never  grow  after  it. 

Enter  Ralph,  Squire ,  and  Dwarf. 

Cit.  Here’s  Ralph ,  here’s  Ralph. 

Wife.  How  do  you  Ralph  ?  you  are  welcome,  Ralph, 
as  I  may  fay,  it’s  a  good  Boy,  hold  up  thy  Head,  and  be 
not  afraid,  we  are  thy  Friends.  Ralph ,  the  Gentlemen 
will  praife  thee,  Ralph ,  if  thou  play’ll  thy  part  with  au¬ 
dacity,  begin  Ralph  a  Gods  Name. 

Ralph .  My  trufiy  Squire  unlace  my  Helm,  give  me  my 
Hat,  where  are  we,  or  what  Defart  might  this  be? 

Dwarf.  Mirror  of  Knighthood,  this  is,  as  I  take  it,  the 
perilous  Waltham  Down  >  in  whole  bottom  Hands  the  ir> 
chanted  Valley.  Mfl. 
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Mift.  Met.  Oh  Michael ,  we  are  betray’d,  we  are  be¬ 
tray’d,  here  be  Giants ;  fly  Boy,  fly  Boy,  fly. 

[_Exeunt  Mother  and  Michael. 

Ralph.  Lace  on  my  Helm  again :  what  noife  is  this  ? 

A  gentle  Lady  flying  the  Embrace 

Of  fome  uncourteous  Knight,  I  will  relieve  her. 

Go  Squire,  and  fay,  the  Knight  that  wears  this  Peftle 
In  Honour  of  all  Ladies,  fwcars  Revenge 
Upon  that  recreant  Coward  that  purfues  her j 
Go  comfort  her,  and  that  fame  gentle  Squire 
That  bears  her  Company. 

Squire.  1  go,  brave  Knight. 

Ralph  My  trufly  Dwarf  and  Friend,  reach  me  my  Shield, 
And  hold  it  while  I  fwear,  firft  by  my  Knighthood, 
Then  by  the  Soul  of  Amadis  de  Qaule , 

My  famous  Anceftor,  then  by  my  Sword, 

The  beauteous  Brionella  girt  about  me, 

By  this  bright  burning  Peftle  of  mine  Honour, 

The  living  Trophy,  and  by  all  refpeft 
Due  to  diitrefled  Damfels,  here  I  vow 
Never  to  end  the  queft  of  this  fair  Lady, 

And  that  forfaken  Squire,  ’till  by  my  Valour 
I  gain  their  liberty. 

. Dwarf  Heav’n  blefs  the  Knight 
That  thus  relieves  poor  errant  Gentlewomen.  [Exit. 

Wife .  I  marry  Ralphs  this  has  fome  favour  in’t,  I  would 
fee  the  proudeft  of  them  all  offer  to  carry  his  Books  after 
him.  V>\itGeorge,  I  will  not  have  him1  go  awayfofoon,  I 
fhall  be  fick  if  he  go  away,  that  1  fhall ;  call  Ralph  again 
George ,  call  Ralph  again,  I  prithee  Sweet-heart  let  him 
come  fight  before  me, and  let’s  ha’  fome  Drums,  and  Trum¬ 
pets,  and  let  him  kill  all  that  comes  near  him,  and  thou 
lov’ft  me,  George . 

Cit.  Peace  a  little,  Bird,  he  fhall  kill  them  till,  and  they 
were  twenty  more  on  ’em  than  there  arc. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Jafp.  Now  Fortune,  if  thou  be’ft  not  only  ill, 

Shew  me  thy  better  Face,  and  bring  about 
Thy  defperate  Wheel,  that  I  may  climb  at  length 
And  ftandj  this  is  our  place  of  meeting. 
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If  Love  have  any  conftancy.  Oh  age! 

Where  only  wealthy  Men  are  counted  happy: 

How  fhall  I  pleafe  thee?  how  deferve  thy  fmiles? 

When  I  am  only  rich  in  mifery? 

My  Father’s  Bleffing,  and  this  little  Coin 
Is  my  Inheritance,  a  ftrong  Revenue, 

From  Earth  thou  art,  and  to  Earth  I  give  thee, 

There  grow  and  multiply,  whilft  frefher  Air 
Breeds  me  a  frelher  Fortune:  How,  illudon! 

[Spies  the  Casket . 

What  hath  the  Devil,  coin’d  himfelf  before  me? 

’Tis  Mettle  good,  it  rings  well,  I  am  waking, 

And  taking  too  I  hope,  now  God’s  dear  bidding 
Upon  his  Heart  that  left  it  here,  ’tis  mine, 

Thefe  Pearls,  I  take  it,  were  not  left  for  Swine.  [Exit. 

Wife,  I  do  not  like  that  this  unthrifty  Youth  fhould  em- 
bezelaway  theMony,  the  poor  Gentlewoman  his  Mother 
will  have  a  heavy  Heart  for  it,  God  knows. 

Cit.  And  reafon  good,  Sweet-heart. 

Wife.  But  let  him  go,  I’ll  tell  Ralph  a  Tale  in’s  Ear, 
fhall  fetch  him  again  with  awanion,  I  warrant  him,  if  he 
be  above  ground  ,  and  befides  George ,  here  be  a  number 
of  fufficient  Gentlemen  can  witnefs,  and  my  felf,  and  your 
felf,  and  the  Mulicians,  if  we  be  call’d  in  queftion;  but 
here  comes  Ralph ,  George ,  thou  fhalt  hear  him  fpcak,  as 
he  were  an  Emperal. 

Enter  Ralph  and  Dwarf 
Ralph .  Comes  not  Sir  Squire  again? 

'Dwarf  Right  courteous  Knight, 

Your  Squire  doth  come,  and  with  him  comes  the  Lady, 
Enter  Mift refs  Merry-thought,  Michael,  and  Squire. 

F  or  and  the  Squire  of  Damfels  as  I  take  it. 

Ralph .  Madam,  if  any  Service  or  Devoir 
Of  a  poor  Errant  Knight  may  right  your  wrongs, 
Command  it,  I  am  prefs’d  to  give  you  Succour, 

For  to  that  holy  end  I  bear  my  Armour. 

Mijl.  Mer .  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  Gentlewoman,  and  I 
have  loft  my  Mony  in  this  Foreft. 

Ralph.  Defart,  you  would  fay,  Lady,  and  not  loft 
Whilft  I  have  Sword  and  Launce  ;  dry  up  your  Tears 

Which 
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Which  ill  befits  the  Beauty  of  that  Face, 

And  tell  the  Story,  if  I  may  requeft  it. 

Of  your  difaftrous  Fortune. 

Miji.  Mer.  Out  alas,  I  left  a  thoufand  Pound,  a  thou- 
find  Found,  e’en  all  the  Mony  I  had  laid  up  for  this 
Youth,  upon  the  fight  of  your  Mafterfhip,  you  look’d 
fo  grim,  and  as  1  may  fay  it,  faving  your  Prefence,  more 
like  a  Giant  than  a  mortal  Man, 

Ralph.  1  am  as  you  are.  Lady,  fo  are  they 
All  mortal }  but  why  weeps  this  gentle  Squire  ? 

Mift-  Mer.  Has  he  not  caufe  to  weep  do  you  think, 
when  he  has  loft  his  Inheritance  ? 

Ralph .  Young  hope  of  Valour,  weep  not,  I  am  here 
That  will  confound  thy  Foe,  and  pay  it  dear 
Upon  his  coward  Head,  that  dare  deny 
DiftrefTed  Squires  and  Ladies  Equity. 

I  have  but  one  Horfe,  on  which  fhall  ride 

This  Lady  fair  behind  me,  and  before 

This  courteous  Squire,  Fortune  will  give  us  more 

Upon  our  next  Adventure;  fairly  fpeed 

Befide  us  Squire  and  Dwarf,  to  do  us  need.  [. Exeunt . 

Cit.  Did  not  I  tell  you  Nell  what  your  Man  would  do? 
by  the  faith  of  my  Body  Wench,  for  clean  Adfcion  and 
good  Delivery,  they  may  all  call  their  Caps  at  him. 

Wife.  And  fo  they  may  i’faith,  for  1  dare  fpeak  it 
boldly,  the  twelve  Companies  of  London  cannot  match 
him,  Timber  for  Timber:  Well  George ,  and  he  be  not 
inveigled  by  fome  of  thefe  paltry  Players,  I  ha  much 
marvel ;  but  George  we  ha  done  our  Parts,  if  the  Boy- 
have  any  Grace  to  be  thankful. 

Cit.  Yes,  I  warrant  you  Duckling. 

Enter  Humphrey  and  Luce. 

Hum.  Good  Miftrefs  Luce ,  however  I  in  fault  am. 
For  your  lame  Horfe*  your  welcome  unto  Waltham , 

But  which  way  now  to  go,  or  what  to  fay 
I  know  not  truly,  ’till  it  be  broad  Day.  ‘ 

*  Luce.  O  fear  not  Mafter  Humphrey ,  1  am  Guide 
For  th?s  Place  good  enough. 

Hum.  Then  up  and  ride. 
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Or  if  it  pleafe  you,  walk  for  your  Repofe, 

Or  fit,  or  if  you  will,  go  pluck  a  Rofe  : 

Either  of  which  fhall  be  indifferent. 

To  your  good  Friend  and  Humphrey ,  whofe  Confent 
Is  fo  intaneled  ever  to  your  Will, 

As  the  poor  harmlefs  Horfe  is  to  the  Mill. 

Luce.  Faith  and  you  fay  the  Word, we’ll  e’en  fit  down, 
And  take  a  Nap* 

Hunt.  3 Tis  better  in  the  Town, 

Where  wTe  may  nap  together;  for  believe  me. 

To  fleep  without  a  (hatch  would  mickle  grieve  me. 
Luce*  You’re  merry,  M after  Humphrey. 

Hum .  So  I  am, 

And  have  been  ever  merry  from  my  Dam. 

Luce.  Your  Nurfe  had  the  lefs  Labour. 

Hum.  Faith  it  may  be, 

Unlefs  it  were  by  Chance  I  did  beray  me. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Jafp.  Luce0  dear  Friend  Luce. 

Luce.  Here  Jafper. 

Jafp.  You  are  mine. 

Hum ,  If  it  be  fo,  my  Friend,  you  ufe  me  fine : 

What  do  you  think  I  am? 

Jafp.  An  arrant  Noddy. 

Hum.  A  Word  of  Obloquy  now  by  god’s  Body, 
I’ll  tell  thy  Matter,  for  I  know  thee  well. 

Jafp,  Nay,  and  you  be  fo  forward  for  to  tell. 

Take  that,  and  that,  and  cell  him.  Sir,  1  gave  it : 

And  fay  I  paid  you  well. 

Hum.  O  Sir,  I  have  it, 

And  do  confefs  the  Paymenf,  pray  be  quiet. 

*  Jafp .  Go,  get  you  to  youf  Night-Gap  and  the  Diet, 
To  cure  your  beaten  Bones. 

Luce.  Alas,  poor  Humphrey , 

Get  thee  fome  wholefome  Broth  with  Sage  andCumfry: 
A  little  Oil  of  Rofes,  and  a  Feather 
To  noint  thy  Back  withal. 

Hum.  When  I  came  hither, 

Would  I  had  gone  to  Paris  with  John  Bony, 

Luce.  Farewel  my  pretty  Nump,  I  am  very  forry 
I  cannot  bear  thee  Company.  Hjm, 
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Hum.  Farewel, 

The  Devil’s  Dam  was  ne'er  fo  bang’d  in  Hell.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Humphrey. 

Wife.  This  young  Jafper  will  prove  me  another  Things, 
a  my  Confidence,  and  he  maybefufferfd;  George,  doll  not 
iee  George  how  a  fwaggers,  and  flies  at  the  very  Heads  a 
fokes  as  he  were  a  Dragon  >  well  if  1  do  not  do  his  Lcf- 
fon  for  wronging  the  poor  Gentleman,  I  am  no  true 
Woman*,  his  Friends  that  brought  him  up,  might  have 
been  better  occupied,  I  wis,  than  have  taught  him  thefe 
Fcgaries:  He’s  e’en  in  the  Highway  to  the  Gallows,  God 
bids  him. 

Cit.  You’re  too  bitter,  Cony,  the  young  Man  may 
do  well  enough  for  all  this. 

Wife.  Come  hither  Matter  Humphrey,  has  he  hurt  you? 
nowbeflirew  his  Finger’s  for’t,  here  Sweet-heart,  here’s 
fome  Green  Ginger  for  thee,  now  befhrew  my  Heart,  but 
a  has  Pepper-nel  in’s  Head, as  big  as  a  Pullets  Egg*  alas, 
lweetLamb,  how  thy  Temples  beat;  take  the  Peace  on 
him  fweet  Heart,  take  the  Peace  on  him. 

Enter  a  Boy. 

Cit.  No,  no,  you  talk  like  a  fooliih  Woman, I’ll  ha  Ralph 
fight  with  him,  and  fwinge  him  up  well-favour’dly :  Sirrah 
Boy,  come  hither,  let  Ralph  come  in  and  fight  with  Jafper . 

Wife.  Ay  and  beat  him  well,  he’s  an  unhappy  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  you  mutt  pardon  us,  the  Plot  of  our  Play 
lyes  contrary,  and  ’twill  hazard  the  fpoling  of  our  Play. 

Cit ■.  Plot  me  no  Plots,  I’ll  ha  Ralph  come  out,  I’ll 
make  your  Houfe  too  hot  for  you  elfe. 

Boy.  W  hy  Sir,  he  ihall,  but  if  any  thing  fall  out  of  Order, 
the  Gentlemen  mutt  pardon  us. 

Cit.  Go  your  ways  goodman  Boy,  I’ll  hold  him  a  Penny 
he  lh  all  have  his  Belly  full  of  fighting  now,  ho  here 
comes  Ralph ;  no  more. 

Enter  Ralph,  Mift .  Merr.  Michael,  Squire  and  Dwarf. 

Ralph.  What  Knight  is  that,  Squire,  ask  him  if  he  keep 
The  Paflage  bound  by  love  of  Lady  fair, 

Or  elfe  but  prickant. 

Hum.  Sir,  I  am  no  Knight, 

But  a  poor  Gentleman,  that  this  fame  Night, 
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Had  floln  from  me  on  yonder  Green, 

My  lovely  W  ife,  and  fuffered  to  be  feen 
Yet  extant  on  my  Shoulders  fuch  a  greeting, 

That  whilft  I  live,  I  fhall  think  of  that  Meeting. 

Wife,  Ay  Ralph,  he  beat  him  unmercifully,  and 
Spar’ll  him  Ralph ,  I  would  thou  wert  hang’d.  (thou 
Cit .  No  more,  Wife,  no  more. 

Ralph. Where  is  the  Caitiff  W retch  hath  done  thisDeed, 
Lady,  your  Pardon,  that  I  may  proceed 
Up  on  the  Quell  of  this  injurious  Knight. 

And  thou  fair  Squire  repute  me  not  the  worfe. 

In  leaving  the  great  Venture  of  the  Purfe, 

Enter  Jafper  and  Luce. 

And  the  rich  Casket,  ’till  fome  better  Leifure. 

Hum.  Here  comes  the  Broker  hath  purloin’d  my  T rca- 
Ralph .  Go,  Squire,  and  tell  him  I  am  here,  (fare. 
An  errant  Knight  at  Arms,  to  crave  Delivery 
Of  that  fair  Lady  to  her  own  Knight’s  Arms. 

If  he  deny,  bid  him  take  Choice  of  Ground, 

And  fo  defie  him. 

Squire.  From  the  Knight  that  bears 
The  Golden  Pe/lle ,  I  defie  thee  Knight. 

Unlefs  thou  make  fair  Rellitution 
Of  that  bright  Lady. 

Jafp.  Tell  the  Knight  that  fent  thee 
He  is  an  Afs,  and  I  will  keep  the  Wench, 

And  knock  his  Head-Peice. 

Ralph .  Thou  art  but  dead, 

If  thou  recall  not  thy  uncourteous  Terms. 

Wife. Break  his  Pate  Ralph>brc%k  his  PateR#/p£,foundly. 
Jafp. Come,Knight,I  am  ready  for  you,  now  your  Peflle 

[Snatches  away  his  Teflle. 
Shall  try  what  Temper,  Sir,  your  Mortar’s  of 5 
With  that  he  flood  upright  in  his  Stirrops, 

And  gave  the  Knight  of  the  Calves-Skin  fuch  a  knock, 
Tb"4*  he  forfook  his  Horfe,  and  down  he  fell,  ( met. 

And  then  he  leaped  upon  him,  and  plucking  off  his  Hel~ 
Hum.  Nay,  and  my  noble  Knight  be  down  fo  foon, 

Though  I  can  fcarcely  go,  I  needs  mull  run - 

[Ex.  Humphrey  and  Ralph. 

Wife. 


2.  i «?  i  The  Knight  of  the 

Wife.  Run  Ralph,  run  Ralph,  run  for  thy  Life  Boy ; 
Jafper  comes,  Jafper  comes. 

Jafp.  Gome  Luc, e,  we  muft  have  other  Arms  for  you, 
Humphrey  and  Golden  Defile  both  adieu.  [Exeunt, 

Wife.  Sure  the  Devil,  God  blefs  us, is  inthis  Springald* 
why  George ,  didfteverfee  fuch  a  Fire-Drake.  I  am  afraid 
my  Boy’s  mifcarry’d  if  he  be,  though  he  were  Matter 
Merry -thought' s  Sen  a  thoufand  times,  if  there  be  any 
Law  in  England ,  I’ll  make  fome  of  them  fmart  for’t. 

Cit.  No, no,  I  have  found  out  the  Matter,  Sweet-heart, 
Jafper  is  enchanted  as  fure  as  we  are  here,  he  is  enchant¬ 
ed,  he  could  no  more  have  ftood  in  Ralph's  Hands,  than 
I  can  (land  in  my  Lord  Mayor’s :  I’ll  have  a  Ring  to 
di (cover  all  Enchantments,  and  Ralph  fhall  beat  him  yet : 
Be  no  more  vext,  for  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Enter  Ralph,  Squire ,  Dwarf  Miflrefs  Merry-thought, 

and  Michael. 

Wife.  Oh  Husband,  here’s  Ralph  again >  ttay  Ralph ,  let 
me  fpeak  with  thee  j  how  dott  thou  Ralph  ?  Art  thou 
not  ihrewdly  hurt?  the  foul  great  Lungies  laid  unmerci¬ 
fully  on  thee,  there’s  fome  Sugar- Candy  for  thee,  pro¬ 
ceed,  thou  di  alt  have  another  bout  with  him. 

Cit .  If  Ralph  had  him  at  the  Fencing-School,  if  hedid 
not  make  a  Puppy  of  him,  and  drive  him  up  and  down 
the  School,  he  fhould  ne’er  come  in  my  Shop  more. 

Mifl.  Mer.  Truly  Matter  Knight  of  the  Burning  Defile , 
I  am  weary. 

Mich.  Indeed  Law-Mother,  and  I  am  very  hungry. 

Ralph.  Take  comfort  gentle  Dame,  arid  your  fair  Squire. 
For  in  this  Defart  there  muft  needs  be  plac’d 
Many  ftrong  Cattles,  held  by  courteous  Knights, 

And  ’till  I  bring  you  lafe  to  one  of  thofe 
I  fwear  by  this  my  Order  ne’er  to  leave  you. 

Wife.  Well  faid  Ralph :  George ,  Ralph  was  ever  com¬ 
fortable,  Was  he  not  ? 

Cit.  Yes  Duck. 

Wife.  I  fhall  ne’er  forget  him :  When  we  had  loft  our 
Child, you  know  it  was  ftray’d  almoft  a;  one  to iPuddle-War f 
and  the  Cry  ers  were  abroad  for  it,  and  there  it  had  drown’d 
it  felf  but  for  a  Sculler,  Ralph  was  the  moft  comfortableft 
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to  me;  Peace  Miftrefs,  fays  he.  Jet  it  go.  I’ll  get  you  ano« 
ther  as  good  *,  did  he  not  George  ?  Did  he  not  fav  fo  ? 

Cit.  Yes  indeed  did  he,  Moufe.  •  .  V  ’ 

Dwarf  (  would  we  had  a  mefs  of  Pottage,  and  a  Pot 
of  Drink,  Squire,  and  were  going  to  Bed. 

.  Wliywe  are  at  Waltham  Towns  end,  and  that’s 

thtBellim.  fSquire, 

Dwarf.  Take  courage  valiant  Knight,  Damfel,  and 
I  have  difcovered,  not  a  Stones  call  off. 

An  antient  Caftle  held  by  the  old  Knight 
Of  the  moil  holy  Order  of  the  Be//, 

Who  gives  to  all  Knights  Errant  entertain : 

There  plenty  is  of  Food,  and  all  prepar’d 
By  the  white  Hands  of  his  own  Lady  dear. 

He  hath  thiee  Squires  that  welcome  all  his  Guefts  * 

The  firft,  High  Chamberlain,  who  will  fee 
Our  Beds  prepar’d,  and  bring  us  Snowy  Sheets, 
where  never  Footman  Aretch’d  his  butter’d  Hams. 

The  fecond  height  Tapftro ,  who  will  fee 
Our  Pots  full  filled,  and  no  froth  therein  3 
The  third,  a  gentle  Squire  Qftlero  height. 

Who  will  our  Palfries  flick  with  wifps  of  Straw, 

And  in  the  Manger  put  them  Oats  enough, 

And  never  greafe  their  Teeth  with  Candle-fnufF. 

Wife.  That  fame  Dwarf’s  a  pretty  Boy,  but  the  Squire’s 
a  erout-nold.  ^ 

Ralph.  Knock  at  the  Gates  my  Squire,  with  (lately  Lance. 

*  v  Enter  Tapfler. 

ap.  Who  s  there,  you’re  welcome  Gentlemen,  will 
you  fee  a  Room? 

Dwarf  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  th 
Burning  Feftle,  this  is  the  Squire  Tapftro. 

Ralph.  Fair  Squire  Tapftro ,  I  a  wandring  Knight, 
Height  of  the  Burning  Feftle,  in  the  quefi 
Of  this  fair  Lady’s  Casket,  and  wrought  Purfe, 

Lofing  my  felf  in  this  vaft  Wildernefs, 

t0  ,^a^e  well  by  fortune  brouglit. 

Where  hearing  of  the  goodly  entertain 
Your  Knight  of  holy  Order  of  the  Bell 
V  o  l.  V.  Q 
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Gives  to  all  Damfels,  and  all  Errant  Knights, 

1  thought  to  knock,  and  now  am  bold  to  enter. 

Tapjt.  An’t  pleafe  you  fee  a  Chamber,  you  are  very 
welcome.  \_Exeunt. 

Wife .  George ,  I  would  have  fomething  done,  and  I 
cannot  tell  what  it  is. 

Cit.  What  is  it,  Nell  ? 

Wife.  Why  George ,  {hall  Ralph  beat  no  body  again  ? 
Prethee  Sweet-heart  let  him. 

Cit.  So  he  fhall  Nell,  and  if  I  joyn  with  him,  we’ll 
knock  them  all. 

Enter  Humphrey  and  Merchant . 

Wife.  O  George ,  here’s  Mailer  Humphrey  again  now, 
that  loft  Miilrefs  Luce ,  and  MiftrefsL&ce’s  Father,  Mafter 
Humphrey  will  do  feme  bodies  Arrant  I  warrant  him. 

Hum .  Father,  it’s  true  in  Arms  1  ne’er  fhall  clafp  her. 
For  fhe  is  ftoi’n  away  by  your  Man  Jafper. 

Wife .  1  thought  he  would  tell  him. 

Mer.  Unhappy  that  I  am  to  lofe  my  Child : 

Now  [  begin  to  think  on  Jafper' s  Words, 

Who  oft  hath  urg’d  to  me  thy  foolifhnefs, 

Why  didft  thou  let  her  go,  thou  lov’ft  her  not, 

That  woiidil  bring  home  thy  Life,  and  not  bring  her. 

Hum.  Father  forgive  me,  I  fhall  tell  you  true, 

Look  on  my  Shoulders,  they  are  black  and  blue, 

Whilft  too  and  fro  fair  Luce  and  1  were  winding, 

He  came  and  bailed  me  with  a  hedge  binding. 

Mer.  Get  Men  and  Horfes  ftraight,  we  Will  be  there 
Within  this  hour  *  you  know  the  Place  again  ? 

Hum.  I  know  the  Place  where  he  my  Loins  did  fwaddle, 
I’ll  get  fix  Horfes,  and  to  each  a  Saddle. 

Mer.  Mean  time  I’ll  go  talk  with  Jafper' s  Father. 

[ Exeunt . 

Wife.  George ,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  now,  that 
Mafter  Humphrey  has  not  MiftrefsL^  yet  *,  fpeak  George , 
what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  ? 

Cit.  No  Nell,  i  warrant  thee,  Jafper  is  at  Vuclceridge 
with  her  by  this. 

Wife .  Nay  George ,  you  muft  confider  Miftrefs  Luce\ 
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feet  are  tender,  and  befides,  ’tis  dark,  and  I  promile  you 
truly,  I  do  not  fee  how  he  fliould  get  out  of  Waltham 
Foreft  with  her  yet. 

C/7.  Nay  Gunny,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  that 
Ralph  has  her  not  yet. 

Wife.  I  will  not  lay  again#  Ralph ,  Honny,  becaufe  I 
have  not  fpoken  with  him  :  but  look  George ,  Peace,  here 
comes  the  merry  old  Gentleman  again* 

Enter  Old  Merry-th ought. 

Old  Mer.  When  it  was  grown  to  dark  Midnight, 

And  all  were  fait  afleep, 

In  came  Margaret's  grimly  Ghoft, 

And  flood  at  William's  Feet. 

I  have  Mony,  and  Meat,  and  Drink  before-hand,  till 
to  Morrow  at  Noon,  why  fliould  I  be  fad  ?  Methinks  I 
have  half  a  dozen  Jovial  Spirits  within  me,  I  am  three 
merry  Men,  and  three  merry  Men :  To  what  end  fliould 
any  Man  be  fad  in  this  World  ?  Give  me  a  Man  that 
when  he  goes  to  hanging  cries  troul  the  black  Boul  to 
me;  And  a  Woman  that  will  fing  a  Catch  in  her  Travel* 
I  have  feen  a  Man  come  by  my  Door  with  a  ferious  Face, 
in  a  black  Cloak,  without  a  Hatband,  carrying  his  Head 
as  if  he  look’d  for  Pins  in  the  Street.  I  have  look’d  out 
of  my  Window  half  a  Year  after,  and  have  fpied  that 
Man’s  Head  upon  Londoner idge  :  5Tis  vile,  never  truft  a 
Taylor  that  does  not  fing  at  his  Work,  hi,s  Mind  is  of 
nothing  but  filching. 

Wife .  Mark  this  George>  ’tis  worth  noting:  Godfrey 
my  Taylor,  you  know,  never  Sings,  and  he  had  fourteen 
Yards  to  make  this  Gown  $  and  I’ll  be  fworn,  Millreis 
Reniftone  the  Draper’s  Wife  had  one  made  with  twelve. 

Old  Mer.  ’Tis  Mirth  that  fills  the  Veins  with  Bloody 
More  than  Wine,  or  Sleep,  or  Food, 

Let  each  Man  keep  his  Heart  at  eafe, 

No  Man  dies  of  that  Difeafe; 

He  that  would  his  Body  keep 
From  Difeafes,  muft  not  weep. 

But  whoever  laughs  and  fings. 

Never  his  Body  brings 
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Into  Feavers,  Gouts,  orRhumes, 

Or  lingringly  his  Lungs  confumes : 

Or  meets  with  Aches  in  the  Bone, 

Or  Catarrhs,  or  griping  Stone : 

But  contented  lives  for  aye, 

The  more  he  laughs,  the  more  he  may.' 

Wife.  Look  George ,  how  fay’ll  thou  by  this  George  ? 
Is’t  not  a  fine  old  Man  ?  Now  God’s  Bleffing  a  thy  fweet 
Lips.  W  hen  wilt  thou  be  fo  merry,  George  ?  Faith  thou 
art  the  frowningfl  little  thing,  when  thou  art  angry,  in 
a  Country. 

Enter  Merchant. 

Gt.  Peace  Conny,  Thou  fhalt  fee  him  took  down  too 
I  warrant  thee  :  Here’s  Luce's  Father  come  now. 

Old  Mer.  As  you  came  from  Walfingam ,  from  the  Holy 
Land,  there  met  you  not  with  my  true  Love  by  the  way 
as  you  came. 

Merch.  Oh  Mafler Merry -thought !  myDaughter’s  gone, 
This  Mirth  becomes  you  not,  my  Daughter’s  gone. 

Old  Aier.  Why  an  if  flte  be,  what  care  I  ? 

Or  let  her  come,  or  go,  or  tarry. 

Merch.  Mock  not  my  Mifery,  it  is  your  Son, 

Whom  I  have  made  my  own,  when  all  forfook  him, 

Has  lloFn  my  only  Joy,  my  Child  away.  (upon  a  gray. 

Old  Mer.  He  fet  her  on  a  milk  white  Steed,  and  himfelf 
He  never  turn’d  his  Face  again,  but  he  bore  her  quite  away. 

Merch.  Unworthy  of  the  kindnefs  I  have  fhewn 
To  thee,  and  thine  *,  too  late,  I  well  perceive 
Thou  art  confenting  to  my  Daughter’s  lofs.  fter? 

Old  Mer.  Y our  Daughter,  what  a  flir’s  here  wi*  y ’r  Daugh- 
Let  her  go,  think  no  more  on  her,  but  fing  loud.  If  both 
my  Sons  were  on  the  Gallows,  I  would  fing  down ,  down , 
down :  they  fall  down,  and  arife  they  never  ihall. 

Merch.  Oh  might  I  behold  her  once  again, 

And  fhe  tmee  more  embrace  her  aged  Sire. 

Old  Mer.  Fie,  how  feurvily  this  goes  .*  And  fhe  once  more 
embrace  her  aged  Sire  ?  you’ll  make  a  Dog  on  her,  will  ye; 
fhe  cares  much  for  aged  Sire,  I  warrant  you.  (my. 

She  cares  not  for  her  Daddy,  nor  fhe  cares  not  for  her  Mam- 
For  fhe  is,  fhe  is,  fhe  is  my  Lord  of  Low-gaves  Laflie. 
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Merch.  For  this  thy  fcorn  I  will  purfue 
That  Son  of  thine  to  Death. 

OldMer.  Do/  and  when  you  ha3  kill’d  him. 

Give  him  Flowers  i’now  Palmer,  give  him  Flowers  i’now. 
Give  him  red  and  white,  and  blue,  green,  and  yellow. 

Merch .  I'll  fetch  my  Daughter. 

OldMer .  I’ll  hear  no  more  o’ your  Daughter,  it  fpoils 
my  Mirth. 

Merch.  I  fay  I’ll  fetch  my  Daughter. 

OldMer.  Was  never  Man  for  Lady’s  fake,  down^  down , 
Tormented  as  I  Sir  Guy  ?  de  deny  down , 

For  Lucy's  fake,  that  Lady  bright,  down9  down , 

As  ever  Men  beheld  with  Eye?  de  deny  down . 

Merch .  I’ll  be  reveng’d,  by  Heav’n.  [Exeunt . 

Finis  ASdus-  Secundus .  \_Mufick. 

Wife.  How  doll  thou  like  this,  George  ? 

Cit .  Why  this  is  well,  Gunny  \  but  if  Ralph  were  hot 
once,  thou  lhouldft  fee  more. 

Wife.  The  Fidlers  go  again.  Husband. 

Cit.  Ay,  Nell,  but  this  is  fcurvy  Mufick  $  I  gave  the 
Whorefon  Gallows  Mony,  and  I  think  he  has  not  got 
me  the  Waits  of  Southwark'.  If  I  hear  him  not  anon,  fU 
twinge  him  by  the  Ears. 

Your  Muficians  play  Baloo. 

Wife.  No  good  George ,  let’s  ha’  Lachryma . 

Cit.  Why  this  is  it,  Gunny. 

Wife.  It’s  all  the  better,  George  $  now  fweet  Lamb, 
what  Story  is  that  painted  upon  the  Cloth?  the  confuta¬ 
tion  of  Saint  Pauli 

Cit .  No  Lamb,  that’s  Ralph  and  Lucrece. 

Wife.  Ralph  and  Lucrece  i  which  Ralph  ?  our  Ralph  ? 

Cit.  No  Moufe,  that  was  a  Tartarian . 

Wife.  A  Tartarian  ?  well,  I  wou’d  the  F idlers  had  done, 
that  we  might  fee  our  Ralph  again. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Jafper  and  Luce. 

Jafp.  /^Ome  ray  Dear,  though  we  have  loft  our  way, 
W  e  have  not  loft  our  (elves :  Are  you  not  weary 
With  this  Night’s  wandring,  broken  from  your  Reft? 
And  frighted  with  the  Terror  that  attends 
The  darknefs  of  this  wild  unpeopled  Place? 

Luce.  No  my  beft  Friend,  I  cannot  either  fear. 

Or  entertain  a  weary  Thought,  whilft  you 
( The  end  of  all  my  full  defires )  ftand  by  me : 

Let  them  that  lofc  their  hopes,  and  live  to  languifh 
Amongft  the  number  of  forfaken  Lover?, 

Tell  the  long  weary  Steps,  and  number  Time, 

Start  at  a  Shadow,  and  fhrink  up  their  Blood, 

Whilft  I  (pofleft  with  all  content  and  quiet) 

Thus  takes  my  pretty  Love,  and  thus  embrace  him. 

Jafp  You  have  caught  me  fo  faft,  that  whilft  I  live 
I  fhail  become  your  faithful  Prifoner, 

And  wear  thefe  chains  for  ever.  Come,  fit  down. 
And  reft  your  Body,  too  too  delicate 
For  thefe  difturbances  >  fo,  will  you  lleep  ? 

Come,  do  not  be  more  able  than  you  are, 

I  know  you  are  not  skilful  in  thefe  Watches, 

For  Women  are  no  Soldiers ;  be  not  nice. 

But  take  it,  fleep  I  fay. 

Luce.  I  cannot  fleep, 

Indeed  I  cannot,  Friend, 

Jafp.  W  hy  then  we’ll  fing, 

And  try  how  that  will  work  upon  our  Senfes. 

Luce .  I’ll  fing,  or  fay,  or  any  thing  but  fleep. 

Jafp .  Come  little  Mermaid,  10b  me  of  my  Heart 
With  that  inchanting  Voice. 

Luce.  You  mock  me,  Jafper . 


SONG. 

Jafp.  Tell  me ,  dearefl ,  what  is  Love  ? 
Luce.  }Tis  a  Lightning  from  above , 
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r Tts  an  Ayyow,  ’tts  a  Fire , 
yJis  a  Boy  they  call  JDeJire ♦ 

’Tts  a  Smile 
Doth  beguile 

Jafp.  The  poor  Hearts  of  Men  that  prove. 

Tell  me  more ,  are  Women  true  ? 

Luce.  Some  Love  change,  and  fo  do  you . 

Jaip.  sire  they  fair ,  and  never  kindi 
Luce,  Tes,  when  Men  turn  with  the  Wind 
Jafp,  Are  they  froward? 

Luce.  Ever  toward 
Thofe  that  love,  to  love  anew . 

Jafp .  DilTemble  it  no  more,  I  fee  the  God 
Of  heavy  Sleep,  lay  on  his  heavy  Mace 
Upon  your  Eye-lids. 

Luce .  I  am  very  heavy.  (Thoughts : 

Jafp .  Sleep,  fleep,  #nd  quiet  Reft  crown  thy  fweet 
Keep  from  her  fair  Blood  Diftempers,  Startings, 
Horrors  and  fearful  Shapes :  let  all  her  Dreams 
Be  Joys,  and  chafte  Delights,  Embraces,  Wifhes, 

And  fiich  new  Pleafures  as  the  ravifti’d  Soul 
Gives  to  the  Senfes.  So,  my  Charms  have  took. 

Keep  her  you  Powers  Divine,  whilft  I  contemplate. 
Upon  the  Wealth  and  Beauty  of  her  Mind. 

She  is  only  fair,  and  conftant,  only  kind, 

And  only  to  thee  JaJper.  O  my  Joys  / 

Whither  will  you  tranfport  me?  let  not  fulnefs 
Of  my  poor  buried  hopes  come  up  together, 

And  over-charge  my  Spirits  *,  I  am  weak. 

Some  fay  (however  ill )  the  Sea  and  Women 
Are  govern’d  by  the  Moon,  both  ebb  and  flow, 

Both  full  of  changes :  yet  to  them  that  know, 

And  truly  judge,  thefe  but  Opinions  are. 

And  Herefies  to  bring  on  pleafing  War 
Between  our  Tempers,  that  without  theft  were 
Both  void  of  after-love,  and  prefent  fear; 

Which  are  the  bcft  of  Cupid.  O  thou  Child ! 

Bred  from  Defpair,  I  dare  not  entertain  thee, 

Having  a  Love  without  the  faults  of  Women, 
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And  greater  in  her  perfeft  goods  than  Men; 

Which  to  make  good,  and  pleafe  my  felf  the  flronger, 
Though  certainly  I  am  certain  of  her  Love, 

I’ll  try  her,  that  the  World  and  Memory 
May  ling  to  after-times  her  Conflancy. 

Luce ,  Luce ,  awake.  Luce .  Why  do  you  fright  me  Friend, 
With  thofe  diflempered  looks?  what  makes  your  Sword 
Drawn  in  your  Hand?  who  hath  offended  you  ? 

I  prithee  Jafper  fleep,  thou  art  wild  with  watching, 

Jafp •  Lome  make  your  way  to  Heav’n,  and  bid  the 
With  all  the  Villanics  that  flick  upon  it,  (World, 
Farewel;  you’re  for  another  Life.  Luce.  Oh  Jafper, 
How  have  my  tender  Years  committed  evil, 

Efpecially  againft  the  Man  I  love, 

Thus  to  be  cropt  untimely  ?  Fooliih  Girl, 

Canfl  thou  imagine  I  could  love  his  Daughter 
That  flung  me  from  my  Fortune  into  nothing? 
Difcharged  me  his  Service,  fhut  the  Doors 
Upon  my  Poverty,  and  fcorn’d  my  Prayers, 

Sending  me,  like  a  Boat  without  a  Mali, 

To  fink  or  fwim?  Come,  by  this  Hand  you  dye, 

I  mufl  have  Life  and  Blood,  to  fatisfie 
Your  Father’s  wrongs. 

Wife.  Away  George ,  away,  raife  the  W atch  at  Ludgate , 
and  bring  a  Mittimus  from  the  Juflice  for  this  defpe- 
rate  Villain.  Now  I  charge  you  Gentlemen,  fee  the 
King’s  Peace  kept.  O  my  Heart  what  a  Varlet’s  this, 
to  offer  Man-flaughter  upon  the  harmlefs  Gentlewo¬ 
man  ? 

Cit.  I  warrant  thee,  Sweetheart,  we’ll  have  him  ham¬ 
pered. 

Luce.  Oh  Jafper!  be  not  cruel. 

If  thou  wilt  kill  me,  fmile,  and  do  it  quickly, 

And  let  not  many  Deaths  appear  before  me. 

I  am  a  Woman  made  of  Fear  and  Love, 

A  weak,  weak  Woman,  kill  not  with  thy  Eyes, 

They  fhoot  me  through  and  through.  Strike,  I  am  ready, 
And  dying  ftill  I  love  thee. 

Enter  Merchant ,  Humphrey,  and  his  Men . 

Merch .  Where  abouts? 


1  JOS 


Burning  Pejlle . 

Jafp,  No  more  of  this,  now  to  my  felf  again. 

Hum.  There,  there  he  hands  with  Sword,  like  mar- 
tial  Knight, 

Drawn  in  his  Hand,  therefore  beware  the  Fight 
You  that  are  wife;  for  were  I  good  Sir  Bevisy 
1  would  not  ftay  his  coming,  by  your  Leaves. 

Merch .  Sirrah,  reftore  my  Daughter.  Jafp.  Sirrah,  no. 
Merck.  Upon  him  then. 

Wife .  So,  down  with  him,  down  with  him,  down 
with  him,  cut  him  i’the  Leg,  Boys,  cut  him  i’th’Leg. 

Merck.  Come  your  ways  Minion,  I’ll  provide  a  Cage 
for  you,  you’re  grown  fo  tame.  Horfe  her  away. 

Hum.  Truly  I  amglad  your  Forces  have  the  Day.  [Exe. 

Manet  Jafper. 

Jafp •  They  are  gone,  and  I  am  hurt;  my  Love  is  loll. 
Never  to  get  again.  Oh  me  unhappy! 

Bleed,  bleed  and  die,  1  cannot :  Oh  my  Folly ! 

Thou  haft  betray’d  me ;  Hope,  where  art  thou  fled  ? 
Tell  me  if  thou  be’ft  any  where  remaining. 

Shall  I  but  fee  my  Love  again  ?  Oh  no ! 

She  will  not  dain  to  look  upon  her  Butcher, 

Nor  is  it  fit  ftie  fliould  ;  yet  I  muft  venture. 

Oh  Chance,  or  Fortune,  or  what-e’er  thou  art 
That  Men  adore  for  powerful,  hear  my  Cry, 

And  let  me  loving  live,  or  lofing  die.  [Exit. 

Wife ,  Is  he  gone,  George  ? 

Git.  Ay,  Conny. 

Wife.  Marry  and  let  him  go.  Sweet-heart,  by  the 
Faith  a  my  Body  a  has  put  me  into  fuch  a  Fright,  that 
I  tremble  fas  they  fay )  as’twere  anAfpinLeaf :  Look  a 
my  little  Finger  George ,  how  it  ihakes.*  Nowin  Truth 
every  Member  of  my  Body  is  the  worfe  for’t. 

Cit.  Come,  hug  in  mine  Arms  fweet  Moufe,  hefliall 
not  fright  thee  any  more;  alas  mine  own  dear  Heart, 
how  it  quivers. 

Enter  Mifirefs  Merry-thought, Ralph,  Michael,  Squire , 
Dwarf  Hoft ,  and  a  Tapfter. 

Wife.  O  Ralph ,  how  do  ft  thou  Ralph  ?  How  haft  thou 
flept  to  Night  ?  has  the  Knight  us’d  thee  well  ? 

Cit.  Peace,  Nelly  let  Ralph  alone. 

Tap. 


zjoi  The  Knight  of  the 

Tap.  Mailer,  the  Reckoning  is  not  paid. 

Ralph .  Right  courteous  Knight,  who  for  the  Orders 
Which  thou  haft  ta’en,  hang’ll  out  the  holy  Bell9  (Take 
As  I  this  flaming  Peftle  bear  about, 

We  render  thanks  to  your  puiflant  felf, 

Your  beauteous  Lady,  and  your  gentle  Squires, 

For  thus  refrelhing  of  our  wearied  Limbs, 

Stifned  with  hard  Atchievements  in  wild  Defart. 

Tap.  Sir,  there  is  twelve  Shillings  to  pay. 

Ralph .  Thou  merry  Squire  Tapftero ,  thanks  to  thee, 

For  comforting  our  Souls  with  double  Jug, 

And  if  adventurous  Fortune  prick  thee  forth, 

Thou  jovial  Squire,  to  follow  feats  of  Arms, 

Take  heed  thou  tender  every  Lady’s  Caufe, 

Every  true  Knight,  and  every  Damfel  fair. 

But  fpill  the  Blood  of  treacherous  Sarazens , 

And  falfe  Inchanters,  that  with  Magick  Spells 
Have  done  to  Death  full  many  a  noble  Knight. 

Hoft.  Thoifc  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning  Peflle ,  give  ear 
to  me,  there  is  twelve  Shillings  to  pay,  and  as  lama  true 
Knight,  l  will  not  bate  a  Penny. 

Wife .  George ,  I  prethee  tell  me,  rauft  Ralph  pay  twelve 
Shillings  now? 

Cit.  No,  NeU  no,  nothing  but  the  old  Knight  is  merry 
with  Ralph. 

Wife.  Ois’t  nothing elfe?  Ralph  will  be  as  merry  as  he. 

Ralph.  Sir  Knight,  this  Mirth  of  yours  becomes  you  well, 
But  to  requite  this  liberal  Courtefie, 

If  any  of  your  Squires  will  follow  Arms, 

He  fhall  receive  from  my  Heroick  Hand 
A  Knighthood,  by  the  virtue  of  this  Peftle. 

Hoft.  Fair  Knight,  I  thank  you  for  your  noble  Offer, 
Therefore  gentle  Knight 

Twelve  Shillings  you  muft  pay,  or  I  muft  cap  you. 

Wife.  Look  Georgey  did  not  I  tell  thee  as  much,  the 
Knight  of  the  Bell  is  in  earned,  Ralph  fhall  not  be  be¬ 
holding  to  him,  give  him  his  Mony  George ,  and  let  him 
go  fnick  up. 

Cit .  Cap  Ralph  ?  No,  hold  your  Hand  fir  Knight  of  the 

Bell , 
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Belt,  there’s  your  Mony,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay  to 
Ralph  now  ?  Cap  Ralph  ? 

Wife .  I  would  you  fhould  know  it ^Ralph  has  Friends  that 
will  not  fuffer  him  to  be  capt  for  ten  times  fo  much,  and 
ten  times  to  the  end  of  that,  now  take  thy  courfe  Ralph . 

Mi  ft.  Met.  Come  Michael ,  thou  and  l  will  go  home  to 
thy  Father,  he  hath  enough  left  to  keep  us  a  day  or  two, 
and  well  let  Fellows  abroad  to  cry  our  Purfe  and  Casket: 
Shall  we,  Michael  ? 

Mich.  Ay,  I  pray  Mother,  in  truth  my  Feet  are  full  of 
Chilblains  with  Travelling. 

Wife.  Faith  and  thofe  Chilblains  are  a  foul  trouble :  Mi- 
Axels  Merry-thought ,  when  your  Youth  comes  home,  let 
him  rub  all  the  foies  of  his  Feet,  and  his  Heeb,  and  his  An¬ 
kles,  with  a  Moufe-skin  $  or  if  none  of  you  can  catch  a 
Moufe,  when  he  goes  to  Bed,  let  him  rowl  his  Feet  in  the 
warm  Embers,  and  I  warrant  you  hefhallbe  well, and  you 
may  make  him  put  his  Fingers  between  his  Toes,  and  fmell 
to  them,  it  s  very  fovereign  for  his  Head,  if  he  be  CoAive. 

Mi  ft.  Mer.  Ma  Aer  Knight  of  the  Burning  Fe  Ale,  my  Son 
Michael  and  I  bid  you  farewel,  I  thank  your  Worfhip 
heartily  for  your  kind nefs. 

Ralph.  Farewel  fair  Lady,  and  your  tender  Squire. 

If  pricking  through  thefe  Defarts,  I  do  hear 
Of  any  traiterous  Knight  who  through  his  guile 
Hath  light  upon  your  Casket  and  your  Purfe, 

I  willdefpoil  him  of  them  and  reAore  them. 

Mift.  Mer.  I  thank  your  Worfhip.  [ Exit  with  Michael. 

Ralph .  Dwarf  bear  my  Shield, Squire  elevate  my  Launce, 
And  now  farewel  you  Knight  of  holy  Bell , 

Cit.  Ay,  ay,  Ralph ,  all  is  paid. 

Ralph .  But  yet  before  I  go,  fpeak  worthy  Knight, 

If  oft  you  do  of  fad  Adventures  know, 

Where  Errant  Knight  may  through  his  Prowefs  win 
Eternal  Fame,  and  free  fome  gentle  Souls 
Fromendlefs  bounds  of  Steel  and  lingring  Pain. 

Hoft.  Sirrah,  go  to  Nick  the  Barber,  and  bid  him  prepare 
fiimfelf,  as  I  told  you  before  quickly. 

Tap .  I  am  gone.  Sir,  [  Exit  T xpfter. 

Hoft. 
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Hoft.S  ir  Knight,  this  Wildernefs  affordeth  none 
But  the  great  venture,  where  full  many  a  Knight 
Hath  tried  his  Prowefs,  and  come  off  with  Shame, 

And  where  I  would  not  have  you  lofe  your  Life, 

Againft  no  Man,  but  furious  Fiend  of  Hell. 

Ralph.  Speak  on  Sir  Knight,  tell  what  he  is, and  where: 
For  here  I  vow  upon  my  blazing  Badge, 

Never  to  blaze  a  Day  in  quietnels  $ 

But  Bread  and  Water  will  I  only  eat, 

And  the  green  Herb  and  Rock  lhall  be  my  Couch, 

Till  I  h  ave  quell’d  that  Man,  or  Beaft,  or  Fiend, 

That  works  fuch  damage  to  all  Errant  Knights. 

Hofl .  Not  far  from  hence,  near  a  craggy  Cliff 
At  the  North  end  of  this  diflrefled  Town, 

There  doth  Hand  a  lowly  Houfe 
Ruggedly  builded,  and  in  it  a  Cave 
In  which  an  ugly  Giant  now  doth  won, 

Ycleped  Barbarofo  :  In  his  Hand 
He  lhakes  a  naked  Lance  of  pureft  Steel, 

With  Sleeves  turn’d  up,  and  him  before  he  wears 
A.motly  Garment,  to  preferve  his  Clothes 
From  Blood  of  thofe  Knights  which  he  maffacres. 

And  Ladies  gentle  5  without  his  Door  doth  hang 
A  copper  Bafon,  on  a  prickant  Spear  > 

At  which,  no  fooner  gentle  Knights  can  knock, 

But  the  thrill  found  fierce  Barbarofo  hears. 

And  ruffling  forth,  brings  in  the  Errant  Knight, 

And  lets  him  down  in  an  inchanted  Chair: 

Then  with  an  Engine,  which  he  hath  prepar’d 
With  forty  Teeth,  he  claws  his  courtly  Crown, 

Next  makes  him  wink,  and  underneath  his  Chin, 
tie  plants  a  brazen  piece  of  mighty  Board, 

And  knocks  his  Bullets  round  about  his  Cheeks, 

Whilft  with  his  Fingers,  and  an  Infirument 
With  which  he  fnaps  his  Hair  off,  he  doth  fill 
The  Wretch’s  Ears  with  a  moft  hideous  Noife. 

Thus  every  Knight  Adventurer  he  doth  trim, 

And  now  no  Creature  dares  encounter  him. 

Ralph.  In  God’s  Name,  I  will  fight  with  him,  kind  Sir, 
Go  but  before  me  to  this  difmal  Cave 

Where 
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Where  this  huge  Giant  Barharofo  dwells, 

And  by  that  virtue  that  brave  Roficlere , 

That  damned  brood  of  ugly  Giants  flew. 

And  Palmer  in  Frannarco  overthrew : 

I  doubt  not  but  to  curb  this  Traytor  foul, 

And  to  the  Devil  fend  his  guilty  Soul. 

Hoft.  Brave  fprighted  Knight,  thus  far  I  will  perform 
This  your  requeft,  I’ll  bring  you  within  fight 
Of  this  moll  loathfome  Place,  inhabited 
By  a  more  loathfome  Man-*  But  dare  not  flay, 

For  his  main  force  fwoops  all  he  fees  away. 

Ralph.  Saint  George  fet  on  before,  march  Squire  and 
Page.  [ Exeunt . 

Wife .  George ,  dofl  think  Ralph  will  confound  the  Giant  ? 

Gt.  I  hold  my  Cap  to  a  farthing  he  does:  Why  AM,  1 
faw  him  Wreflle  with  the  great  Dutchman ,  and  hurl  him. 

Wife .  Faith  and  that  Dutchman  was  a  goodly  Man,  if  all 
things  were  anfwerable  to  his  Bignefs:  And  yet  they  fay 
there  was  a  Scottifbman  higher  than  he,  and  that  they 
two  and  a  Knight  met,  and  faw  one  another  for  nothing: 
but  of  all  the  Sights  that  ever  were  in  London ,  fince  I  was 
Married,  tnethinks  the  little  Child  that  was  to  fair  grown 
about  the  Memberl  was  the  prettiefl,  that  and  the  Her¬ 
maphrodite. 

Gt,  Nay,  by  your  leave  AW,  Ninivie  was  better. 

Wife.  Ninivie ,  O  that  was  the  Story  of  Joan  and  the 
W  all,  was  it  not  George  ? 

Cit.  Yes  Lamb. 

Enter  Mijlrefs  Merry- thought. 

Wife.  Look  George ,  here  comes  Miflrefs  Merry-thought 
again,  and  I  would  have  Ralph  come  and  fight  with  the 
Giant,  I  tell  you  true  I  long  to  fee’t. 

Gt,  Good  Miflrefs  Merry -thought  be  gone,  I  pray  you 
for  my  fake,  I  pray  you  forbear  a  little,  you  ihall  have 
Audience  prefently,  1  have  a  little  Rufinefs. 

Wife.  Miflrefs  Merry -thought,  if  it  pleafeyou  to  refrain 
your  Pafiion  a  little,  till  Ralph  have  difpatcht  the  Giant 
out  of  the  way,  we  fhall  think  our  lelves  much  bound  to 
thank  you:  I  thank  you  good  Miflrefs  Merry-thought, 

[ Exit  Miflrefs  Merry- thought. 
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Enter  a  Boy . 

Cit.  Boy,  come  hither,  fend  away  Ralph  and  this 
Whorefon  Giant  quickly. 

Boy.  In  good  faith, Sir,  we  cannot; you’ll  utterly  fpoil 
our  Play,  and  make  it  to  be  hift,  and  it  coft  Mony,  you 
will  not  fuffer  us  to  go  on  with  our  Plots  ;  1  pray  Gentle¬ 
men  rule  him. 

Cit.  Let  him  come  now  and  difpatch  this,  and  I’ll 
trouble  you  no  more. 

Boy .  Will  you  give  me  your  Hand  of  that? 

Wife.  Give  him  thy  Hand  George ,  do,  and  I’ll  kifs  him,  I 
warrant  thee  the  Youth  means  plainly. 

Boy.  I’ll  fend  him  to  you  prefently.  [Exit  Boy. 

Wife.l  thank  you  little  Youth;  feth  the  Child  hath  a 
fweet  Breath  George ,  hut  I  think  it  be  troubled  with  the 
Worms,  Carduus  BenediSlus  and  Mare’s  Milk  were  the 
only  thing  in  the  World  for’t.  O  Ralphs  here,  George  j 
God  fend  thee  good  luck  Ralph. 

Enter  Ralph,  Hofl ,  Squire  and  Dwarf. 

Hofl.  Puiflant  Knight,  yonder  his  Manfion  is, 

Lo,  where  the  Spear  and  Copper  Bafon  are. 

Behold  the  String  on ‘which  hangs  many  a  Tooth, 
Drawn  from  the  gentle  Jaw  of  wandring  Knights, 

I  dare  not  flay  to  found,  he  will  appear.  [Exit  Hoft. 

Ralph.  O  faint  not  Heart:  Sufan  my  Lady  dear, 

The  Gobler’s  Maid  in  Milk-Street ,  for  whofe  fake 
I  take  thefe  Arms,  O  let  the  Thought  of  thee 
Carry  thy  Knight  through  all  adventurous  Deeds, 

And  in  the  Honour  of  thy  beauteous  felf, 

May  I  deflroy  this  Monfler  Barharofo\ 

Knock  Squire  upon  the  Bafon  ’till  it  break 
With  the  fhrill  Strokes,  or  ’till  the  Giant  fpeak. 

Enter  Barbarofo. 

Wife.  O  George ,  the  Giant,  the  Giant,  now  Ralph  for 
thy  Life. 

Bar .  What  fond  unknowing  Wight  is  this,  that  dares. 
So  rudely  knock  at  BarharojJ'a' s  Cell, 

Where  no  Man  comes,  but  leaves  his  Fleece  behind  ? 

Ralph .  I,  traiterous  Caitiff,  who  am  fent  by  Fate 
To  punifh  all  the  fad  Enormities 
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Thou  haft  committed  againft  Ladies  gentle, 

And  Errant  Knights,  Traitor  to  God  and  Men: 
Prepare  thy  felf,  this  is  the  difmal  Hour 
Appointed  for  thee  to  give  ftrift  Account 
Of  all  thy  beaftly  treacherous  Villanies. 

Bar .  Fool-hardy  Knight,  full  foon  thou  ftsalt  aby 
This  fond  Reproach,  thy  Body  will  I  bang, 

[He  takes  down  bis  Vole . 

And  loe  upon  that  String  thy  Teeth  (hall  hang  5 
Prepare  thy  felf,  for  dead  foon  (halt  thou  be. 

Ralph .  Saint  George  for  me,  [They  fight. 

Bar .  Gargantua  for  me. 

Wife ,  To  him  Ralph ,to  him,  hold  up  the  Giant,  fet  out 
thy  Leg  before,  Ralph . 

Cit.  Falfifie  a  Blow  Ralphs  falfifie  a  Blow,  the  Giant 
lyes  open  on  the  left  fide. 

Wife.  Bear’t  off,bear’t  offftill*  there  Boy }  O  Ralph's 
almoft  down,  Ralph’s  aim  oft  down. 

Ralph .  Sufan  infpire  me,  now  have  up  again. 

Wife .  Up,  up,  up,  up,  up,  fo  Ralph ,  down  with 
him,  down  with  him  Ralph . 

GV.  Fetch  him  over  the  Hip,  Boy. 

Wife.  There  Boy,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  Ralph. 
Cit.  No  Ralphs  get  all  out  of  him  fir  ft. 

Ralph.  Prefumptuous  Man,  fee  to  what  defperate  End 
Thy  Treachery  hath  brought  thee*  the  juft  Gods, 
Who  never  profper  thofe  that  do  defpife  them. 

For  all  the  Villanies  which  thou  haft  done 
To  Knights  and  Ladies,  now  have  paid  thee  home, 

By  my  ftiff  Arm,  a  Knight  adventurous. 

But  fay,  vile  W  retch,  before  I  fend  thy  Soul 
To  fad  Avernus ,  whither  it  muft  go, 

What  Captives  holdft  thou  in  thy  fable  Cave? 

Bar.  Go  in  and  free  them  all,  thou  haft  the  Day. 
Ralph .  Go  Squire  and  Dwarf,  fearch  in  this  dreadful 
And  free  the  wretched  Prifoners  from  their  Bonds.  ("Cave, 

[ Exe .  Squire  and  Dwarf. 
Bar.  I  crave  for  Mercy  as  thou  art  a  Knight, 

And  fcorn’ft  to  fpill  the  Blood  of  thofe  that  beg. 

Ralph , 
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Ralph.  Thou  flieweft  no  mercy,  nor  fhalt  thou  have  any. 
Prepare  thy  felf,  for  thou  fhalt  furely  dye. 

Enter  Squire  leading  one  winking ,  with  a  Bafon  under  his  Chin . 

Squire.  Behold  brave  Knight  here  is  one  Prifoner, 
Whom  this  wild  Man  hath  ufed  as  you  fee. 

Wife.  This  is  the  wifell  word  I  hear  the  Squire  fpeak. 

Ralph.  Speak  what  thou  art,  and  how  thou  hall  been  us’d. 
That  I  may  give  him  condign  Funifhment. 

1  Knight.  1  am  a  Knight  that  took  my  Journey  Poll 
Northward  from  London ,  and  in  courteous  wife , 

This  Gyant  train’d  me  to  his  Den, 

Under  pretence  of  killing  of  the  Itch, 

And  all  my  Body  with  a  Powder  llrew’d, 

That  (marts  and  flings,  and  cut  away  my  Beard, 

And  my  curl’d  Locks  wherein  were  Ribands  ty’d. 

And  with  a  water  wafht  my  tender  Eyes, 

Whilll  up  and  down  about  me  Hill  he  skipt, 

Whofe  virtue  is,  that  ’till  my  Eyes  be  wip’d 
With  a  dry  Cloth,  for  this  my  foul  difgrace, 

I  Hiall  not  dare  to  look  a  Dog  fth3  Face. 

Wife.  Alas  poor  Knight,  relieve  him  Ralph ,  relieve  poor 
Knights  whiill  you  live. 

Ralph .  My  trufty  Squire  convey  him  to  the  Town, 

W  here  he  may  find  relief  j  adieu  fair  Knight.  [Ex.  Knight . 

Enter  Dwarf  leading  one  with  a  patch  o’er  hisNofe. 

Dwarf  Puilfant  Knight  of  th e  Burning  Pejl  l e  height, 
See  here  another  Wretch,  whom  this  foul  Bead 
Hath  fco rch’d  and  fcor’d  in  this  inhuman  wife. 

Ralph.  Speak  me  thy  Name,  and  eke  thy  place  of  Birth, 
And  what  hath  been  thy  ufage  in  this  Cave. 

z  Knight.  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir  Pock-hole  is  my  Name, 
And  by  my  Birth  I  am  a  Londoner , 

Free  by  my  Copy,  but  my  Ancellors 
Were  Frenchmen  all,  and  riding  hard  this  way. 

Upon  a  trotting  Horfe,  my  Bones  did  ake, 

And  I  faint  Knight  to  eafe  my  weary  Limbs, 

Light  at  this  Cave,  when  llraight  this  furious  Fiend, 
With  lharpeil  Inllrument  of  purell  Steel, 

Did  cut  the  GriHle  of  my  Nofeaway, 

And  in  the  place  this  Velvet  Plaller  Hands 

Relieve  me,  gentle  Knight,  out  of  his  Hands.  Wife. 
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Wife.  Good  Ralph  relieve  Sir  Pockhole ,  and  fend  him 
away,  form  truth  his  Breath  dinks. 

Ralph.  Convey  him  draight  after  the  other  Knight : 
Sir  Pockhole  fare  you  well. 

3  Knight.  Kind  Sir,  good  Night.  [Exit. 

[Cries  within. 

Man.  Deliver  us.  Worn.  Deliver  us. 

Wife.  Harke  George ,  whata  woful  cry  there  is3 1  think 
fome  Woman  lies  in  there.  Man.  Deliver  us. 

Worn.  Deliver  us. 

Ralph.  What  ghadly  node  is  this?  fpeak  Barharofoj 
Or  by  this  blazing  Steel  thy  Head  goes  off. 

Barb,  Prifoners  of  mine,  whom!  in  Diet  keep. 

Send  lower  down  into  the  Cave, 

And  in  a  Tub  that’s  heated  fmoaking  hot, 

Th  Te  may  they  find  them,  and  deliver  them. 

Ralph.  Run  Squire  and  Dwarf,  deliver  them  with  fipeed. 

[Exeunt  Squire  and  Dwarf. 

Wife. But  will  not  Ralph  kill  this  Giant,  furely  I  am  afraid 
if  he  let  him  go  he  will  do  as  much  hurt  as  ever  he  did. 

Cit.  Not  fo  Moufe  neither,  if  he  could  convert  hi  ro. 

Wife.  Ay,  George ,  if  he  could  convert  him  3  but  a  Giant 
is  not  fo  foon  converted  as  one  of  us  ordinary  People. 
There's  a  pretty  Tale  of.  a  Witch,  that  had  the  Dev  ids 
mark  about  her,  God  blefs  us,  that  had  a  Giant  to  her 
Son,  that  was  call’d  Lob-lie-by-thefre ,  didii  never  hear 
it  George ? 

Enter  Squire  leading  a  Man  with  a  glafs  of  Lotion  in  his 

Hand ,  and  the  Dwarf  leading  a  Woman ,  with  Dyet - 

bread  and  Drink. 

Cit.  Peace,  Nelf  here  comes  the  Prifoners. 

Dwarf.  Here  be  thefe  pined  W retches,  manful  Knight, 
That  for  thefe  fix  Weeks  have  not  feen  a  Wight. 

Ralph .  Deliver  what  you  are,  and  how  you  came 
To  this  fad  Cave,  and  what  your  Ufage  was? 

Man.  I  am  an  Errant  Knight  that  followed  Arms* 
With  Spear  and  Shield,  and  in  my  tender  Years 
1  .ftrucken  was  with  Cupid" s  fiery  Shaft, 

And  fell  in  Love  with  this  my  Lady  dear. 

And  floie  her  from  her  Friends  in  Turnbull  freely 
Vol,  V.  D  '  And 
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And  bore  her  up  and  down  from  Town  to  Town* 
Where  we  did  Eat  and  Drink  and  Mufick  here  $ 

'Till  at  the  length  at  this  unhappy  Town 
We  did  arrive,  and  coming  to  this  Cave, 

This  Beafl  us  caught,  and  put  us  in  a  Tub, 

Where  we  this  two  Months  fvveat,  and  fhould  have  done 
Another  Month  if  you  had  not  relieved  us. 

Worn.  This  Bread  and  Water  hath  our  Diet  been, 
Together  with  a  Rib  cut  from  a  Neck 
Of  burned  Mutton;  hard  hath  been  our  fare, 

Releafe  us  from  this  ugly  Giant’s  fnare. 

Man.  This  hath  been  half  the  Food  we  have  receiv'd. 
But  only  twice  a  day  for  novelty, 

He  gave  a  Spoonful  of  his  hearty  Broth  [Pulls  out  a  Siringe. 
To  each  of  us,  through  this  fame  tender  Quill. 

Ralph.  From  this  infernal  Monfter  you  (hall  go. 

That  ufeth  Knights  and  gentle  Ladies  fo. 

Convey  them  hence.  [Exeunt  Man  and  Woman . 

Cit.  Cunny,  1  can  tell  thee  the  Gentlemen  like  Ralph. 

Wife.  Ay  George,  I  fee  it  well  enough.  Gentlemen,  I 
thank  you  all  heartily  for  gracing  my  Man  Ralphs  and  I 
promile  you,  you  fhall  fee  him  oftner. 

Bar.  Mercy,  great  Knight,  1  do  recant  my  Ill, 

And  henceforth  never  gentle  Blood  will  fpilh 

Ralph.  I  give  thee  Mercy,  but  yet  thou  fltalt  fwear 
Upon  my  Burning  Peltle  to  perform 
Thy  promife  utter’d. 

Bar .  I  fwear  and  kifs. 

Ralph.  Depart  then  and  amend. 

Come  Squire  and  Dwarf,  the  Sun  grows  towards  his  let, 
And  we  have  many  more  Adventures  yet.  [Exeunt. 

Cit.  Now  Ralph  is  in  this  humour,  I  know  he  would  ha* 
beaten  all  the  Boys  in  the  Houfe,  if  they  had  been  fet  on 
him. 

Wife.  Ay,  George ,  but  it  is  well  as  it  is:  I  warrant  you 
the  Gentlemen  do  confider  what  it  is  to  overthrow  a  Gy- 
ant :  but  look,  George ,  here  comes  Miftrefs  Merry -thought^  : 
and  her  Son  Michael now  you  are  welcome  Miftrefs; 
Merry-thught ,  now  Ralph  has  done  you  may  go  on. 

Enter  Mijtrefs  Merry- thought  and  Michael. 

Mi  ft.  Mer .  Micke,  my  Boy?  Mkh.  i 
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Mich .  Ay  forfooth  Mother. 

Mift.  Mer.  Be  merry  Miche ,  we  are  at  home  now,  where 
I  warrant  you,  you  fhall  find  the  Houfe  flung  out  of  the 
Windows;  Hark*  hey  Dogs,  hey,  this  is  the  old  World 
i’faith  with  my  Husband :  I’ll  get  in  among  them,  I’ll  play 
them  fuch  leflon,  that  they  fhall  have  little  lift  to  come 
fcraping  hither  again.  W hy  Matter  Merry-thought ,  Hufi 
band,  Charles  Merry -thought. 

Old  Mer.  within.  If  you  will  Sing,  and  Dance,  and 
Laugh,  and  Hollow,  and  Laugh  again ;  and  then  cry 
There  Boys,  there :  why  then, 

One,  two,  three,  and  four, 

We  fhall  be  merry  within  this  hour. 

Mijl,  Mer .  Why  Charles^ do  you  not  know  your  own  na¬ 
tural  Wife  ?  I  fay  open  the  Door,  and  turn  me  out  thofe 
mangy  Companions }  ’tis  more  than  time  that  they  were 
Fellow  like  with  you:  you  are  a  Gentleman  Charles,  and 
an  old  Man,  and  Father  of  two  Children-,  and  I  my  felf^ 
("though  I  fay  it)  by  my  Mother’s  fide,  Niece  to  aWor- 
fhipful  Gentleman,  and  a  Conduftor,  he  has  been  three 
times  in  his  Majefty’s  Service  at  Chefter ,  and  is  now  the 
fourth  time,  God  blefs  him,  and  his  charge  upon  his 
journey. 

Old  Mer.  Go  from  my  Window ,  Love  go  : 

Go  from  my  Window ,  my  Dear , 

The  Wind  and  the  Rain  will  drive  you  back  again , 

Ton  cannot  be  lodged  here. 

Hark  you  Miftrefs  Merry-thought ,  you  that  walk  upon 
Adventures,  and  forfake  your  Husband,  becaufe  he  fings 
with  never  a  Penny  in  hisPurfe  y  what,  fhall  I  think  my 
felf  the  worfe?  Faith  no,  I’ll  be  merry. 

You  come  not  here,  here’s  none  but  Lads  of  mettle, 
lives  of  a  hundred  Years,  and  upwards,  care  never  drunk 
their  Bloods,  nor  want  made  them  warble. 

Hey-ho,  my  Heart  is  heavy, 
y'  Mift-  Mer.  Why  Mafter  Merrythought ,  what  am  I 
that  you  fhould  laugh  me  to  fcorn  thus  abruptly  ?  am  I 
not  your  F  ellow-feeler,  as  we  may  fay,  in  all  our  miferies  ? 
your  comforter  in  health  and  ficknefs  ?  have  I  not  brought 
you  Children?  ate  they  not  like  you,  Charles  ?  look  upon 
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thine  own  Image,  hard-hearted  Man;  and  yet  for  all 
ihis - 

Old Mer.  within.  Begon,  begon  my  Juggy,  my  Fuggy, 
begon  my  Love,  my  Dear : 

The  weather  is  warm,  'twill  do  thee  no  harm,  thou  canfl 
not  be  lodged  here. 

Be  merry  Boys,  fome  light  Mu  lick,  and  more  Wine. 
Wife.  He’s  not  in  earned:,  I  hope  George ,  is  he  ? 

Cit.  What  if  he  be,  Sweetheart? 

Wife.  Marry  if  he  be,  George ,  Til  make  bold  to  tell 
him  he’s  an  ignorant  old  Man,  to  ufc  his  Bed-fellow  fo 
fcyrvily. 

Cit.  What,  how  does  he  ufe  her  Honey  ? 

Wife.  Marry  come  up  fir  Sauce-box,  I  think  you’ll  take 
his  part,  will  you  not?  Lord  how  hot  are  you  grown 
you  are  a  fine  Man  an  you  had  a  fine  Dog,  it  becomes 

you  fweetly. 

Cit.  N  ay,  prithee  Nell  chide  not :  for  as  I  am  an  ho¬ 
ned:  Man,  and  a  true  Chriftian  Grocer,  I  do  not  like  his 
doings. 

Wife.  I  cry  you  mercy  thenGeorge,  you  know  we  are 
all  frail,  and  full  of  infirmities.  D’ye  hear  Mailer  Merry* 
thought ,  may  1  crave  a  word  with  you? 

Old  Mer.  within.  Strike  up  lively-  Lads. 

Wife.  I  had  not  thought  in  truth.  Mailer  Merry-thought, 
that  a  Man  of  your  Age  and  Difcretion,  as  I  may  fay,  be¬ 
ing  a  Gentleman,  and  therefore  known  by  your  gentle 
conditions,  could  have  ufeej  fo  little  refptfl:  to  theweak- 
nefs  of  his  Wife;  for  your  Wife  is  your  own  Flefh,  the 
flaff  of  your  Age,  your  Yoke-fellow,  with  whofe  help 
you  draw  through  the  mire  of  this  trandtory  World  r 

Nay,  fhe’s  your  own  Rib.  And  again— - - * 

Old  Mer.  I  come  not  hither  for  thee  to  teach, 

I  have  no  Pulpit  for  thee  to  preach, 

I  would  thou  hadfl  kifs’d  me  under  the  Breech, 

As  thou  art  a  Lady  gay. 

Wife.  Marry  with  a  vengeance, 

1  am  heartily  lorry  for  the  poor  Gentlewoman:  but  if! 
were  thy  Wife,  i ’faith  gray  Beard,  i’faith  — — 

Cit.  1  prithee  Tweet  Hony-fuckle,  be  content. 

Wife . 
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Wife.  Give  me  filch  Words  that  am  a  Gentlewoman 
Born,  hang  him  hoary  Rafeal.  Get  me  fome  drink  George, 
I  am  aim  oft  molten  with  fretting :  Now  beftirew  his 
Knaves  Heart  for  it. 

Old  Mer.  Play  me  a  light  Lav  alto :  Come,  be  frollick, 
fill  the  good  Fellows  Wine. 

Mift.  Ader.  Why  M after  Merry -thought,  are  you  cfif- 
pofed  to  make  me  wait  here  :  You’ll  open  I  hope.  I’ll 
fetch  them  that  ihall  open  elfe. 

Old  Mer.  Good  Woman,  if  you  will  Sing,  Fil  give  you 
fomething,  if  not— — 

SONG. 

Ton  are  no  Love  for  me  Marget,  I  am  no  Love  for  you. 
Come  aloft  Boys ,  aloft. 

Mift.  Mer .  Now  a  Charles  fart  in  your  Teeth  Sir  : 
Come  Mick,  well  not  trouble  him,  a  fhall  not  ding  us 
i’th’  Teeth  with  his  Bread  and  his  Broth,  that  he  (hall  not : 
Come  Boy,  I’ll  provide  for  thee,  l  warrant  thee  :  Well 
go  to  Mafter  Ventemels  the  Merchant,  Fll  get  his  Letter 
to  mine  Ho  ft  of  the  Bell  in  Waltham,  th^re  1T1  place  thee 
with  the  Tapfter,  will  not  that  do  well  for  thee  Mick  ? 
And  let  me  alone  for  that  old  Cuckoldy  Knave  your  Far¬ 
ther,  I’ll  ufe  him  in  his  kind,  1  warrant  ye. 

Wife.  Come  George ,  where’s  the  Beer  ? 

Cit.  Here  Love. 

Wife.  This  old  fornicating  Fellow  will  not  out  of  my 
Mind  yet  \  Gentlemen,  Fll  begin  to  you  all,  I  defiremorc 
of  your  Acquaintance,  with  all  my  Heart.  Fill  the  Gen¬ 
tlemen  fome  Beer,  George. 


A  C  T  IV.  SCENE  I. 

Boy  Dancetb. 

Wife.  J  O  OK  George ,  the  little  Boy’s  come  again,  me- 
-L/  thinks  he  looks  fomething  like  the  Prince  of 
Orange  in  his  Song  Stocking,  if  he  had  a  little  harnels  about 
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his  Neck.  George ,  I  will  have  him  dance  Fading  *,  Fading 
is  a  fine  Jig,  I’ll  afTure  you  Gentlemen :  Begin  Brother, 
now  a  Capers  fweet  Heart,  now  a  turn  a  th’toe,  and  then 
tumble :  Cannot  you  tumble,  Youth  ? 

Boy.  No  indeed  forfooth. 

Wife.  Nor  eat  Fire?  Boy.  Neither. 

Wife .  Why  then  I  thank  you  heartily,  there’s  two 
Pence  to  buy  you  Points  withal. 

Enter  Jafper  and  Boy 

Jafp.  There  Boy,  deliver  this :  But  do  it  well.  Haft 
thou  provided  me  four  Lufty  Fellows, 

Able  to  carry  me  ?  And  art  thou  perfeft 

In  all  thy  Bufinefs?  Boy.  Sir  you  need  not  fear, 

1  have  my  Leflbn  here,  and  cannot  mifs  it : 

The  Men  are  ready  for  you,  and  what  elfe 
Pertains  to  this  Imployment.  Jaff-  There  my  Boy, 
Take  it,  but  buy  no  Land.  Boy.  Faith  Sir  ’twere  rare 
To  fee  fo  young  a  Purchafer;  1  flie, 

And  on  my  Wings  carry  your  Deftiny.  [Exit. 

Jafp.  Go,  and  be  happy  :  Now  my  lateft  hope 
Forfake  me  not,  but  fling  thy  Anchor  out, 

And  let  it  hold  .*  Stand,  fix  thou  rolling  Stone, 

Till  I  enjoy  my  deareft  :  Hear  me  all 
You  Powers  that  rule  in  Men  Celeftial.  [Exit.  ♦ 

Wife.  Go  thy  ways,  thou  art  as  crooked  a  Sprig  as  ever 
grew  in  London,  I  warrant  him  he’ll  come  to  fome  naugh¬ 
ty  end  or  other:,  for  his  Looks  fay  no  lefs :  Befides,  his 
Father  fyou  know  ^George)  is  none  of  the  beft,  you  heard 
him  take  me  up  like  a  Gill  flirt,  and  fing  bawdy  Songs 

upon  me  :  But  Tfaith  if  I  live,  George - 

Cit.  Let  me  alone  Sweet-heart,  f  have  a  trick  in  my 
Head  fhall  lodge  him  in  the  Arches  for  one  Y ear,  and  make 
him  fmgPeccavi,  e’er  I  leave  him,  and  yet  he  fhall  never 
know  who  hurt  him  neither.^ 

Wife.  Do,  my  good  George, d o. 

fit.  W  hat  fhall  we  have  Ralph  do  now,  Boy  ? 

By.  You  fhall  have  what  you  will,  Sir. 

Cit.  Why  fo  Sir,  go  and  fetch  me  him  then,  and  let 
the  Sophy  of  Perfia  come  and  Chriften  him  a  Child. 

Boy. 
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Boy.  Believe  me  Sir,  that  will  not  do  fo  well,  ’ds  ftale, 
it  has  been  had  before  at  the  Re d  Bull. 

Wife.  George j  let  Ralfh  Travel  over  great  Hills,  and  let 
him  be  weary,  and  come  to  the  King  of  Cracovias  Houfe, 
covered  with  Velvet,  and  there  let  the  King  s  Daughter 
Hand  in  her  Window  all  in  beaten  Gold,  combing  her 
Golden  Locks  with  a  Comb  of  Ivory,  and  let  her  fpy 
Ralphs  and  fall  in  Love  with  him,  and  come  down  to  him, 
and  carry  himinto  her  Father’s  Houfe,  and  then  let  Ralph 
talk  with  her. 

Cit.  Well  hid  Nell)  it  fhall  be  fo  :  Boy,  let’s  ha’t  done 
quickly. 

Boy.  Sir,  if  you  will  imagine  all  this  to  be  done  alrea¬ 
dy,  you  fhall  hear  them  talk  together:  But  we  cannot 
prefent  a  Houfe  covered  with  black  Velvet,  and  a  Lady 
in  beaten  Gold. 

Cit.  Sir  Boy,  let’s  ha’t  as  you  can  then. 

Boy.  Befides,  it  will  fliew  ill-favouredly  to  have  a  Gro¬ 
cer's  Prentice  to  court  a  King’s  Daughter. 

Cit.  Will  it  fo  Sir  ?  You  are  well  read  in  Hiftories:  I 
pray  you  what  was  Sir  Dagonet?  Was  not  he  Prentice  to 
a  Grocer  in  London  ?  Read  the  Play  of  the  Four  Pr entices 
of  London ,  where  they  tofs  their  Pikes  fo  :  I  pray  you 
fetch  him  in  Sir,  fetch  him  in. 

Boy.  It  fhall  be  done,  it  is  not  our  fault,  Gentlemen. 

[Exit. 

Wife.  Now  we  fhall  fee  fine  doings  I  warrant  thee 
George.  O  here  they  come  ;  how  prettily  the  King  of 
Cracovta' s  Daughter  is  dreft. 

Enter  Ralph  and  the  Lady ,  Squire  and  Dwarf 

Cit.  Ay,  Nell ,  it  is  thefafhion  of  that  Country,  I  war¬ 
rant  thee. 

Lady.  Welcome  Sir  Knight  unto  my  Father’s  Court* 
King  of  Moldavia^ unto  me  Pompiona 
His  Daughter  dear  :  But  fure  you  do  not  like 
Your  entertainment,  that  will  day  with  us 
No  longer  but  a  Night.  Ralph.  Damfcl  right  fair. 

I’m  on  many  fad  Adventures  bound, 

That  call  me  forth  into  the  Wildernefs: 

Befides,  my  Horfe’s  Back  is  fomething  gal’d. 


Which 
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Which  will  enforce  me  ride  afober  pace. 

But  many  thanks,  fair  Lady,  be  to  you. 

For  tiling  errant  Knight  with  courtefie. 

Lady.  But  fay,  brave  Knight,  what  is  your  Name 
Biithr 

Ralph.  My  Name  is  Ralphs  I  am  an  Enghflmian^ 

As  true  as  Steel,  a  heaity  Enghfhman, 

And  Prentice  to  a  Grocer  in  the  Strand^ 

By  deed  indent,  of  which  I  have  one  part': 

But  fortune  calling  me  to  follow  Arms, 

On  me  tin's  holy  Order  I  did  take, 

Of  Burning  Feflle,  which  in  all  Mens  Eyes, 

1  bear,  confounding  Ladies  Enemies. 

Lady.  Oft  have  i  heard  of  your  brave  Countrymen 
And  fertile  Soil,  and  [lore  of  wholefome  Food  j 
My  Father  oft  will  tell  me  of  a  drink 
In  England  found,  and  Nipitato  call’d, 

Which  driveth  all  the  Borrow*  from  your  Hearts. 

Ralph.  Lady  ’tis  true,  y  ou  need  not  lay  your  Lips 
To  better  Nipitato  than  ther$  is. 

Lady.  And  of  a  Wild-fowl  he  will  often  fpeak, 
Which  Powdered  Beef  and  M'uftard  called  is : 

For  there  have  been  great  W ars  ’twixt  us  and  you  j 
But  truly  Ralph ,  it  was  not  long  of  me. 

Tell  me  then  Ralph ,  could  you  contented  be. 

To  wear  a  Lady’s  Favor  in  your  Shield  ? 

Ralph .  1  am  a  Knight  of  Religious  Order, 

And  will  not  wear  a  Favor  of  a  Ladies 

( 

TJiat  truds  in  Antichrifl ,  and  fade  traditions. 

Ot.  Well  laid  Ralphs  convert  her  if  thou  canil. 
Ralph ,  Befides,  I  have  a  Lady  of  my  own 
In  merry  England  \  for  whofe  virtuous  fake 
1  took  thefe  Arms,  and  Su fan  is  her  Name, 

A  Cob] ers  Maid  in  Milkjlreet ,  whom  I  vow 
Ne’er  to  for  fake,  whilft  Life  and  Peftle  lafL 

Lady.  Happy  that  Cobling Dame,  who  e’er  ilie  be. 
That  for  her  own  (dear  Ralph)  bath  gotten  thee. 
Unhappy  I,  that  ne’er  lhali  fee,  the  Day 
To  fee  thee  more,  that  bear’d  my  Heart  away. 
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Ralph.  Lady  farewel,  I  muft  needs  take  my  leave. 

Lady .  Hard-hearted  Ralph ,  that  Ladies  daft  deceive. 

Cit.  Hark  thee  Ralphs  there’s  Mony  for  thee  *  give 
fomething  in  the  King  oiCracovids  Houfe*  he  not  be¬ 
holding  to  him. 

Ralph .  Lady  before  I  go,  I  muft  remember 
Your  Father’s  Officers,  who  truth  to  tell, 

Have  been  about  me  very  diligent : 

Holdup  thy  fnowy  Hand  thou  princely  Maid, 

There’s  twelve  Pence  for  your  Father’s  Chamberlain. 
And  another  Shilling  for  his  Cook, 

For  by  my  troth  the  G'oofe  was  roafted  well. 

And  twelve  Pence  for  your  Father’s  Horfe- keeper. 

For  nointing  my  Horfe  Back,  and  for  his  Butter, 

There  is  another  Shilling  to  the  Maid 

That  waftCd  my  Boot-hole,  there’s  an  Englijb  Groat, 

And  two  Pence  to  the  Boy  that  wip’d  my  Boots. 

And  laft,  fair  Lady,  there  is  for  your  felf 
Three  pence  to  buy  you  Pins  at  Bumbo  Fair. 

Lady.  Full  many  thanks,  and  I  will  keep  them  fife 
Till  all  the  Heads  be  off,  for  thy  fake  Ralph. 

Ralph.  Advance  my  Squire  and  Dwarf,  I  cannot  flay. 
Lady.  Thou  kili’ft  niy|i€ait  in  parting  thus  away. 

[ Exeunt . 

Wife.  I  commend  Ralph  yet,  that  he  will  not  ftoop  to 
a  Cracovian ,  there’s  properer  Women  in  London  than  any 
are  there,  I  whs.  But.  here  conies  Mailer  Humphrey ,  and 
his  Love  again,  now  George. 

Cit,  Ay  Gunny,  Peace. 

Enter  Merchant,  Humphrey,  Luce,  and  Boy. 
Merch.  Go  get  you  up,  I  will  not  be  in  treated. 

And  Goffip  mine  I’ll  keep  you  fare  hereafter 
From  gadding  out  again,  with  Boys  and  Unthrifts  ; 
Come  they  are  Womens  tears,  1  know  your  FaiMon. 

Go  Sirrah,  lock  her  in,  a  ad  keep  the  Key  [Exit  Luce  and 
Safe  as  your  Life.  Now  my  Son  Humphrey,  (Boy. 

You  may  both  reft  allured  of  my  Love 
In  this,  and  reap  your  own  Deftre.  (Daughter, 

Humph.  I  fee  this  Love  you  I  peak  of,  through"  your 
Although  the  hole  be  little,  and  hereafter 
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Will  yield  the  like  in  all  I  may  or  can, 

Fitting  a  Chtidian,  and  a  Geutleman. 

Merch.  Ido  believe  you  (my  good  Son)  and  thank  you. 
For  ’t were  an  impudence  to  think  you  flattered. 

Humph.  It  were  indeed,  but  fhall  I  tell  you  why, 

1  have  been  beaten  twice  about  the  lye.  ( ter 

Merch.  W  ell  Son,  no  more  of  Complement,  my  Daugh- 
Is  yours  again,  appoint  the  time  and  take  her. 

We’ll  have  no  dealing  for  it,  I  my  felf 

And  fome  few  of  our  Friends  will  fee  you  married. 

Humph.  I  would  you  would  i’faith,  for  be  it  known 
I  ever  was  afraid  to  lye  alone. 

Merch.  Some  three  Days  hence  then. 

Humph.  Three  Days,  let  me  fee, 

’Tis  fomewhat  of  the  moft,  yet  I  agree, 

Becaufe  I  mean  againft  the  pointed  Day, 

To  vilit  all  my  Friends  in  new  Array. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser .  Sir,  there’s  a  Gentlewoman  without  would  fpeak 
with  your  Worfhip.  Alev .  What  is  die? 

Ser.  Sir,  I  askt  her  not. 

Mer.  Bid  her  come  in. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Merry-thought,  and  Michael. 

Altft.  Mer.  Peace  be  to  your  W orihip,  1  come  as  a  poor 
Suitor  to  you  Sir,  in  the  behalf  of  this  Child. 

A4erch.  Are  you  not  Wife  to  Merry-thought  ? 

Mifi.  Mer.  Yes  truly,  would  I  had  ne’er  fecn  his  Eyes, 
he  has  undone  me  andhimfelf,  and  his  Children,  and  there 
he  lives  at  home  and  flngs,  and  hoits,  and  revels  among 
his  drunken  Companions,  but  I  warrant  you,  where  to 
get  a  penny  to  put  Bread  in  his  Mouth,  he  knows  not  : 
And  therefore  if  it  like  your  Worlhip,  I  would  intreat 
your  Letter  to  the  honed  Hod  of  the  Bell  in  Waltham , 
that  I  may  place  my  Child  under  the  proteftion  of  his 
Tapder,  in  fome  fetled  courfe  of  Life. 

Mer.  I’m  glad  the  Heav?ns  have  heard  my  Prayers :  Thy 
Husband, 

When  I  was  ripe  in  Sorrows,  laught  at  me, 

Thy  Son,  like  an  unthankful  Wretch,  1  having 
Redeem’d  him  from  his  fall,  and  made  him  mine, 

;To  {hew  his  love  again,  fird  dole  my  Daughter: 


Then 
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Then  wrong’d  this  Gentleman,  and  Lift  of  all 
Gave  me  that  Grief,  had  almoft  brought  me  down 
Unto  my  Grave,  had  not  a  ftronger  Hand 
Reliev’d  my  Sorrows;  go,  and  weep  as  I  did. 

And  be  unpitied,  for  here  I  profefs 
An  everlafting  hate  to  all  thy  Name. 

Mift.  Mer.  W  ill  you  fo  Sir,  how  fay  you  by  that  ?  Come 
Micke ,  let  him  keep  his  Wind  to  cool  his  Pottage,  we’ll  go 
to  thy  Nurfcs,  Micke ,  ftie  knits  filk  Stockings  Boy,  and 
we’ll  knit  too  Boy,  and  be  beholding  to  none  of  them  all. 

[Exeunt  Michael  and  Mother . 

Enter  a  Boy  with  a  Letter . 

Boy .  Sir,  I  take  it  you  are  the  Mafter  of  this  Houfe. 

Merch.  How  then  Boy  ? 

Boy.  Then  to  your  felf,  Sir,  comes  this  Letter, 

Merch.  From  whom,  my  pretty  Boy? 

Boy.  From  him  that  was  your  Servant,  but  no  more 
Shall  that  Name  ever  be,  for  he  is  Dead, 

Grief  of  your  purch  as’d  Anger  broke  his  Heart  *, 

I  faw  him  die,  and  from  his  Hand  receiv’d 
This  Paper,  with  a  charge  to  bring  it  hither, 

Read  it,  and  fatisfie  your  felf  in  all. 


LETTER. 


Merch.  Q  IRy  that  1  have  wrongedyour  Love  Inmft con fefst 
in  which  I  have  purchas'd  to  my  felf,  befides 
mine  own  undoing ,  the  ill  Opinion  of  my  Friends  >  let  not  your 
Anger ,  good  Sir ,  outlive  me,  but  fuffer  me  to  reft  in  Peace 
with  your  forgivenefs ,  let  my  Body  {if  a  dying  Man  may  fo 
much  prevail  with  you )  be  brought  to  your  Daughter ,  that 
Jbe  may  know  my  hot  Flames  are  now  buried ,  and  withal 
receive  a  teftimeny  of  the  leal  I  bore  her  Virtue  ;  Farewel 
for  ever ,  and  be  ever  happy .  Jafper0 

God’s  hand  is  great  in  this,  I  do  forgive  him, 

Yet  am  I  glad  he’s  quiet,  where  I  hope 
He  will  not  bite  again:  Boy  bring  the  body, 

And  let  him  have  his  Will,  if  that  be  all. 

Boy .  ’Tis  here  without  Sir.  Mer.  So  Sir,  if  you  pleafe 
You  may  conduft  it  in,  I  do  not  fear  it. 

Humph.  I’ll  be  your  Uftier  Boy,  for  though  I  fay  it, 

He  ow’d  me  fomething  once,  and  well  did  pay  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Luce  alone » 

Luce.  If  there  beany  Punishment  infli£led 
Upon  the  miferabfe,  more  than  yet  I  feel, 

Let  it  together  Seize  me,  and  at  once 
Prefs  down  my  Soul,  1  cannot  bear  the  Pain 
Of  thefe  delaying  Tortures:  Thou  that  art 
The  end  of  all,  and  the  fweet  reft  of  all, 

Come,  come,  oh  Death,  bring  me  to  thy  peace. 

And  blot  out  all  the  memory  I  nourifh 
Both  of  Father  and  my  cruel  Friend; 

O  wretched  Maid  ftill  living  to  be  wretched. 

To  bea  fay  to  Fortune  in  her  Changes, 

And  grow  to  number  Times  and  Woes  together. 

How  happy  had  I  been,  if  being  Born 
My  Grave  had  been  my  Cradle? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  By  your  leave 

Young  Mi  ft  refs,  here’s  a  Boy  hath  brought  a  Coffin, 
What  a  would  fay  I  know  not:  But  your  Father 
Charg’d  me  to  give  you  notice,  here  they  come. 

Enter  two  bearing  a  Coffin ,  Jafper  in  it. 

Luce.  For  me  1  hope  ’tiscome,  and  ’tis  mo  ft  welcome. 

Boy.  Fair  Miftrefs,  let  me  not  add  greater  Grief 
To  that  giLat  ftore  you  have  already;  Jafper } 

That  whilft  he  liy’d  was  yours,  now  dead, 

And  here  inclos’d,  commanded  me  to  bring 

Li  is  Body  hither,  and  to  crave  a  Tear 

From  thofe  fair  Eyes,  though  he  deferve  not  Pity, 

To  deck  his  Funeral,  for  fo  he  bid  me 

Tell  her  for  whom  he  dy’d.  Luce.  He  {hall  have  many: 

[. Exeunt  Coffin-carrier  and  Boy . 
Good  Friends  depart  a  little,  whilft  I  take 
My  leave  of  this  dead  Man,  that  once  t  lov’d.* 

Hold,  yet  a  little,  Life,  and  then  I  give  thee 
To  thy  ftrft  Heav’nly  Being;  O  my  Friend! 

Haft  thou  deceiv’d  me  thus,  and  got  before  me? 

1  {hall  not  long  be  after,  but  believe  me, 

Thou  wert  too  cruel  Jafper  ’gain ft  thy  felf, 

In  punilhi'ng  the  fault  1  could  have  pardon’d, 

With  fo  untimely  Death  j  thou  didft  not  wrong  me. 

But  ever  wer’t  moft  kind,  moft  true,  mod  loving ; 
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And  I  the  moft  unkind,  mod  falfe,  moft  cruel. 

Didft  thou  but  ask  a  Tear?  I’ll  give  thee  all, 

Even  all  my  Eyes  can  pour  down,  all  my  Sighs, 

All  my  felf,  before  thou  goeft  from  me, 

Thefe  are  but  fparing  Rites j  but  if  thy  Soul 
Be  yet  about  this  Place,  and  can  behold 
And  fee  what  I  prepare  to  deck  thee  with, 

It  ihall  go  up,  born  on  the  Wings  of  Peace, 

And  iatisfy’d:  Firft  will  1  ling  thy  Dirge, 

Then  kifs  thy  pale  Lips,  and  then  die  my  felf. 

And  fill  one  Coffin,  and  one  Grave  together. 

SONG. 

Come  you  whofe  Loves  are  dead , 

And  whilfl  I fing , 

Weep  and  wring , 

Every  Hand ,  and  every  Head , 

Bind  with  Cyprefs  and  fad  Ewe , 

Ribbands  blacky  and  Candles  blue , 

For  him  that  was  of  Men  moft  true . 

Come  with  heavy  Mournings 
And  on  his  Grave 
Let  him  have 

Sacrifice  of  Sighs  and Groaning, 

Let  him  have  fair  Flowers  enow , 

White  and  Purple,  Green  and  Tellow , 

For  him  that  was  of  Men  mofi  true . 

Thou  fable  Cloth,  lad  Cover  of  my  Joys, 

I  lift  thee  up,  and  thus  I  meet  with  DeathT  fHeav’n! 
Jafp.  And  thus  youmeet  the  Living.  Luce.  Save  me 
Jafp.  Nay,  do  not  flye  me,  Fair,  I  am  no  Spirits 
Look  better  on  me,  do  you  know  me  yet? 

Luce .  O  thou  dear  Shadow  of  my  Friend. 

Jafp .  Dear  Subftance, 

I  fwear  I  am  no  Shadow  $  feel  my  Hand, 

It  is  the  fame  it  was,  I  am  your  Jafper, 

Your  Jajper  that’s  yet  living,  and  yet  loving  j 
Pardon  my  raffi  Attempt,  my  foolifh  Proof 
I  put  in  pra&ice  of  your  Gonftancy, 


For 
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For  (boner  fhould  my  Sword  have  drunk  my  Blood, 

And  let  my  Soul  at  Liberty,  than  drawn 

The  leaii  Drop  from  that  Body,  for  which  Boldnefs 

Doom  me  to  any  thing*,  if  Death,  I  take  it 

And  willingly.  Luce.  This  Death  I’ll  give  you  for  it: 

So,  now  I  am  fatisfy’d ;  you  are  no  Spirit, 

But  my  own  trueft,  trued,  trueft  Friend, 

Whv  do  you  come  thus  to  me? 

Jafp.  Firft,  to  fee  you, 

Then  to  convey  you  hence. 

Luce.  It  cannot  be, 

For  l  am  lock’d  up  here,  and  watch’d  at  all  Hours, 
That  ’tis  impoffible  for  me  to  fcape. 

Jafp.  Nothing  more  poffible,  within  this  Coffin 
Do  you  convey  your  felf  j  let  me  alone, 

I  have  the  Wits  of  twenty  Men  about  me, 

Only  l  crave  the  Shelter  of  your  Clofet 
A  little,  and  then  fear  me  not  ;  creep  in 
That  they  may  prefently  convey  you  hence.* 

Fear  nothing  deareft  Love,  I’ll  be  your  fecond, 

Lye  clofe,  fo,  all  goes  well  yet  y  Boy. 

Boy.  At  hand,  Sir. 

Jafp.  Convey  away  the  Coffin,  and  be  wary. 

Boy.  Tis  done  already. 

Jafp.  Now  mud  I  go  conjure.  [Exit. 

Enter  Merchant. 

Merch.  Boy,  Boy. 

Boy.  Your  Servant,  Sir. 

Merch.  Do  me  this  Kindnefs,  Boy  ;  hold  here’s  a 
Crown:  before  thou  bury  the  Body  of  this  Fellow,  car¬ 
ry  it  to  his  old  merry  Father,  and  falute  him  from  me, 
and  bid  him  (ing,  he  hath  Caufe.  * 

Boy.  I  will.  Sir. 

Merch.  And  then  bring  me  Word  what  Tune  he  isin, 
and  have  another  Crown;  but  do  it  truly. 

I  have  fitted  him  a  Bargain,  now,  will  vex  him. 

Boy.  God  blefs  your  Worfhip’s  Health,  Sir. 

Merch .  Farewel,  Boy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mafler  Merry-thought. 

Wife.  Ah  old  Merry. \ thought ^  art  thou  there  again?  Let’s 
hear  fomc  of  thy  Songs.  Old  Men 
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Old  Mer.  IFfe?  can  fing  a  merrier  Note 
Than  he  that  cannot  change  a  Groat  ? 

Not  a  Dinner  left,  and  yet  my  Heartleaps;  I  do  won¬ 
der  yet,  as  old  as  I  am,  that  any  Man  will  follow  a  Trade, 
or  ferve,  that  may  ling  and  laugh,  and  walk  the  Streets  : 
My  Wife  and  both  my  Sons  are  I  know  not  where,  I 
have  nothing  left,  nor  know  I  how  to  come  by  Meat 
to  Supper,  yet  am  I  merry  Hill;  for  I  know  I  fhall  find 
it  upon  the  Table  at  fix  a  Clock  ;  therefore  hangThought. 
I  would  not  be  a  Servingman  to  carry  the  the  Cloak- 
Bag  ftill, 

Nor  would  I  be  a  Faulconer  the  greedy  Hawks  to  fill; 
But  I  would  be  in  a  good  Houfe,  and  have  a  good 
Mailer  too ; 

But  I  would  eat  and  drink  of  the  bell,  and  no  Work 
would  1  do. 

This  is  that  keeps  Life  and  Soul  together,  Mirth  .*  This 
is  the  Philofophers  Stone  that  they  write  fo  much  on, 
that  keeps  a  Man  ever  young. 

Enter  a  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  they  fay  they  know  all  your  Mony  is  gone, 
and  they  will  trull  you  for  no  more  Drink. 

Old  Mer .  Will  they  not  ?  Let  ’em  chufe:  The  bell  is 
1  have  Mirth  at  home,  and  need  not  fend  abroad  for 
that ;  let  them  keep  their  Drink  to  themfelves. 

F  or  Jillian  of  Berry ,  fhe  dwells  on  a  Hill, 

And  fhe  hath  good  Beer  and  Ale  to  fell, 

And  of  good  Fellows  fhe  thinks  no  Ill, 

And  thither  will  we  go  now,  now,  now,  and  thither 
W  ill  we  go  now. 

And  when  you  have  made  a  little  Hay, 

You  need  not  know  what  is  to  pay. 

But  kifs  your  Hollefs,  and  go  your  way.  And  thither,  &c° 

Enter  another  Boy . 

z  Boy.  Sir,  I  can  get  no  Bread  for  Supper. 

Old  Mer .  Hang  Bread  and  Supper,  let’s  preferve  our 
Mirth,  and  we  fhall  never  feel  Hunger,  I’ll  warrant  you;* 
let’s  have  a  Catch,  Boy  follow  me,  come  fing  this  Catch. 
Hoyho,  no  Body  at  home ,  Meat ,  nor  Drink ,  nor  Mony  ha  we 
Fill  the  Pot  Eedy,  nevermore  need  L  (none ; 

J  .  Old  Mer. 
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Old  Mer.  So  Boys,  enough,  follow  me,  let’s  change 
our  Place,  and  we  fhall  laugh  afrdh.  [Exeunt . 

Wife.  Let  him  go,  George ,  a  fhail  not  have  any  Coun¬ 
tenance  from  us,  not  a  good  Word  from  any  Pth’ Com¬ 
pany,  if  1  may  ftrike  Stroak  in’t. 

C/7.  No  move  a  fhannot,  Love  >  but  Nelly  I  will  have 
Ralph  do  a  very  notable  Matter  now,  to  the  eternal 
Honour  and  Glory  of  all  Grocers  j  Sirrah,  you  there, 
Boy,  can  none  of  you  hear  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  your  Pleafure. 

C/7.  Let  Ralph  come  out  on  May  Day  in  the  Morning, 
and  fpeak  upon  a  Conduit  with  all  his  Scarfs  about  him, 
and  his  l  eathers,  and  his  Ring-,  and  his  Knacks. 

Boy.  Why,  Sir,  you  do  not  think  of  our  Plot,  what 
will  become  of  that  then  ? 

C/7.  Why,  Sir,  i  care  not  what\become  on’t.  I’ll 
have  him  come  out,  or  I’ll  fetch  him  out  my  felf.  I’ll 
have  fomething  done  in  Honour  of  the  City;  befides 
lie  hath  been  long  enough  upon  Adventures',  bring  him 
out  quickly,  for  I  come  amongft  you  — 

Boy.  Wei  ,  Sir,  he  fhall  come  out,  but  if  our  Play 
mifcarry,  Sir,  you  are  like  to  pay  for’t.  [Exit. 

Cit.  Bring  him  away  then. 

Wife.  This  will  be  brave  i’faith  .*  George ,  fhall  not  he 
dance  the  Monice  too  for  the  Credit  of  the  Strand  ? 

C/7.  No,  Sweet-heart,  it  will  be  too  much  for  the 
Boy.  O  there  he  is,  AW/,  lie’s  rcafonabie  well  in  Re¬ 
paid,  but  he  has  not  Rings  enough. 

Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph.  London,  to  thee  I  do  prefent  the  merry  Month 
tf/May, 

Let  each  true  Subjell  be  content  to  hear  me  what  I  fay  : 
For  from  the  Top  of  Conduit  Head ,  as  plainly  may  appear , 
1  will  both  tell  my  Name  to  you ,  and  wherefore  I  came  here. 
My  Name  is  Ralph,  by  due  defcent ,  though  not  ignoble  /, 
Tet  far  inferior  to  the  Flock  of  gracious  Grocery. 

>And  by  the  Common- counf el  of  my  Fellows  in  the  Strand, 
With  gilded  Staffs  and  cm  fed  Scarf  the  May -Lord  here  I 
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Rejoyce  0  Rnglifh  Hearts,  rejoyce ,  rejoyce  0  Lovers  dear  , 
Rejoyce  0  City ,  Town,  and  Country,  rejoyce  eke  every 
Shire 

For  now  the  flagrant  Flowers  do  faring  and  fprout  in  (emeiy 

firf,  _  ’ 

The  little  Birds  do  fit  and  Sing ,  the  Lambs  do  make  fine 
ff  ort,  _  (Boy  cry, 

And  now  the  Bur  chin  Tree  doth  bud  that  makes  the  School 
The  Morrice  rings  while  Hobby  Horfs  doth  foot  itfeatuoufiy: 
The  Lords  and  Ladies  now  abroad ,  for  their  Difport  and 
Flay, 

Do  Kijs  feme  times  upon  the  Grafs,  and  feme  times  in  the 
Hay. 

Now  Butter  with  a  leaf  of  Sage  is  good  to  purge  the  Blood , 
Fly  Venus  and  Phlebotomy  for  they  are  neither  good. 

Now  little  Fifh  on  tender  Stone  begin  to  cafe  their  Bellies, 
And fiuggifh  Snails,  that  erfi  were  mute,  do  creep  out  of 
their  Shellies . 

The  rumbling  Rivers  now  do  warm  for  little  Boys  to  paddle , 
The  flurdy  Steed  now  goes  to  Grafs,  and  up  they  hang  his 
Saddle . 

The  heavy  Hart,  the  blowing  Buck,  the  Rafcal  and  the 
Pricket, 

Are  now  among  the  Teomans  Peafe ,  and  leave  the  fearful 
Thicket  r 

And  be  like  them,  0  you,  I  fay,  of  this  fame  noble  Town, 
And  lift  aloft  your  velvet  Heads,  and flipping  of  your  Gown : 
With  Bells  on  Legs,  and  Napkins  cleanunto  your  Shoulders 
iyd,  (  erf  d: 

With  Scarfs  and  Garters  as  you  plea f  e,  and  Hey  for  our  Town 
March  out  and  fljew  your  willing  Minds,  by  twenty  and 
by  twenty. 

To  Hogfdon  or  to  Newington*  where  Ale  and  Cakes  are 
plenty. 

And  let  it  ne'er  be  faid  for  fhame,  that  we  the  Youths  of 
London, 

Lay  thruming  of  our  Caps  at  home ,  and  left  our  Cuflom 
undone . 

Up  then  I  fay,  both  Young  and  Old ,  both  Man  and  Maid 
a  Maying, 

V  o  l.  V.  E  With 
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With  Drums  and  Guns  that  bounce  aloud ,  and  merry  Taber 
playing.  J 

Which  to  prolong ,  God  fave  our  King ,  and  [end  his  Country 
Peace , 

And  root  out  Treafon  fro?n  the  Land ;  and [o ,  my  Friends ,  I 

ceafe . 


A  C  T  V.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Merchant  folus. 

Merck .  T  will  have  no  great  {lore  of  Company  at  the 
JL  Wedding,  a  couple  of  Neighbours  and  their 
Wives,  and  we  will  have  a  Capon  in  Hewed  Broth,  with 
Marrow,  and  a  good  piece  of  Beef,  ftuck  with  Rofe- 
mary. 

Enter  Jafper  with  his  Face  mealed. 

Jafp.  Forbear  thy  pains,  fond  Man,  it  is  too  late. 

Merck.  Heav’n  biefs  me:  Jafper  ? 

Jafp .  Ay,  I  am  his  Ghoft, 

Whom  thou  hail  injur’d  for  his  conftant  Love.* 

Fond  worldly  Wretch,  who  doft  not  underftand 
In  Death  that  true  Hearts  cannot  parted  be. 

Firft  know,  thy  Daughter  is  quite  born  away, 

On  Wings  of  Angels,  through  the  liquid  Air 
Too  far  out  of  thy  reach,  and  never  more 
Shalt  cbou  behold  her  Face:  But  ilie  and  I 
Will  in  another  World  enjoy  our  Loves, 

Where  neither  Father’s  Anger,  Poverty, 

Nor  any  Crofs  that  troubles  earthly  Men, 

Shall  make  us  fever  our  united  Hearts. 

And  never  lhalt  thou  fit,  or  be  alone 

In  any  place,  but  I  will  vifit  thee 

With  gaftly  Looks,  and  put  into  thy  Mind  ' 

The  great  Offences  which  thou  didfl  to  me. 

When  thou  art  at  thy  Table  with  thy  Friends, 

Merry  in  Heart,  and  fill’d  with  fwelling  Wine, 
lii  come  in  mid  ft  of  all  thy  Pride  and  Mirth, 
invifible  to  all  Men  but  thy  felf. 

And  | 
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And  whifpcr  fuch  a  fad  Tale  in  thine  Ear, 

Shall  make  thee  let  the  Cup  fall  from  thy  Hand, 

And  Hand  as  mute  and  pale  as  Death  it  felf. 

'  Merck. Forgive  m ^Jaffer;  Oh!  What  might  I  do, 
Tell  me,  to  fatisfie  thy  troubled  Ghoft? 

Jajp.  There  is  no  means,  too  late  thou  think’ft  on  this. 

Merck  But  tell  me  what  were  be  ft  for  me  to  dop 

Jafp.  Repent  thy  Deed,  and  fatisfie  my  Father, 

And  beat  fond  Humphrey  out  of  thy  Doors.  [Exit  Jafpen 

Enter  Humphrey. 

Wife,  Look  George ,  his  very  Ghoft  would  have  folks 
beaten. 

Humph .  Father,  my  Bride  is  gone,  fair  Miftrefs  Luce , 
My  Soul’s  the  font  of  Vengeance,  mifehiefs  Sluce. 

Merck .  Hence  B'ool  out  of  my  fight,  with  thy  fond  Paf- 
Thou  haft  undone  me.  '  flion. 

Humph.  Hold  my  Father  dear, 

For  Luce  thy  Daughter's  fake,  that  had  no  Peer. 

Merck .  i  hy  Bather,  Fool?  There’s  feme  blows  more, 
be  gone. 

JaJperj  1  hope  thy  Ghoft  be  well  appeafed, 

To  fee  thy  Will, perform’d,  now  I’ll  go 

To  fatisfie  thy  Father  for  thy  Wrongs.  [Exit, 

Humph .  What  fhall  I  do?  I  have  been  beaten  twice, 
a4nd  Miftrefs  Luce  is  gone  ?  Help  me  Device  * 

Since  my  True-love  is  gone,  I  never  more, 

Whiift  I  do  live,  upon  the  Sky  will  pore^ 

But  in  the  dark  will  wear  out  my  Shoo-foles 

In  paffion,  in  Saint  Faiths  Church  under  Paul's.  [Exit. 

Wife.  George  call  Ralph  hither,  if  you  love  me  call  Ralph 
hither,  1  have  the braveft  thing  for  him  to  do  George*  pre- 
thee  call  him  quickly 

Git.  Ralph ,  why  Ralphs  Boy. 

Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph.  Here,  Sir. 

Git.  Come  hither  Ralphs  cohie  to  thy  Miftrefs,  Boy. 

Vr  ife.  Ralph  I  would  have  thee  call  all  the  Youths  to¬ 
gether  in  Battle- ray,  with  Drums,  and  Guns,  and  Flags, 
and  march  to  Mile-end  in  pompous  Fafhion,  and  there  ex¬ 
hort  vour  Soldiers  to  be  merry  and  wife,  and  to  keep 

E  z  their 
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their  Beards  from  burning,  Ralph ;  and  then  skirmifh,  and 
let  your  Flags  fly,  and  cry,  kill,  kill,  kill  .*  My  Husband 
ill  all  lend  you  his  Jerkin  Ralph ,  and  there’s  a  Scarfe;  for 
he  reft,  the  Houfe  fhall  furnifhyou,  and  we’ll  pay  for’t : 
do  it  bravely  Ralph ,  and  think  before  whom  you  per¬ 
form,  and  what  Perfon  you  reprefent. 

Ralph.  I  warrant  you  Miftrefs*  if  I  do  it  not,  for  the 
honour  of  the  City,  and  the  credit  of  my  Mafter,  let  me 
never  hope  for  freedom. 

Wife.  ’Tis  well  fpoken  i’faith  ;  go  thy  ways,  thou  art 
a  Spark  indeed.  ,  . . 

Cit.  Ralph ,  double  your  Files  bravely  Ralph . 

Ralph.  I  warrant  you.  Sir.  [Exit  Ralph.7 

Cit.  Let  him  look  narrowly  to  his  Service,  I  fhall  take 
him  elie ;  I  was  there  my  felf  a  Pike-man  once,  in  the 
hotteft  of  the  Day,  Wench,  had  my  Feather  {hot  fhear 
away,  the  fringe  of  my  Pike  burnt  off  with  Powder,  my 
Pate  broken  with  a  fcouring-ftick,  and  yet  I  thank  God 
I  am  here.  [ Drum  within. 

Wife.  Hark  George ,  the  Drums. 

Cit.  Ran,  tan,  tan,  tan,  ran  tan:  Oh  Wench  an  thou 
hadft  but  feen  little  Ned  of  Aldgate ,  drum  Ned ,  how  he 
made  it  roar  again,  and  laid  on  like  a  Tyrant,  and  then 
ftruck  foftly  till  the  Ward  came  up,  and  then  thundered 
again,  and  together  we  go:  Sa,  fa,  fa,  bounce  quoth  the 
Guns;  courage  my  Hearts,  quoth  the  Captains:  Saint 
George ,  quoth  the  Pike-men  *,  and  withal  here  they  lay, 
and  there  they  lay :  And  yet  for  all  this  f  am  here  Wench. 

Wife .  Be  thankful  for  it  George ,  for  indeed  ’tis  won¬ 
derful. 

Enter  Ralph  and  his  Company  with  Drums  and  Colours. 

Ralph.  March  fair  my  Hearts;  Lieutenant,  beat  the 
Rear  up ;  Ancient,  let  your  Colours  fly ;  but  have  a  great 
care  of  the  Butchers  Hooks  at  White-Chappel ,  they  have 
been  the  Death  of  many  a  fair  Ancient.  Open  your  Files, 
that  I  may  take  a  view  both  of  your  Perfons  and  Muni¬ 
tion:  Serjeant,  call  a  Mufter. 

Serj.  A  ftand,  William  Hamerton  Fewterer. 

Ham.  Here  Captain. 

Ralph.  A  Corflet  and  a  Spanijh  Pike ;  ’tis  well,  can 
you  fhake  it  with  a  Terror?  Ham . 
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Ham.  I  hope  fo,  Captain. 

Ralph.  Charge  upon  me,  ’tis  with  the  weakeft  :  Put 
more  ltrength  William  Hamer  ton,  more  ftrength  :  As  you 
were  again }  proceed  Serjeant. 

Serj.  George  Green-goofe ,  Poulterer. 

Green.  Here.  ' 

Ralph.  Let  me  fee  your  Peice  Neighbour  Green-goofe , 
when  was  ihe  fhot  in  ? 

Green.  And  like  you  Mailer  Captain,  I  made  a  fhot 
even  now,  partly  to  fcour  her,  and  partly  for  audacity. 

Ralph.  It  IhouJd  feem  fo  certainly,  for  her  Breath  is 
yet  inflamed:  Befides,  there  is  a  main  fault  in  the  touch- 
hole,  it  runs  and  hinketh ;  and  I  tell  you  moreover,  and 
believe  it,  ten  fuch  touch-holes  would  breed  the  Pox  in 
the  Army  s  Get  you  a  Feather,  Neighbour,  get  you  a 
Feather,  Sweet  Oil  and  Paper,  and  your  Peice  may  do 
well  enough  yet.  W  here’s  your  Powder  ? 

Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  What,  in  a  Paper?  As  I  am  a  Soldier  and  a  Gen¬ 
tleman,  it  craves  a  Martial  Court :  You  ought  to  diefor’t. 
Where’s  your  Horn?  Anfwer  me  to  that. 

Green .  An’t  like  you  Sir,  I  was  oblivious. 

Ralph.  It  likes  me  not  it  fhould  be  fo  j  his  a  fbamefor 
you,  and  a  fcandal  to  all  our  Neighbours,  being  a  Man  of 
W orth  and  Eftimation,  to  leave  your  Horn  behind  you* 
II  am  afraid  ’twill  breed  example.  *  But  let  me  tell  you  no 
imore  onV,  fland  till  I  view  you  all.  What’s  become 
o'ttf  Nofe  of  your  Flask? 

1  Sold.  Indeed  law  Captain,  hwas  blown  away  with 
Powder. 

Ralph.  Put  on  a  new  one  at  the  Cities  Charge.  Where’s 
the  Stone  of  this  Peice  ?  ~ 

2  Sold .  The  Drummer  took  it  out  to  light  Tobacco. 

Ralph.  3  Pis  a  fault  my  Friend,  put  it  in  again :  You  want 

a  Nofe,  and  you  a  Stone  *,  Serjeant,  take  a  Note  on’t,  for  I 
mean  to  flop  it  in  the  Pay.  Remove  and  march,  foft  and 
fair  Gentlemen;  foft  and  fair:  double  and  files,  as  you 
'  ^ere>  f^ces  about.  Now  you  with  the  fodden  Face,  keep  in 
1  thei e  •  Look  to  yourMatch  Sirrahdt  will  be  in  your  Fellows 
Flask  anon.  So  make  a  Crefcent  no  w,  advance  your  Pikes, 

E  $  ,  Hand 
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(land  and  give  ear.  Gentlemen,  Country-men,  Friends,  and 
my  fellow-Soldiers,  1  have  brought  you  this  Day  from  the 
Shop  of  Security,  and  the  Counters  of  Content,  to  mea- 
lure  out  in  thefe  furious  Fields,  Honour  by  the  Ell,  and 
Prowefs  by  the  Pound :  Let  it  not,  O  let  it  not,  I  fay, 
be  told  hereafter,  the  noble  Ifliie  of  this  City  fainted  $ 
but  bear  your  lelves  in  this  fair  aftion,  like  Men,  valiant 
Men,  and  free  Men :  Fear  not  the  Face  of  the  Enemy, 
nor  the  noife  of  the  Guns  *,  for  believe  me  Brethren, 
the  rude  rumbling  of  a  Brewer’s  Carr  is  more  terrible, 
of  which  you  have  a  daily  Experience:  Neither  let  the 
fink  of  Powder  offend  you,  fince  a  more  valiant  ftink 
is  nightly  with  you.  To  a  refolved  Mind,  his  home  is 
every  where  :  I  fpeak  not  this  to  take  away  the  hope  of 
your  return;  for  you  fhall  fee  (l  do  not  doubt  it )  and 
that  very  fhortly,  your  loving  Wives  again,  and  your 
fwcet  Children,  whole  care  doth  bear  you  company  in 
^  Baskets,  Remember  then  whofe  Caufe  you  have  in  hand, 
and  like  a  fort  of  true-born  Scavengers,  fcour  me  this 
famous  Realm  of  Enemies.  I  have  no  more  to  fay  but 
this :  Stand  to  your  tacklings  Lads,  and  fhew  to  the 
World,  you  can  as  well  brandifh  a  Sword,  as  fhake  an 
Apron.  Saint  George ,  and  on  my  Hearts. 

Omnes.  Saint  George ,  Saint  George .  [ Exeunt . 

Wife.  r T was  well  done  Ralph,  I’ll  fend  thee  a  cold  Ca¬ 
pon  a  field,  and  a  Bottle  of  jMarch-JHixx  ,  and,  it  may  be, 
come  my  felf  to  fee  thee. 

Git .  Nell,  the  Boy  hath  deceiv’d  me  much,  I  did  not 
think  it  had  been  in  him  ?  He  has  perform’d  fuch  a  mat¬ 
ter  Wench,  that  if  I  live,  next  Year  Pllhave  him  Captain 
of  the  Gallifotfl ,  or  I’ll  want  my  Will. 

Enter  Old  Merry-thought. 

Old  Her.  Yet  I  thank  God,  I  break  not  a  Wrinkle 
more  than  I  had,  not  a  Hoop  Boys  ?  Care  live  with  Cats, 
I  defie  thee,  my  Heart  is  as  found  as  an  Oak  >  and  tho’  I 
want  Drink  to  wet  my  whiftie,  I  can  fing. 

Come  no  more  there  Boys ,  come  no  more  there ; 

For  ws  (hall  never  whilfl  we  livey  come  any  more  there . 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Boy  with  a  Coffin . 

God  favc  you  Sir. 

Old  Mer .  It’s  a  brave  Boy  :  Can’ ft  thou  ling  P  (time. 
Boy.  Yes  Sir,  I  can  ft  ng,  but  ’tis  not  fo  neceffary  at  this 
Old  Mer,  Sing  we, and  chaunt  it,whilft  love  doth  grant  it. 
Boy.  Sir,  Sir,  if  you  knew  what  I  have  brought  you,  you 
would  have  little  lift  to  ling,  (fought. 

Old  Mer.  Oh  the  Minion  round,  full  long  I  have  thee 
And  now  I  have  thee  found,  and  what  haft  thou  here 
brought  ? 

Boy.  A  Coffin,  Sir,  and  your  dead  Son  Jafper  in  it. 

Old  Mer,  Dead  ?  Why  farewel  he : 

Thou  waft  a  bonny  Boy,  and  I  did  love  thee. 

Enter  Jafper, 

Jafp.  Then  I  pray  you  Sir,  do  fo  ftilh 
Old  Mer.  Jafper' $  Ghoft?  Thou  art  welcome  from  Sty* 
gian-lahe  fo  foon,  (done. 

Declare  to  me  what  wondrous  things  in  Pluto* s  Court  are 
Jafp.  By  my  troth  Sir,  I  ne'er  came  there,  his  too  hot 
for  me  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  A  merry  Ghoft,  a  very  merry  Ghoft. 

And  where  is  your  true  Love  ?  Oh  where  is  yours  ? 

Jafp.  Marry  look  you  Sir.  v  [^Heaves  up  the  Coffin . 
Old  Mer.  Ah  ha!  Art  thou  good  at  that  i  With  ? 

With  hey  trixie  terlerie-whiskin,  the  World  it  runs  on 
Wheels. 

When  the  young  Man’s — ~up  goes  the  Maiden’s  Heels. 
Miflrefs  Merry-thought  and  Michael  within. 

Miffi  Mer.  What  Mr.  Merry-thought,  will  you  not  let’s 
in  P  What  do  you  think  fn all  become  of  us? 

Old.  Mer.  What  V oice  is  that  that  calleth  at  our  Door? 
Mifi.  Mer.  You  know  me  well  enough,  1  am  lure  I  have 
not  been  fuch  a  Stranger  to  you. 

Old  Mer.  And  fome  they  whiffled,  and  fome  they  ftmg. 
Hey  down ,  down :  And  fome  did  loudly  fay,  ever  as  the  Lord 
Barnet's  Horn  blew.  Away  Muf grave  away. 

Mifl.Mer .  You  will  not  havens  ftarve  here,  will  you. 
Mailer  Merry  *  thought  ? 

Jafp.  Nay,  good  Sirbeperfwaded,ihe  is  my  Mother :  If 
her  offences  have  been  great  againft  you, let  your  own  Love 
remember  the  is  yours,  and  fo  forgive  hq% 
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Luce ,  Good  Mailer  Merry- thought ,  let  me  intreat  you, 
I  will  not  be  denied. 

Mift.  Mer.  W  hy  Mailer  Merry-thought ,  will  you  be  a 
vext  thing  Hill? 

OW.  Mer.  W oman  I  take  you  to  my  love  again,  but  you 
{hall  ling  before  you  enter  *  therefore  difpatch  your  Song, 
and  lb  come  in. 

Mi  ft-  Mer.  Well,  you  mull  have  your  Will  when  all’s 
done*  Mich .  what  Song  can’ll  thou  ling,  Boy? 

Mich.  I  can  ling  none  forfooth,  but  a  Lady’s  Daughter 
of  Paris  properly. 

Mich.  Mer.  Song.  It  was  a  Lady's  Daughter,  5ec. 

Old  Mer.  Come,  you’re  welcome  home  again. 

If  fuch  danger  be  inplaying,  and  jell  mull  to  earnellturn, 
You  Hi  all  go  no  more  a  Maying. 

Merck,  within.  Are  you  within.  Sir,  Mailer  Merry¬ 
thought  ? 

Jafp.  It  is  my  Mailers  Voice,  good  Sir,  go  hold  him 
talk  whilll  we  convey  ourfelves  intofome  inward  Room. 

Old  Mer »  What  are  you?  are  you  merry?  you  mull  be 
very  merry  if  you  enter. 

Merch.  I  am,  Sir. 

Old  Merch .  Sing  then. 

Mer.  Nay,  good  Sir  open  to  me. 

Old  Mer .  Sing,  1  fay,  or  by  the  merry  Heart  you  come 
not  in. 

Alerch.  Well,  Sir,  I’ll  ling. 

Fortune  my  Foe ,  &c. 

Old  Merch.  You  are  welcome.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  : 
you  fee  your  Entertainment,  pray  you  be  merry. 

A4er.  Oh  Mailer  Merry-thought,  I  am  come  to  ask  you 
Forgivenefs  for  the  wrongs  I  offered  you, 

And  your  moil  virtuous  Son,  they're  infinite, 

Yet  my  contrition  iliall  be  more  than  they. 

1  do  confefs  my  hardnefs  broke  his  Heart, 

For  which  juft  Heav’n  hath  given  me  Punifhment 
More  than  my  Age  carl  carry  *  his  wandring  Spirit, 

Not  yet  at  rell,  pur fues  me  every  where, 

Crying,  I II  haunt  thee  for  thy  cruelty. 

My  Daughter  Hie  is  gone,  I  know  not  how. 
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Taken  invifible,  and  whether  living, 

Or  in  Grave,  his  yet  uncertain  to  me. 

Oh  Mailer  Merry -thought ^  thefe  are  the  Weights 
Will  fink  me  to  my  Grave  3  forgive  me,  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  Why  Sir,  I  do  forgive  you,  and  be  merry. 
And  if  the  Wag  in's  Life-time  play’d  the  Knave, 

Can  you  forgive  him  too? 

Merch.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  Speak  it  again,  and  heartily. 

Merch.  I  do.  Sir. 

Now  by  my  Soul  I  do. 

Old  Mer .  With  that  came  out  his  Paramour, 

She  was  as  white  as  the  Lilly  Flower, 

Hey  troul,  troly  loly. 

Enter  Lucy  ^JJafper. 

WTith  that  came  out  her  own  dear  Knight, 

He  was  as  true  as  ever  did  fight,  & c9 

Sir,  if  you  will  forgive  ’em,  clap  their  Hands  together, 

there's  no  more  to  be  faid  i’th’  matter. 

Merch.  I  do,  I  do. 

Cit.  I  do  not  like  this  3  peace,  Boys,  hear  me  one  of 
you,  every  Body’s  part  is  come  to  an  end  but  Ralph's, 
and  he’s  left  out. 

Boy.  ’Tis  long  of  yout  felf,  Sir,  we  have  nothing  to 
do  with  his  part. 

Cit.  Ralph ,  come  away,  make  on  him  as  you  have  done 
of  the  red  Boys,  come. 

Wife.  Now  good  Husband,  let  him  come  out  and  die. 

Cit .  He  lhallW// ,  Ralphs  come  away  quickly  and  die,Boy. 

Boy.  ’Twill  be  very  unfit  he  iliould  die,  Sir,  upon  no 
occafion,  and  in  a  Comedy  too. 

Cit.  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  Sir  Boy,  is  not  his 
part  at  an  end,  think  you,  when  he’s  dead?  come  away 
Ralph . 

Enter  Ralph  with  a  forked  Arrow  through  his  Head. 

Ralph.  When  I  was  mortal,  this  my  collive  Corps 
Did  lap  up  Figs  and  Raifons  in  the  Strand , 

Where  fitting  1  efpy’d  a  lovely  Dame, 

Whole  Mailer  wrought  with  Lingell  and  with  Aul, 

And  underground  he  vampied  many  a  Boot, 

Straight 
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Straight  did  her  Love  prick  forth  me,  tender  Sprig, 

To  follow  featsof  Arms  in  warlike  wife, 

Throug \\Waltharn  Defart ,  where  I  did  perform 
Many  Atchievements,  and  did  lay  on  Ground 
Huge  Barbarofo ,  that  intuiting  Giant, 

And  all  his  Captives  toon  fet  at  liberty. 

Then  Honour  prick'd  me  from  my  Native  Soil 

Into  Moldavia ,  where  I  gain’d  the  Love 

Of  Pompiana ,  his  beloved  Daughter  j 

Bet  yet  prov’d  conftant  to  the  black  Thumm’d  Maid 

Sufan ,  and  fcorned  Fompi  ana's  Love: 

Yet  liberal  I  was,  and  gave  her  Pins, 

And  Mony  for  her  Father’s  Officers. 

I  then  returned  home,  and  thrufl;  my  felf 
In  ad  ion,  and  by  all  means  chofen  was 
T  he  Lord  of  May,  where  I  did  flouritli  it, 

With  Scarfs  and  Rings,  and  Poefie  in  my  Hand: 

After  this  Adtion  I  preferred  was, 

And  chofen  City-Captain  at  Mile-end , 

With  Hat  and  Feather,  and  with  leading  Staff, 

And  train’d  my  Men,  and  brought  them  all  off  clear. 
Save  one  Man  that  beraid  him  with  the  noife. 

But  all  thefe  things  I  Ralph  did  undertake. 

Only  for  my  beloved  Sufan  s  fake. 

Then  coming  home,  and  luting  in  my  Shop 
With  Apron  blue,  Death  came  unto  my  Stall 
To  cheapen  Aquavit#,  but  e’er  I 
Could  take  the  Bottle  down,  and  fill  a  tafte, 

Death  came  and  caught  a  Pound  of  Pepper  in  his  Hand, 
And  fprinkled  all  my  Face  and  Body  o'er. 

And  in  an  inftant  vanished  away. 

Cit.  ■  Tis  a  pretty  Fiction  i’ faith. 

Ralph.  Then  took  I  up  my  Bow  and  Shaft  in  hand, 
And  walked  in  Moor  fields  to  cool  my  felf, 

But  there  grim  cruel  Death  met  me  again, 

And  fhot  this  forked  Arrow  through  my  Head, 

And  now  l  faint,  therefore  be  warn’d  by  me, 

My  Fellows  every  one,  of  forked  Heads. 

Fare w el  all  you  good  Boys  in  merry  London, 

Ne’er  fhall  we  more  upon  Shrove-Tuefday  meet. 
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And  pluck  down  Houfes  of  Iniquity. 

My  pain  increafeth :  1  fhall  never  more 
Hold  open,  whilft  another  pumps  both  Legs, 

Nor  daub  a  Sattin  Gown  with  rotten  Eggs: 

Set  up  a  Stake,  oh  never  more  I  fhall ; 

I  die,  fly,  fly  my  Soul  to  Grocers  Hall.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  &c. 

Wife.  Well  faid,  Ralph ,  do  your  obeyfance  to  the 
Gentlemen,  and  go  your  ways,  well  faid  Ralph , 

[Exit  Ralph. 

Old Mer.  Methinks  all  we,  thus  kindly  and  unexpeft- 
edly  reconciled,  fhould  not  part  without  a  Song. 

Merch.  A  good  motion.  , 

Old  Mer .  Strike  up  then. 

SONG. 

Better  Mufick  ne'er  was  known , 

Than  a  @htire  of  Hearts  in  one. 

Bet  each  other ,  that  hath  been 
Troubled  with  the  Gall  or  Spleen , 

Learn  of  us  to  keep  his  Brow 
Smooth  and  plain ,  as  yours  are  now . 

Sing  though  before  the  hour  of  dying? 

He  fhall  rife ,  and  then  be  crying , 

Hey  ho?  ’ tis  nought  but  Mirth 
That  keeps  the  Body  from  the  Earth. 

L  Exeunt  omnes. 

E  P  I  L  0  G  U  S. 

Cit .  Come  Nell ,  fhall  we  go,  the  Play's  done  ? 

Wife.  Nay,  by  my  Faith  George ,  I  have  more  manners 
than  fo,  I’ll  fpeak  to  thefe  Gentlemen  firft :  I  thank  you 
all  Gentlemen,  for  your  Patience  and  Countenance  to 
Ralph ,  a  po  or  Fatherlefs  Child,  and  if  I  may  fee  you  at  my 
Houfe,  it  fhould  go  hard  but  I  would  have  a  Pottle  of 
Wine,  and  a  Pipe  of  Tobacco  for  you^  for  truly  I  hope 
you  like  the  Youth,  but  I  would  be  glad  to  know  the 
truth:  I  refer  it  to  your  own  Difcretions,  whether  you 
will  applaud  him  or  no,  for  I  will  wink,  and  whilft  you 
fhall  do  what  you  will.  I  thank  you  with  all  my  Heart, 
God  give  you  good  Night  $  come  George* 
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P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E. 


' . |  '  0  this  Place,  Gentlemen,  full  many  a 

A  Daj 

We  have  hid  ye  'welcome ,  and  to  many  a  Play : 
And  thofe  ' whofe  angry  Souls  c were  not  diseas'd 
With  Law,  or  lending  Many,  we  have  pleas’d  j 
And  make  no  doubt  to  do  again .  This  Night 
No  mighty  Matter,  nor  no  light, 

We  mufl  intreat  you  look  for :  A  good  Tale, 
Told  in  two  Hours,  ne  will  not  fail, 

If  we  he  perfeB,  to  rehear fe  ye  •  New 
1  am  fare  it  is,  and  handfom-,  but  how  true 
Let  them  difpute  that  write  it.  ‘Ten  to  one 
We  pie afe  the  Women,  and  1  would  know  that 
Man 

Follows  not  their  Example?  If  ye  mean 
To  know  the  Play  well,  travel  with  the  Scene , 
For  it  lyes  upon  the  Roadj  if  we  chance  tire. 
As  ye  are  good  Men,  leave  us  not  Pth’  Mire, 
Another  Bait  may  mend  us  :  If  you  grow 
A  little  gall'd  or  weary,  cry  hut  hoa, 

And  we’ll  flay  for  ye.  When  our  Journey  ends. 
Every  Man’s  Pot  l  hope ,  and  all  part  Friends. 
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MEN.' 

GOvernor  0/ Barcelona. 

I  Leonardo,  a  noble  Genoefe,  Father  to  Mark  Am* 
tonio. 

Don  Zanchio,  an  old  Lame  angry  Soldi er^  Father  to  Le- 
ocadia. 

Alphonfo,  a  cholericJc  Don ,  Father  to  Theodofia. 
Philippo,  Son  to  Alphonfo,  Lover  of  Leocadia. 
Marc-Antonio,  Son  to  Leonardo. 

Pedro,  a  Gentleman ,  and  Friend  to  Leonardo, 

Rodorigo,  General  of  the  Spanifh  G allies. 

Incubo,  Bailiff  0/Caftel  Bianco. 

Diego,  Hofi  of  Ofluna. 

Lazaro,  Hofiler  to  Diego, 

Hojl  0^  Barcelona. 

Bailiff  of  Barcelona.  .  ;  '  */ 

Chimrgions . 

Soldiers. 

Tow  nf men. 

Attendants. 

WOMEN. 

Theodofia,  Daughter  to  Alphonfo,  Love -fick  Ladies  in 
Leocadia  /Daughter  to  Dw  Zanchio,  f  (urfuit  of Ni.  Anton, 
Eugenia,  Wife  to  the  Governor  of  Barcelona. 

Floftejs ,  Wife  to  Diego. 

Hofiefs)  Wffe  to  the  Hofi  of  Barceilona; 

SCENE  Barcelona  and  the  Road. 
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Enter  Incubo  the  Bailiff \  and  Diego  the  Hoff. 

I  NCU  B  0. 

Ignior  Don  Diego ,  and  mine  Holl,  fave  thee. 
Die.  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Baily. 

Inc.  O  the  Block! 

Die.  Wliy,how  (hould  I  have  anfwer’d  ? 
Inc.  Not  with  that  ('Hands, 

Negligent  Rudenefs:  But  I  kifs  your 
Signior  Don  Incubo  de  Hambre ,  and  then 
My  Titles.*  Mailer  Baily  of  Caftle-Blanco , 

Thou  ne’er  wilt  have  the  Elegancy  of  an  Ho  11} 

I  forrow  for  thee,  as  my  Friend  and  Gollip : 

No  fmoak,  nor  fteam  out-breathing  from  the  Kiteh ' 
There’s  little  Life  i’th’  Hearth  then. 

Die.  Ay,  there,  there, 

That  is  his  Friendfhip,  harkening  for  the  Spit, 

And  forrow  that  he  cannot  fmell  the  Tot  boil. 

Inc.  Strange 

An  Inn  fhould  be  fo  curll,  and  not  the  Sign 
Biafted  nor  withered }  very  ftrange,  three  Days  now, 
And  not  an  Egg  eat  in  it,  nor  an  Onion.  ( traps,  [, 
Die.  I  think  they  ha’  Itrew’d  the  High-ways  with  Cal- 
No  Horfe  dares  pafs  ’em}  I  did  never  know 
A  Week  of  fo  fad  Doings,  lince  I  firft 
Stood  to  my  Sign  Poll. 

Inc.  Goffip,  I  have  found 
The  Root  of  all;  Kneel,  it  is  thy  felf 
Vol,  V.  F  Art 
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Art  caufe  thereof-,  each  Perfon  is  the  Founder 
Qr  his  wn  Fortune,  good  or  bad  ;  but  mend  ir. 

Call  for  thy  Cloak  and  Rapier. 

Die.  How  ? 

Inc.  Do,  call,  ‘  , 

And  put  ’em  on  in  hafte*-  Alter  thy  Fortune, 

By  appearing  worthy  of  her  :  Dofl  thou  think 
Her  good  Face  e’er  wili  know  a  Man  in  cuerpo? 

In  fin  Je  Body,  thus?  In  Hofe  and  Doublet, 

The  H  or  fe- Boy’s  Garb?  Bale  Blank, and  half  Blank  cuerpo*? 
Did  1,  or  Mr.  Dean  of  Sevil  our  Neighbour 
E’er  reach  our  Dignities  in  cuerpo ,  think’ll  thou, 

In  fquirtfng  Hole  and  Doublet  ?  Signior,  no. 

There  went  more  to’t:  t  here  Were  Cloaks,  Gowns, 
And  other  Paramentos:  Call,  I  fay.  ( CafTocks, 

His  Clo  k,  and  Rapier  here. 

Enter  Ho  fiefs . 

H  fiefs.  What  means  your  Worfhip? 

Inc.  Bring  forth  thy  Husband’s  Sword  >  fo,  hang  it  on, 
And  no  v  hi  Cloak,  here  call  it  up  $  I  mean, 

Go  dip,  to  change  your  Luck,  and  bring  you  Guells. 

I~D fiefs.  Why!  Is  there  Charm  in  this  ? 

Inc.  Expert  \  now  walk, 

But  not  the  Pace  of  one  that  runs  on  Errands  } 

For,  want  of  Gravity  in  an  Holl,  is  odious: 

You  may  remember,  Godip,  if  you  pieafe, 

(Your  Wife  being  then  th’ Infanta  of  the  Giplies, 

And  your  felf  governing  a  great  Man’s  Mules  theta J 
Me  a  poor  Squire  at  Madrid  attending 
A  M  iller  of  Ceremonies  •>  but  a  Man,  believe  it, 

That  knew  his  Place  to  the  gold  Weight,  and  fuch 
Have  1  heard  him  oft  fay,  ought  every  Holl 
Within  the  Catholic k  King’s  Dominion 
Be  fn  hi  own  H  ;ule. 

Die.  H:  >w  ?  :  j  .  .:  ; 

Inc.  A  Mailer  of  Ceremonies; 

At  leaft  Vice-Mailer,  and  to  do  nought  in  ctterpo , 

That  was  his  M.xim,  l  will  tell  thee  of  him: 

He  would  not  fpeak  with  an  Ambafiador’s  Cook, 

See  a  cold  bake  Meat  from  a  foreign  .Part 
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In  cuerpo:  Had  a  Dog  but  flay’d  without, 

Or  Beafl  of  Quality,  as  an  Englifh  Cow, 

But  to  prefent  it  felf,  he  would  put  on 
His  Savoy  Chain  about  his  Neck,  the  Raft 
And  Cuffs  of  Holland ;  then  the  Naples  Hat 
W ith  the  Rome  Hat-band,  and  the  Florentine  Agat, 
The  Milan  Sword,  the  Cloak  of  Genoa  fet 
W  ith  Flemijh  Buttons  *,  all  his  given  Pieces 
To  entertain  ’em  in,  and  Complement  [Knock  within „ 
With  a  tame  Cony,  as  with  the  Prince  that  feat  it. 
Die.  Lift,  who  is  there  ? 

Inc.  A  Gueft,  and’t  be  thy  Will. 

Die.  Look  Spoufe,  cry  Luck,  and  we  be  encounter'd^  ha? 
Hofiefs.  Luck  then, and  good,  for  ’tisafine  brave  Gueft, 
With  a  brave  Horfe. 

Inc .  Why  now,  believe  of  Cuerpo 

Enter  Theodofla. 

As  you  fhall  fee  Occafion*  go  and  meet  him. 

Theo .  Look  to  my  Horfe,  1  pray  you,  well. 

Die.  He  fhall.  Sir. 

Inc.  Oh  how  beneath  his  Rank  and  Call  was  that  now? 
Your  Horfe  fhall  be  entreated  as  becomes 
A  Horfe  of  Fafhion,  and  his  Inches ! 

Theo.  Oh. 

Inc .  Look  to  the  Cavalier  :  What  ails  he?  Stay 

j 

If  it  concern  his  Horfe,  let  it  not  trouble  him. 

He  fhall  have  all  Refpedb  the  Place  can  yield  him 
Either  of  Barly;  or  freih  Straw. 

Dio.  Good  Sir,  look  up. 

Inc.  He  finks,  fomewhat  to  caft  upon  him. 

He’ll  go  away  in  cuerpo  clfe. 

Die.  What,  Wife! 

Oh  your  hot  Waters  quickly*  and  fame  cold 
To  call  in  his  fweet  Face. 

Hofiefs.  Alas, — — fair  Flower  /  [Exit. 

Inc.  Does  any  Body  entertain  this  Horfe  ? 

Die.  Yes,  La&aro  has  him. 

Enter  Hofiefs  with  a  Glafs  of  Water. 

Inc .  Go  you  fee  him  in  Perfon.  [Exit  Diego. 

Hofiefs »  Sir,  tafte  a  little  of  this,  of  mine  own  Water* 

.  Fa  I 
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I  did  diftilPt  my  felf \  fweet  Lilly  look  upon  me* 

You  are  but  newly  blown,  my  pretty  Tulip. 

Faint  not  upon  your  Stalk,  ’tis  firm  and  frefh, 

Stand  up  fo  bolt  upright,  you  are  yet  in  growing. 

Theo ,  Pray  you  let  me  have  a  Chamber. 

Hoflefs.  That  you  fhall,  Sir. 

‘ Theo .  And  where  I  may  be  private,  I  entreat  you. 
Hoftejs.  For  that  in  troth,  S  r,  we  ha  no  Choice:  Our 
Is  but  a  Vent  of  need,  that  now  and  then  f'fioufe 
Receives  a  Gueft,  between  the  greater  Towns 
As  they  come  late  5  only  one  Room. 

Inc.  She  means,  Sir,  it  is  none 
Of  thofe  wild,  fcatter  d  Heaps,  call’d  Inns,  wherefcarce 
The  Holt  is  heard,  though  he  wind  his  Horn  t’his  People, 
Here  is  a  competent  Pile,  wherein  the  Man, 

Wife,  Servants,  all  do  live  within  the  whiffle. 

Hoflefs.  Only  one  Room. 

Inc.  A  pretty  mode  It  Quadrangle 
She  will  deferibe  to  you. 

Hoflefs.  Wherein  ftands  two  Beds,  Sir, 

Enter  Diego. 

We  have,  and  where,  if  any  Gueft  do  come, 

He  muft  of  Force  be  lodg’d,  that  is  the  truth,  Sir. 

Theo.  But  if  I  pay  you  for  both  your  Beds,  methinks 
That  ftiould  alike  content  you. 

Hoftejs.  That  it  lhall,  Sir. 

If  1  be  paid,  I  am  paid. 

Theo.  Why,  there’s  a  Ducket, 

Wi,!  that  make  your  Content? 

Hflefs.  Oh  the  fweet  Face  on  you: 

A  Ducket  ?  Yes,  and  there  were  three  Beds,  Sir, 

And  twice  fo  many  Rooms,  which  is  one  more, 

You  ftiould  be  private  in  ’em  all,  in  all,  Sir 3 
No  one  fhould  have  a  Piece  of  a  Bed  with  you, 

N  ot  Mafter  Dean  of  Sevil  himfelf,  I  fwear. 

Though  became  naked  hither,  as  once  he  did, 

^••7hen  h’had  liket’have  been  ta’en  a  Bed  with  the  Moor, 
ft  by  her  Mafter  you  fliall  be  as  private, 
u  lay  in’s  own  great  Houfe  that’s  haunted, 
no  Body  comes,  they  fay. 

Theo: 
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TJxo.  I  thank  you,  Hoftefs. 

Pray  yon,  will  you  ihew  me  in. 

Hoftefs.  Yes  marry  will!.  Sir, 

And  pray  that  not  a  Flea,  or  a  chink  vex  you. 

|  Exit  Hoftefs  and  Thco. 

Inc.  You  forget  Supper :  Goffip,  move  for  Supper. 
Die.  Tis  ftrange  what  love  to  a  Beall  may  do,  his  Horfe 
Threw  him  into  this  fit. 

Inc.  You  Brail  excufe  me. 

It  was  his  being  in  cuerpo  meerly  caus'd  it. 

Die.  Do  you  think  io,  Sir? 

Inc.  Moft  unlucky  cuerpo. 

Naught  elfe,  he  looks  as  he  would  eat  Partridge, 

This  Gueft$  ha’  you  ’em  ready  in  the  Houle? 

And  a  fine  piece  of  Kid  now  ?  and  frefh  Girlick, 

Enter  Hoftejh 

With  Sardinia  and  Zant  Oil t  How  now? 

Has  he  befpoke,  what  will  he  have  a  brace. 

Or  but  one  Partridge,  or  a  fhort  leg'd  Hen? 

Daintily  carbonado’d  ? 

Hoftefs.  ’Lafs  the  dead 
May  be  as  ready  for  a  Supper  as  he. 

Inc.  Ha? 

Hoftefs.  He  has  no  mind  to  eat,  more  than  his  fhadow. 
Inc.  Say  you. 

Die.  Plow  does  your  Worfhip? 

Inc.  I  put  on 

My  left  Shoe  iirfl  to  day,  now!  perceive  it. 

And  skipt  a  Bead  in  faying  "cm  o’er,  elfe 
I  could  not  be  thus  crofs  d  :  He  cannot  be 
Above  feventeen  •,  one  of  his  Years,  and  have 
No  better  a  Stomach  ? 

Hoftefs.  And  in  fuch  good  Cloaths  too.  ('Wife, 

Die.  Nay,  thefe  do  often  make  the  Stomach  worfb. 
That  is  no  reafon. 

Inc.  I  could,  at  his  Years,  Goffips, 

(As  temperate  as  you  fee  me  now)  have  eaten 
My  brace  of  Ducks,  with  my  half  Goofe,  my  Cony, 
And  drank  my  whole  twelve  Marcedis  in  Wine, 


As  eafte  as  I  now  get  down  three  Olives 

^  ■  \f 


■s*  >  ^  * 


23 


Loves  Pilgrimage . 

Die.  And,  with  your  temperance- favour,  yet  I  think 
Your  Worfhip  would  put  to’t  at  fix  and  thirty 
For  a  good  Wager;  and  the  Meal  in  too. 

Inc .  I  do  not  know  what  mine  old  Mouth  can  do, 

I  ha  not  prov’d  it  lately. 

Die.  That’s  the  grief,  Sir. 

Inc.  But  is  he  without  hope  then  gone  to  Bed  ? 

Hofiefs .  I  fear  fo,  Sir  3  h’as  lock'd  the  Door  clofetohim. 
Sure  he  is  very  ill. 

Inc.  That  is  with  fading, 

You  fhoulff  ha’  told  him  Gofiip,  what  you  had  had, 
Given  him  the  Inventory  of  your  Kitchen, 

It  is  the  Picklock  in  an  Inn,  and  often 

Opens  a  dole  barrd  Stomach :  What  may  he  be  troh  ? 

Has  he  fo  good  a  Horfe  ? 

Die.  Oh  a  brave  Jennet, 

As  e'er  your  Worfhip  faw. 

Inc.  And  he  eats? 

Die.  Strongly. 

Inc.  A  mighty  Solecifm,  Heav’n  give  me  Patience, 
What  Creatures  has  he? 

Hofiefs.  None. 

Inc.  And  fo  well  cloath’d, 

And  fo  well  mounted  ? 

Die.  That’s  all  my  wonder,  Sir, 

Who  he  fhould  be  j  he  is  attir’d  and  hors’d 
For  the  Conftable’s  Son  of  Spain. 

Inc.  My  wonder’s  more 

He  fhould  want  Appetite:  Well,  a  good  Night 
To  both  my  Gofiips>  I  will  for  this  rime 
Put  off  the  thought  of  fupping:  In  the  Morning 
Remember  him  of  Breakfaft  pray  you. 

Hcjiefs .  I  jfhall.  Sir. 

Die.  A  hungry  time,  Sir. 

Inc.  W e  that  live  like  Mice 

On  others  Meat,  mult  watch  when  we  can  get  it.  [j Ex.  Inc. 

Hofiefs.  Yes,  but  I  would  not  tell  him :  Our  fair  Gueft: 
Says,  though  he  eats  no  Supper  he  will  pay  for  one. 

Die.  Good  news  5  we’ll  eat  it  Spoufe,  t’  his  Health, 
’Twas  politickly  done  t’ admit  no  fharers. 

Enter 
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Enter  Philippo. 

Phi.  Look  to  the  Mules  there,  where’s  mine  Ho  ft  ? 
Die.  Here,  Sir. 

Another  Fairy? 

Hoftefs.  Bleft  me* 

Phi .  From  what,  fweet  Hoftefs? 

Are  you  afraid  o’  your  Guefts  ? 

Hoft.  From  Angels,  Sir, 

I  think  there’s  none  but  loch  come  here  to  Night, 

My  Houle  had  never  fo  good  luck  afore 

For  brave  fine  Guefts  >  and  yet  the  ill  luck  on’t  i$ 

I  cannot  bid  you  welcome. 

Phi.  No? 

Hoftefs.  Not  lodge  you,  Sir. 

Phi .  Not,  Hoftefs  ? 

Hoftefs.  No  in  troth,  Sir,  [  do  tell  you, 

Becaufe  you  may  provide  in  time:  my  Bed$ 

Are  both  ta’en  up  by  a  young  Cavalier 
That  will  and  tnuft  be  private. 

Die  He  has  paid,  Sir,  for  all  our  Chambers, 

Dloftefs.  W  hich  is  one  j  and  Beds, 

Which  I  already  ha’  told  you  are  two :  But,  Sir, 

So  fweet  a  Creature,  I  am  very  forry 
1  cannot  lodge  you  by  him  >  you  look  fo  like  hina* 
You’re  both  the  lovelieft  pieces. 

Phi.  What  train  has  he  ? 

Die  None  but  himfelf. 

Pht.  And  will  no  left  tfian  both  Beds 
Serve  him? 

Hoftefs.  H’as  given  me  a  Ducket  for  ’em. 

Phi.  Oh, 

You  give  me  re^fon,  Hoftefs:  Is  he  handfome^ 

And  young,  do  you  fay? 

Hoftefs  Oh  Sir,  the  delicat’ft  Flefti 
And  fineft  Cloaths  withal,  and  fuch  a  ITorfe, 

With  fuch  a  Saddle. 

Phi.  She’s  in  love  with  all, 

TheHorfe,and  him5and  Saddle, and  Cloaths, good  Woma% 
Thou  jnftifteft  thy  Sex,  lov?ft  all  that’s  brave : 
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Enter  Incubo. 

Sure  though  I  lye  oW  ground,  I’ll  flay  here  now 
And  have  a  fight  of  him  :  You’ll  give  me  Houfe-room, 
Fire,  and  freih  Meat,  for  Mony,  gentle  Hoilcfs; 

And  make  me  a  Pallat  ? 

Inc.  Sir,  the  fhall  do  reafon,— — 

I  under  Hood  you  had  another  Gueft,  Go  flips, 

Pray  you  let  his  Mule  be  look’d  to,  have  good  Straw, 
And  ftore  of  Bran:  And  Goffip,  do  you  hear, 

Let  him  not  flay  for  Supper :  What  good  Fowl  ha’ you  ? 
This  Gentleman  would  eat  a  Pheafant. 

Hoflefs.  /Lafs  Sir, 

We  ha"  no  fuch. 

Inc.  I  kifs  your  Hands,  fair  Sir. 

What  ha"  you  then  ?  fpeak  what  you  have  ?  Fm  one,  Sir, 

Here  for  the  Catholick  King,  an  Officer 

T’ enquire  what  Guefls. come  to  thefe  Places  5  you,  Sir, 

Appear  a  Perfon  of  Quality,  and  ’tis  fit 

You  be  accommodated:  Why  fpeak  you  not, 

What  ha’  you  Woman?  are  you  afraid  to  vent 
That  which  you  have? 

Phi.  This  is  a  mofl  flrange  Man^ 

T’ appoint  my  Meat. 

Hoflefs.  The  half  of  a  cold  PXen,  Sir, 

And  a  boil’d  quarter  of  Kid,  is  all  i’th’  Houfe. 

Inc.  Why  ail’s  but  cold*  let  him  fee  it  forth, 

Cover,  and  give  the  Eye  fome  fatisfadfion, 

A  Traveller’s  Stomach  muff  fee  Bread  and  Salt, 

His  Belly  is  nearer  to  him  than  his  Kindred: 

Cold  Hen’s  a  pretty  Meat,  Sir. 

Thu  What  you  pfeafe, 

I  am  refolv’d  t’obey. 

Inc.  So  is  your  Kid, 

With  Pepper,  Garlick,  and -the  juice  of  an  Orange*, 

She  (hall  with  Sailads  help  it,  and  clean  Liniien*, 
Difpatch,  What  news  at  Court,  Sir? 

Phi.  Faith,  new  Tires 
Moft  of  the  Ladies  have,  the  Men  old  Suits  y 
Only  the  King’s  Fool  has  a  new  Coat 
To  ferve  you. 

Inc , 
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Jrae.  I  did  guefs  you  came  from  thence,  Sir, 

Pi?/.  But  I  do  know  I  did  not. 

Inc.  1  mi  Hooks  Sir. 

What  hear  you  of  the  Archdukes? 

Phi.  Troth,  your  Queftion. 

Enter  Hoflefs  and  Servants  with  a  Table. 

Inc.  Of  the  French  Bufinefs,  What? 

Phi.  As  much. 

Inc.  No  more.? 

They  fay  the  French:  Oh  that’s  well  5  come,  I’ll  help  you, 
Have  you  no  Jiblets  now  ?  Or  a  broiFd  Raftier. 

Or  feme  fuch  prefent  Difh.  t’affift? 

Eloflefs.  Not  any.  Sir. 

Inc.  The  more  your  fault,  you  ne’er  fh’ould  be  without 
Such  aids,  what  Cottage  would  ha’  lack’d  a  Phea&nt 
At  fuch  a  time  as  this?  Well,  bring  your  Hen 
And  Kid  forth  quickly. 

Phi.  That  fhould  be  my  Prayer, 

To  fcape  his  Inquisition. 

Inc.  Sir,  the  French , 

They  fay,  are  divided  Tout  their  Match  with  us, 

What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Phi.  As  of  naught  to  me,  Sir. 

Inc.  Nay,  it’s  as  little  to  me  too  5  but  I  love 
To  ask  after  thefe  things,  to  know  the  Affections 
Of  States  and  Princes,  now  and  then  for  bettering. 

Phi .  Of  your  own  Ignorance. 

Inc .  Yes,  Sir. 

Phi.  Many  do  fo. 

Inc.  I  cannot  live  without  it;  what  do  you  hear 
Of  our  Indian  Fleet;  they  fay  they  are  well  return’d, 
phi.  I  had  no  venture  with  ’em  Sir ;  had  you? 

Enter  Hoflefs  and  Servants  with  Heat. 

Inc..  Why  do  you  ask.  Sir? 

Phi.  ’Catife  it  might  concern  you. 

It  does  not  me. 

Inc.  Oh  here’s  your  Meat  come. 

Phi.  Thanks, 

I  welcome  it  at  any  price* 

Inc.  Some  Stools  here. 
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And  bid  mine  Hoft  bring  Wine,  I’ll  try  your  Kid, 

If  he  be  fweet :  He  looks  well ;  yes,  he  is  good ; 

I’ll  carve  you.  Sir. 

Phi .  You  ufe  me  too  too  Princely, 

Tafte,  and  carve  too. 

Inc.  I  love  to  do  thefe  Offices. 

Phi.  1  think  you  do,  for  whofe  fake  ? 

Lie.  For  themfelves,  Sir, 

The  very  doing  of  them  is  Reward. 

Phi.  ’Had  little  Faith  would  not  believe  you,  Sir, 
Inc .  Goffip,  fame  W  ine. 

Enter  Diego  with  Wine . 

D  ie.  Here  ’tis,  and  right  St.  Martin . 

Inc.  Meafure  me  out  a  Glafs. 

Phi.  I  love  the  Humanity 
Us'd  in  this  Place. 

Inc .  Sir,  I  falute  you  here. 

Phi.  1  kifs  your  Hands,  Sir. 

Inc.  Good  Wine,  it  will  beget  an  Appetite  : 

Fill  him,  and  fit  down,  Goffip,  entertain 
Your  noble  Gueft  here,  as  becomes  your  Title. 

Die.  Pleafeyouto  like  this  Wine,  Sir? 

Phi.  I  diflike 

Nothing,  mine  Hoft,  but  that  I  may  not  fee, 

Your  conceal’d  Guefi  ;  here’s  to  you. 

Die.  In  good  faith,  Sir, 

I  wifii  you  as  well  as  him  5  would  you  might  fee  him. 
Inc .  And  wherefore  may  he  not? 

Die.  ’Has  lock’d  him  felt,  Sir, 

Up,  and  has  hir'd  both  the  Beds  o’  my  Wife 
At  extraordinary  rate. 

Phi.  I’ll  give  as  much, 

If  that  will  do’t,  for  one,  as  he  for  both  5 
What  fay  you  mine  Hofi,  the  Door  once  open 
rilflingmy  felf  upon  the  next  Bed  to  him, 

And  there’s  an  end  of  me  till  Morning  3  Noife 
I  will  make  none 

Die.  I  wifh  your  Worfhip  well - — — -but 

Inc.  His  Honour  is  engag’d:  .And  my  ihe*  Goffip 
Hath  paft  her  Promife,  hath  file  not  ? 
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Die.  Yes  truly.  j 

Inc .  That  toucheth  to  the  credit  of  the  Houfe  : 

Well,  I  will  eat  a  little,  and  think;  how  fay  you.  Sir, 
Unto  this  Brawn  o’  th*  Hen  ? 

Phi.  I  ha5  more  mind 
To  get  this  Bed,  Sir. 

Inc.  Say  you  fo?  W.hy  then 
Give’t  me  again,  and  drink  to  me;  Mine  Hofl; 

Fill  him  his  Wine,  thou’rt  dull,  and  daft  not  praife  it, 

I  eat  but  to  teach  you  the  way,  Sir. 

Phi.  Sir, 

Find  but  the  way  to  lodge  me  in  this  Chamber, 

I’ll  give  mine  Hofl  two  Duckets  for  his  Bed, 

And  you  Sir  two  Reals  ;  here’s  to  you. 

Inc.  Excufe  me, 

I  am  not  Mercenary  5  Goffip  pledge  him  for  me, 

I’ll  think  a  littlh  more,  but  ev’n  one  bit 
And  then  talk  on,  you  cannot  interrupt  me. 

Die.  This  piece  of  Wine,  Sir,  cod  me - 

Inc.  Stay,  1  have  found : 

This  little  Morfel,  and  then,  here’s  excellent  Garlick: 
Have  you  not  a  bunch  of  Grapes  now;  orfome  Bacon, 
To  give  the  Mouth  a  relifh  ? 

Die ^  Wife,  do  you  hear? 

Inc.  It  is  no  matter  *•  Sir,  give  mine  Hofl  your  Duckets. 
Die.  How,  Sir  ?  *  V 

Inc.  Do  you  receive  ’em,  I  will  fave 
The  honefly  of  your  Houfe ;  and  yours  too,  Goffip, 

And  I  will  lodge  the  Gentleman,  fhew  the  Chamber 
Die.  Good  Sir,  do  you  hear? 

Inc.  Shew  me  the  Chamber. 

Die.  Pray  you.  Sir, 

Do  not  diflurb  my  Guefls. 

Inc.  Diflurb?  1  hope 

The  Catholick  King,  Sir,  may  command  a  Lodging 
Without  diflurbing  in  his  Vailals  Houfe, 

For  any  Minifler  of  his,  employ’d 
Inbtffinefs  of  the  State.  Where  is  the  Door? 

Open  the  Door,  who  are  you  there?  Within?: 

In' the  King’s  Name,  [Theodo within, 

i  -•  u  f  ,•  5  Theo. 
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Theo .  What  would  you  have? 

Inc.  Your  Key,  Sir, 

And  your  Door  open:  I  have  here  command 
To  lodge  a  Gentleman,  from  the  Juilice,  fent 
Upon  the  King’s  Affairs. 

Theo.  Kings  and  Neceffities 
Muftbe  obey’d:  The  Key  is  under  the  Door. 

Inc.  How  now  Sir,  are  you  fitted?  You  fecur’d  ? 

Thi.  Your  two  Reals  are  grown  a  piece  of  Eight. 

Inc.  Excufe  me,  Sir. 

Phi.  ’Twill  buy  a  Hen,  and  Wine, 

Sir,  for  to  Morrow.  [Exit  Phi. 

Inc.  3  do  kifs  your  Hands,  Sir. 

Well,  this  will  bear  my  Charge  yet  to  the  Gallies, 
Where  [  am  owing  a  Ducket,  whither  this  Night 
By  the  Moon’s  leave  111  march  *,  for  in  the  Morning 
Early,  they  put  from  Port  St.  Mary's.  [Exit  all  but  Diego. 
Die.  Lazaro. 

Enter  Lazaro. 

How  do  the  Horfes  ? 

Laz.  Would  you  would  go  and  fee,  Sir, 

A- - of  all  Jades,  what  a  clap  h’has  given  me: 

As  fure  as  you  live  Mailer  he  knew  perfectly 
I  eouzen’d  him  on’s  Oats,  helookt  upon  me, 

And  then  he  fneer’d,  as  who  ihould  fay,  take  heed  Sirrah : 
And  when  he  (aw  our  half  Peck,  which  you  know 
Was  but  an  old  Court  Dili,  Lord  how  he  ft  amp  t} 

I  thought ’t  had  been  for  Joy,  when  fuddenly 
He  cut  me  a  back  Caper  with  his  Heels, 

And  takes  me  juft  o  th’  Crupper,  down  came  I, 

A -id  all  my  ounce  of  Oats:  Then  he  Neigh’d  out, 

As  though  he  had  had  a  Mare  by  th5  Tail. 

Die.  Faith  Lazaro 

We  are  to  blame,  to  ufe  the  poor  dumb  Serviters 
So  cruelly. 

Laz.  Yonder’s  this  other  Gentleman’s  Horfe 
Keeping  our  Lady  Eve,  the  Devil  a  bit 
H’as  got  fincc  he  came  in  yet;  there  he  frauds. 

And  looks,  and  looks,  but  3tis  your  pleafure,  Sir, 

He  fliall  look  lean  enough}  h’as  Hay  before  him. 
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But  Ws  as  big  as  Hemp,  and  will  as  foon  choak  him, 
Unlefs  he  eat  it  butter’d  3  lie  had  four  Shoes 
And  good  ones  when  he  came;  ’tis  a  iixange  wonder. 
With  (landing  dill  he  ihould  call  three. 

Die,  O  Lazaroy 

The  Devil’s  in  this  Trades  Truth  never  knew  it: 

And  to  the  Devil  we  fha'i  travel,  Lazaro^ 

Unlefs  we  mend  our  Manners.*  Once  every  Week 
I  meet  with  fuch  a  knock  to  mollifie  me, 

Sometimes  a  do 2  n  to  awake  my  Confcience, 

Yet  (till  1  deep  fecurely. 

Laz.  Cerrain,  Mailer* 

We  mud  ufe  better  dealing. 

Die.  ’Faith  for  mine  own  part. 

Not  to  give  ill  example  to  our  I(Tues, 

I  could  be  well  content  to  deal  but  two  Girths, 

And  now  and  then  a  Saddle-cloth  3  change  a  Bridle 
Only  for  Exercife. 

Laz.  If  we  could  day  there, 

There  were  fome  hope  on’s,  Mailer.;  but  the  Devil  is 
We  are  drunk  fo  early,  we  midake  whole  Saddles, 
Sometimes  a  Horfe  3  and  then  it  feems  to  us  too 
Every  poor  Jade  has  his  whole  peck,  and  tumbles 
Up  to  his  Ears  in  clean  Straw,  and  every  Bottle 
Shews  at  the  lead  a  dozen 3  when  the  truth  is,  Sir, 
There’s  no  fuch  matter,  not  a  fmeli  of  Provender, 

Not  fo  much  Straw  as  would  tye  up  a  Horfe  Tail, 

Nor  any  thing  i'th’Rack,  but  two  old  Cobwebs, 

And  fo  much  rotten  Hay  as  had  been  a  Hen’s  Ned. 

Die .  Well,  thefe  midakings  mud  be  mended,  LazarOy 
Thefe  Apparitions,  that  abufe  our  Sends, 

And  make  us  ever  apt  to  fweep  the  Manger, 

But  put  in  nothing;  thefe  fances  mud  be  forgot, 

And  we  mud  pray  it  may  be  reveal’d  to  us 
Whofe  Horfe  we  ought,  in  Confcience,  to  cozen, 

And  how,  and  when:  A  Parfon’s  Horfe  may  differ 
A  little  greadng  in  his  Teeth,  3tis  wholefome, 

And  keeps  him  in  a  fober  IhurHe-,  and  his  Saddle 
May  want  a  Stirrop,  and  it  may  be  fworn 
His  Learning  lay  on  one  fide,  and  fo  broke  it: 


H’as 
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H  ’as  ever  Oats  in’s  Cloak-big  to  prevent  us, 

And  therefore  ’tis  a  meritorious  Office 
To  Tythe  him  foundly. 

Laz.  And  a  Grazier  may 

fForthofe  are  pinching  Fuckfoyfts,  and  fufpicious  j 
Suffer  a  Milt  before  his  Eyes  fometimes  too, 

And  think  he  fees  his  Horfe  eat  half  aBuihel  : 

When  the  truth  is,  rubbing  his  Gumbs  with  Salt, 

Till  all  the  skin  come  off,  he  fhall  but  mumble 
Like  an  old  Woman  that  were  chewing  Brawn, 

And  drop  ’em  out  again. 

Die.  That  may  do  well  too, 

And  no  doubt ’tis  but  venial ;  but  good  Lazaro, 

Have  you  a  care  of  undemanding  Horfes, 

Horfes  that  know  the  World  ;  let  them  have  Meat 
Till  their  Teeth  ake,  and  rubbing  till  their  Ribs 
Shine  like  a  Wenches  Forehead;  they  are  Devils. 

Laz.  And  look  into  our  Dealings;  as  fure  as  we  live 
Thefe  Courtiers  Horfes  area  kind  of  Welch  Prophets, 
Nothing  can  be  hid  from  ’em  :  For  mine  own  part, 
The  next  I  cozen  of  that  kind  fhall  be  founder’d, 

And  of  all  four  too:  I’ll  no  more  fuch  Complements 
Upon  my  Crupper. 

Die .  Steal  but  a  little  longer 
Till  I  am  lam’d  too,  and  we’ll  Repent  together,^ 

It  will  not  be  above  two  Days. 

Laz.  By  that  time 

I  fhall  be  well  a  ain,  and  all  forgot,  Sir. 

Die.  Why  then  I’ll  flay  for  thee.  [_Exe. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Theodofia  and  Fhilippo  on  fever  a  l  Beds. 

Theo.  Oh, - ho?  oh - ho? 

Phi.  Fla?  ^ 

Theo.  Oh — oh?  Heart — heart— —heart — heart? 
Phi.  What’s  that? 

Theo.  W  hen  wilt  thou  break  ? — break,  break,  break  ? 
Phi.  Ha  ? 

I  would  the  Voice  were  flrong,  or  I  nearer. 
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Then.  Shame,  fiiams,  eternal  iharne?  what  have  I  done  ? 

Phi.  Done? 

Theo.  And  to  no  end,  what  a  wild  journey 
Have  I  more  wildly  undertaken  ? 

phi.  Journey? 

Thee.  How,  without  counfel,  care,  reafon,  or  fear? 

Phi.  Whither  will  this  fit  carry  ? 

Theo .  Oh  my  folly. 

Phi.  This  is  no  common  ficknels. 

Theo.  How  have  I  left 
All  1  fhould  love,  or  keep?  oh  Heav’n. 

Phi .  Sir. 

Theo.  Ha?  '4;r  .  L  -r' 

Phi.  How  do  you,  gentle  Sir  ? 

Theo .  Alas,  my  fortune.  (n els, 

Phi .  It  feems  your  forrow opprefles :  pleafe  your  good- 
Let  me  bear  half,  Sir  3  a  divided  burthen 
Is  fo  made  lighter. 

Theo.  Oh  1 

Phi.  That  Sigh  betrays 
The  fulnefs  of  your  Grief. 

Theo.  Ay,  if  that  Grief 
Had  not  bereft  me  of  my  Underftanding* 

I  fhould  have  well  remembred  where  1  was, 

And  in  what  Company;  and  clapt  a  Lock 
Upon  this  Tongue  for  talking. 

Phi .  Worthy  Sir, 

Let  it  not  add  to  your  Grief,  that  I  have  heard 
A  Sigh  or  Groan  come  from  you;  that  is  all,  Sir.  (Tear., 

Theo.  Good  Sir,  no  more  ;  you  have  heard  too  much  I 
Would  I  had  taken  Poppy  when  1  fpake  ic. 

Phi.  It  feems  you  have  an  ill  belief  of  me, 

And  would  have  fear’d  much  more,  had  youfpoke  ought 
I  could  interpret.  But  believe  it,  Sir, 

Had  I  had  means  to  look  into  your  Bread, 

And  ta’en  you  deeping  here,  that  fo  fecurely 
I  might  have  read  all  that  your  Woe  would  hide, 

1  would  not  have  betray’d  you. 

Theo.  Sir,  that  Speech 
Is  very  noble,  and  almolt  would  tempt 
My  need  to  trull  you*  Phi . 
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Phi.  At  your  own  Election, 

I  dare  nor  make  my  Faith  io  much  fufpected 
As  to  protefl  again ;  nor  am  1  curious 
To  know  more  than  is  fit. 

Theo.  Sir,  i  will  trull  you, 

But  you  fhall  promife,  Sir,  to  keep  your  Bed, 

And  whatfoe’er  you  hear,  not  to  importune 

More,  l  befeech  you,  from  me - 

Phi.  Sir,  I  will  not. 

Theo.  Than  1  am  prone  to  utter. 

Phi.  My  Faith  for  it. 

Theo.  If  I  were  wife,  I  yet  lhould  hold  my  peace  $ 
You  will  be  noble? 

Phi.  You  fhall  make  me  fo, 

If  you’ll  but  think  me  fuch. 

Theo.  Ido:  Then  know 

You  are  deceiv'd  with  whom  you  have  talk’d  fo  long. 

I  am  a  moll  unfortunate  loll  Woman. 

Phi.  Ha? 

•  Theo.  Do  not  ftir,  Sir;  I  have  here  a  Sword. 

Phi,  Not  I,  fweet  Lady.-  Of  what  Blood  or  Name? 
Theo.  You’ll  keep  your  Faith? 

Phi.  I’ll  peri Ih  elfe. 

Theo.  .Believe  then 

Of  Birth  too  noble  for  me,  fo  defeended — - * 

I  am  afham’d,  no  lefs  than  I  am  affrighted. 

Phi.  Fear  not  j  by  all  good  things  1  will  not  wrong  you, 
Theo.  1  am  the  Daughter  of  a  noble  Gentleman 
Born  in  this  part  of  Spain  •,  my  Father’s  Name,  Sir: 

But  why  fhould  1  abufe  that  Reverence, 

When  a  Child’s  Duty  has  forfaken  me. 

Phi.  All  may  be  mended,  in  ft  time  too’  (peak  it. 
Theo.  Alphonfo ,  Sir. 

Phi.  Alphonfo ?  What’s  your  own  Name? 

Theo.  Any  bafe  thing  you  can  invent. 

Phi.  Deal  truly. 

Theo.  They  call  me  Theodofia . 

Phi.  Ha?  and  Love 
Is  that  that  hath  chang’d  you  thus? 

Theo,  Ye  have  obferv’d  me 
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Too  nearly  Sir,  \ls  that  indeed :  ’tisLove,  Sir:  (thus? 

And  Love  of  him  fob  Heavens )  why  fhould  Men  deal 
W  by  fhould  they  ufe  their  Arts  to  cozen  us, 

That  have  no  cunning,  but  our  fears  about  us  ? 

And  ever  that  too  late  too;  no  disenabling 
Or  double  way,  but  doating,  too  much  loving  ? 

Why  fhould  they  fmd  new  Oaths,  to  make  more 
Phi.  What  may  his  Name  be  ?  ("Wretches? 

Tbeo.  Sir,  a  Name  that  promifes, 

Methinks,  no  fuch  ill  ufage  :  Mark- Antonio, 

A  noble  Neighbour’s  Son:  Now  I  mufl  defire  ye 
To  flay  a  while  *,  elfe  my  weak  Eyes  mufl  anlwer. 

Phi.  1  will: — >  Are  ye  yet  ready  ?  What  is  his  Quality  ? 
Tbeo.  His  bell  a  Thief,  Sir :  that  he  would  be  known  by. 
Is  Heir  to  Leonardo ,  a  rich  Gentleman : 

Nexr,  of  a  handfome  Body,  had  Heav’n  made  him 
A  Mind  fit  to  it.  To  this  Man,  my  Fortune, 
fMy  more  than  purblind  Fortune,)  gave  my  Faith, 

Drawn  to  it  by  as  many  fhews  of  Service 
And  figns  of  Truth,  as  ever  falfe  Tongue  utter’d : 

Heav’n  pardon  ail. 

Phi .  ’Tis  well  faid:  forward,  Lady. 

Tbeo.  Contracted  Sir,  and  by  exchange  of  Rings 
Our  Souks  deliver’d :  nothing  left  unfinifh’d 
But  the  iaft  work,  enjoying  me,  and  Ceremony  \ 

For  that,  I  mufl  confefs,  was  the  firfl  wife  doubt 
I  ever  made:  Yet  after  all  this  Love,  Sir, 

All  this  profeffion  of  his  Faith,  when  daily 
And  hourly  I  expefted  the  blefl  Priefl, 

He  left  me  like  a  dream,  as  all  this  flory 
Had  never  been,  nor  thought  of 3  why,  I  know  not; 

Yet  I  have  called  my  Confcience  to  confeffion, 

And  every  Syllable  that  might  offend 
I  have  had  in  thrift :  yet  neither  Love’s  Law,  Signior, 
Nortye  of  Maiden’s  duty,  but  defiring, 

Have  I  tranfgrefl  in :  left  his  Father  too. 

Nor  whither  he  is  gone,  or  why  departed, 

Can  any  Tongue  refolve  me:  All  my  hope 
f  Which  keeps  me  yet  alive,  and  would  perfwade  me 
l  may  be  once  more  happy?  and  thus  fhapes  me 
V  o  l*  V»  G 
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A  frame  to  all  my  modeft  SexJ  is  this,  Sir, 

I  have  a  Brother  and  his  old  Companion, 

Student  im Salamanca,  there  my  laft  hope 
If  he  be  yet  alive,  and  can  be  loving, 

Is  left  me  to  recover  him  :  For  which  Travel 
In  this  Suit  left  at  home  of  that  dear  Brother’s 
Thus  as  you  find  me,  without  Fear,  or  Wifdom, 

1  have  wander’d  from  my  Father,  Bed  my  Friends, 

And  now  am  only  Child  of  hope  and  danger  : 

You  are  now  Blent,  S.r,  this  tedious  Story 
("That  ever  keeps  me  waking,)  makes  you  heavy, 

’Tis  fit  you  fhould  do  fo>  for  that  and  l 
Can  be  but  troubles. 

pbi.  No,  I  fleep  not  Lady.* 

I  would  I  could:  Oh  Heav’n,  is  this  my  Comfort  ? 

Then.  What  ail  you,  gentle  Sir  ? 

Pbi.  Oh. 

Tbeo.  Why  do  you  groan  fo  ?, 

Phi.  1  mu  ft,  1  mu  ft}  Oh  Mifery! 

Tbeo.  But  now,  Sir, 

Y’ou  were  my  Comfort,  if  any  thing  arftidt  ye 

Am  not  1  fit  to  bear  a  part  out?  And  by  your  own  Rule? 

Pbi.  No}  if  you  could  heal,  as  you  have  wounded  me, 
But  ’tis  not  in  your  Power. 

Tbeo.  I  fear  Intemperance. 

Phi.  Nay,  do  not  leek  to  fhun  me;  I  mud  fee  you. 

By  Heav’n  I  mu  ft.  Hoa  there  mine  Hoft ;  a  Candle  : 
Strive  not,  I  will  not  ftir  ye. 

Tbeo .  Noble  Sir, 

This  is  a  breach  of  Promife. 

Tbi.  Tender  Lady, 

It  fhall  be  none  but  neceflary.  Hoa  there, 

So  me  light,  fome  light  for  Heav’ns  fake. 

Tbeo.  Will  ye  betray  me? 

Are  ye  a  Gentleman? 

Phi.  Good  Woman* 

Tbeo.  Sir. 

Enter  Diego  with  a  Light. 

Pbi.  If  I  be  prejudicial  to  you,  curie  me, 

Lie.  Ye  are  early  ftirring,  Sir, 
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Phi.  Give  me  your  Candle, 

And  fo  good  morrow  for  awhile. 

Die.  Good  morrow,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Theo.  My  Brother  Don  Philifpo :  Nay  Sir,  kill  me, 

1  ask  no  mercy  Sir,  for  none  dare  know  me, 

I  can  deferve  none:  As  ye  look  upon  me 
Behold  in  infinite  thefe  foul  Difiionours, 

My  noble  Father,  then  your  felf,  lail  all 
That  bear  the  name  of  Kindred,  fuffer  in  me: 

I  have  forgot  whofe  Child  l  am*  whofe  Sifter: 

Do  you  forget  the  Pity  tied  to  that. 

Let  not  Compaffion  fway  you,  you  will  be  then 
As  foul  as  I,  and  bear  the  fame  brand  with  me, 

A  favourer  of  my  fault  5  ye  have  a  Sword,  Sir, 

And  fuch  a  caufe  to  kill  me  in. 

Phi.  Rife  Siller, 

I  wear  no  Sword  for  Women,  nor  no  Anger, 

While  your  fair  Chaftitv  is  yet  untouch’d. 

Theo.  By  thole  bright  Stars,  it  is.  Sir. 

Phi.  For  my  Sifter 

I  do  believe  ye,  and  fo  near  Blood  has  made  us,* 

With  the  dear  love  I  ever  bore  your  Virtues, 

That  I  will  be  a  Brother  to  your  Griefs  too: 

Be  comforted,  ’tis  no  difhonour,  Sifter, 

To  love,  nor  to  love  him  you  doj  he  is  a  Gentleman 
Of  as  fweet  Hopes,  as  Years,  as  many  Promifes, 

As  there  be  growing  Truths,  and  ^reat  ones. 

Theo.  O  Sir,  I— 

Phi .  Do  not  defpair. 

Theo .  Can  ye  forgive  ? 

Phi.  Yes  Sifter, 

Though  this  be  no  fmall  Error,  a  far  greater, 

Theo.  And  think  me  ilill  your  Sifter  ? 

Phi.  My  dear  Sifter. 

Theo .  And  will  you  counfel  me? 

Phi.  Td  your  own  peace  too » 

Ye  fhall  love  ftill. 

Theo.  How  good  ye  are  ? 

Phi.  My  hufinefs. 

And  duty  to  my  Father,  which  now  drew  me 
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From  Snlntfinncn^  I  will  lay  adde, 

And  only  be  your  Agent  to  perfwade  ye 
To  leave  both  Loveland  him, and  well  retire  ye. 

Thso.  Oh  gentle  Brother. 

P hi.  I  perceive  Tis  Folly  : 

Delays  in  Love,  more  dangerous. 

Then.  Noble  Brother. 

phi.  Fear  not,  I’ll  run  your  own  way  ;  and  to  help  you, 
Love  having  rackt  your  Paffions  beyond  CounfeJ, 

I’ll  hazard  mine  own  Fame.  Whither  ihall  we  venture? 
Tkeo.  Alas.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Phi.  Come,  3tis  bright  Morning, 

Let’s  walk  out,  and  confider*  you’ll  keep  this  Habit. 
Tbeo.  1  would,  Sir. 

phi.  Then  it  (hall  be,  what  mud  I  call  ye? 

Come,  do  not  blufti,  pray  {peak,  1  may  fpoil  all  elfe. 
Tbeo.  Pray  call  me  Theodor o . 

Enter  Diego. 

Tie.  Are  ye  ready? 

The  day  draws  on  apace,  once  mors  good  Morrow. 
Then.  Good  morrow,  gentle  Hod,  now  I  muft  thank  ye. 
Tbi .  Who  doft  them  think  this  is? 

Tie.  Were  you  a  Wench,  Sir, 

I  think  you  would  know  before  rac. 
fhi.  Mine  own  Brother. 

Die.  By  the  Mafsyour  Nofes  are  akin ;  fhould  I  then 
Have  b eoi  fo  barbarous  to  have  parted  Brothers? 

Tbi.  You  knew  it  then. 

Die.  1  knew  ’twas  neceflary 
You  fhould  be  both  together  :  Inftinffc,  Signior, 

Is  a  great  matter  in  an  Hod. 

Tbeo.  1  am  fatisfied. 


Enter  Pedro. 

ped.  I  s  n o t  mine  H o  d  up  \’et  ? 
Phi.  Who’s  that? 

Die.  i’ll  fee- 


Phi.  Sifter,  withdraw  your  ielf. 

Pel.  Signior  Philippe. 

Phi.  Noble  Don  Pedro,  where  have  you  been  this  way? 
Fed.  I  came  from  Port  St,  Afaries,  whence  the  C allies 
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Put  this  laft  Tide,  and  bound  for  Barcelona , 

I  brought  Mark- Antony  upon  his  way. 

Fbi.  Mark- Antony  ? 

Fed.  Who  is  turn’d  Soldier, 

And  entertain’d  in  the  new  Regiment 
For  Naples , 

Fbi .  Is  it  pofiible  ? 

Ted.  I  a  fibre  you. 

Fbi.  And  put  they  in  at  Barcelona ? 

Ted.  So 

One  of  the  Matters  told  me. 

Fbi.  Which  way  go  y^u,  Sir? 

Ted.  Home. 

Thi.  And  I  for  Sevil:  Fray  you.  Sir,  fay  not 
That  you  faw  me,  if  you  ttiall  meet  the  Queftian  j 
I  have  feme  little  bufinefs. 

Ted.  Wereitlefs,  Sir, 

It  fhall  not  become  me  to  lofe  the  caution : 

Shall  we  break tatt  together ? 

Fbi  I’ll  come  to  you.  Sir. 

Sitter,  you  hear  this;  1  believe  your  Fortune 
Begins  to  be  propiti  us  to  you:  we  will  hire 
Mules  of  mine  Hoft  here 3  if  we  can,  himfelf 
To  be  our  Guide,  and  ftraight  to  Barcelona. 

This  was  as  happy  News,  as  unexpected. 

Stay  you  ’till  I  rid  him  away. 

Theo.  I  will.  !  Exeunt . 


ACT  II.  SCENE!. 

Enter  Alphonfo  and  a  Servant . 

Alph.  "XT'  Nock  at  the  Door. 

JX.  Ser.  ’  Fis  open.  Sir, 

Alph .  That’s  all  one, 

1  Knock  when  l  bid  you. 

Ser.  Will  not  your  Worfhip  enter? 

Alph .  Willnot  you  learn  more  Manners, Sir,  and  do  that 
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Your  Mafler  bids  ye*,  knock  ye  Knave,  or  I'll  knock 
Such  a  round  Peal  about  your  Pate:  I  enter 
Under  his  Roof,  or  come  to  fay  God  fave  ye 
To  him,  the  Son  of  whofe  bafe  dealings  has  undone  me? 
Knock  louder,  louder  yet:  IT1  darve  and  rot  fir  ft, 

This  open  Air  is  every  Man’s. 

2  Ser.  within.  Come  in,  Sir. 

Enter  two  Servants, 

Alph.  No,  no,  Sir,  I  am  none  of  thefe  Come  in  Sirs, 
None  of  thole  Vidtants>  bid  your  wife  Mader 
Come  out,  1  have  to  talk  unto  him :  go,  Sir. 

2  Ser.  Your  Worihip  may  be  welcome. 

Abb.  Sir,  I  will  not, 

1  come  not  to  be  welcome :  good  my  three  Duckets, 
My  pickl’d  Sprat  a  day,  and  no  Oil  to’t, 

And  once  a  Year  a  Cotten  Coat,  leave  prating, 

And  tell  your  Mader  I  am  here. 

2 1 Ser.  I  will.  Sir. 

This  is  a  drange  old  Man.  [Exit* 

Alfh .  I  welcome  to  him  ? 

I’ll  be  fird  welcome  to  a  Pedhoufe.*  Sirrah 
Let’s  have  your  V alour  now  cas’d  up,  and  quiet, 

When  an  occadon  calls,  ’tis  Wifdom  in  ye, 

A  Servingman’s  Difcretion:  if  you  do  draw. 

Enter  Leonardo,  and  Don  Zanchio,  carried  by  two 

Servants  in  a  Chair, 

Draw  but  according  to  your  Entertainment*, 

Five  Nobles  worth  of  fury. 

Leo.  Signior  Alphonfo, 

1  hope  no  difeontent  from  my  Will  given, 

Has  made  ye  drun  my  Houfe ; 

And  credit  me,  amongd  my  fears  ’tis  greated 
To  minider  Offences. 

Alph .  O  good  Signior 
1  know  ye  for  Italian  breed,  fair  Tongu’d, 

Spare  your  Apologies,  1  care  not  for  ’em. 

As  little  for  your  Love,  Sir  >  I  can  live 
Without  your  knowledge,  eat  mine  own,  and  deep 
Without  dependences,  or  hopes  upGii  ye: 

1  come  to  ask  my  Daughter. 
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Leo.  Gentle  Sir. 

Alfh.  I  am  not  gentle.  Sir,  nor  gentle  will  be, 

’Till  I  have  Jufticc,  my  poor  Child  reftor’d 
Your  caper-cutting  Boy  has  run  away  with  ; 

Young  Signior  fmooth-face,  he  that  takes  up  Wenches 
With  Smiles  and  Tweet  Behaviours,  Songs,  and  Sonnets, 
Your  high  fed  Jennet,  that  no  hedge  can  hold. 

They  fay  you  bred  him  for  a  Stallion. 

Zanch.  Fie  Signior,  therebe  Times, and  terms  of  Honour 
To  argue  thefe  things  in,  deciclements  able 
To  fpeak  ye  noble  Gentlemen,  ways  punctual. 

And  to  the  Life  of  credit,  ye  are  too  rugged. 

Alfh,  I  am  too  tame,  Sir. 

Leo.  Will  ye  hear  but  reafon  ? 

Alfh.  No,  I  will  hear  no  reafon:  I  come  not  hither 
To  be  popt  off  with  reafon*,  reafon  then. 

Zanch.  Why  Signior,  in  all  things  there  muft  be  method. 
Ye  choak  the  Child  of  Honour  elfe,  Difcreticn. 

Do  you  conceive  an  Injury  ? 

Alfh .  W  h  at  t  hen,  Sir? 

Zanch.  Then  follow  it  in  fair  terms,  let  your  Sword  bite 
When  time  calls,  not  your  Tongue. 

Alfh.  I  know,  Sir, 

Both  when  and  what  to  do  without  Diredh’ons, 

And  where,  and  how,  I  come  not  to  be  tutor’d. 

My  caufe  is  no  Man’s  but  mine  own:  you  Signior, 

Will  ye  reftore  my  Daughter? 

Leo .  Who  detains  her  ? 

Alfh.  No  more  of  thefe  flight  drifts. 

Leo.  Ye  urge  me,  Signior, 

With  frrange  injuitice,  becaufe  my  Son  has  err’d 
Zanch.  Mark  him. 

Leo ,  Out  of  the  heat  of  Youth,  does’t  follow 
I  rnufc  be  Father  of  his  Crimes. 


Alfh.  1  fay  ftili. 

Leave  off'  your  Rhetorick,  and  reftore  my  Daughter, 
And  fudden! y  ^  bring  in  your  Rebel  too, 
Mountdragon,  he  that  mounts  without  Commiffion, 
That  I  may  fee  him  punifhed,  and  feverely, 

Or  by  that  Holy  Heav’n  1 11  fire  your  Houfe3 
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And  there’s  my  way  of  Honour. 

Zanch,  Pray  give  me  leave  j 
Was  not  Man  made  the  nobleft  Creature  ? 

Alph.  Well  Sir. 

Zanch ,  Should  not  his  Mind  thenanfwcr  to  his  Making, 
And  to  his  Mind  his  Aftions?  If  this  ought  to  be, 

Why  do  we  run  a  b  ind  way  from  our  Worths, 

And  cancel  our  Difcretirns,  doing  thofe  things 
To  cure  Offences,  are  the  mo  ft  Offences? 

We  have  Rules  of  Juiiice  in  us,  to  thofe  Rules 
Let  us  apply  our  Angers:  You  can  confider 
The  want  in  others  of  thefe  terminations. 

And  how  unfurmfh’d  they  appear. 

Alph .  Hang  others, 

And  where  the  Wrongs  are  open,  hang  Refpedls, 

I  come  not  to  confider. , 

Leo.  Noble  Sir, 


Let  us  argue  cooly,  and  confider  like  Men. 

Alph .  Like  Men! 

Leo.  Ye  are  too  Hidden  frill. 

Alph.  Like  Men,  Sir  ? 

Zanch.  It  is  fair  Language,  and  all y ’d  to  Honour. 
Alph.  W  by,  what  ftrange  Beall  would  your  grave  Reve- 
Make  me  appear?  like  Men  !  frcncc 

Zanch.  Tafte  hut  that  point,  Sir, 

And  ye  recover  all. 

Alph.  I  tell  thy  Wifdom 
4  am  as  much  a  Man,  and  as  good  a  Man. 

Leo.  All  this  is  granted,  Sir. 

Alph.  As  wife  a.  Man. 

‘Zanch.  Ye  are  not  tainted  that  way. 

Alph.  And  a  Man 

Dares  make  thee  no  Man*,  or  at  beft,  a  bafe  Man. 

Zanch.  Fie,  fie,  here  wants  much  Carriage. 

Alph.  Hang  much  Carriage. 

Leo.  Give  me  good  Language. 

Alph .  Sirrah  Signior,  give  me  my  Daughter. 

Leo.  I  am  as  gentle  as  your  felf,  as  free  Born. 

Zanch .  Obferve  his  way. 

Leo.  As  much  refpret  ow’d  to  me, 

Zanch .  This  hangs  together  nobly.  Leo . 

L-J  O  J 
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Leo .  And  for  Civil, 

A  great  deal  more,  it  feems :  Go  look  your  Daughter. 
Zanch .  There  ye  were  well  off,  Signior. 

Leo .  That  rough  Tongue 
You  underftand  at  firft;  You  never  think,  Sir, 

Out  of  your  Mightinefs,  of  my  Lofs;  here  I  ffand 
A  patient  Anvil,  to  your  burning  Angers, 

Made  SubjcS:  to  your  Dangers;  yet  my  Lofs  equal: 
Who  fhall bring  home  my  Son? 

Alph.  A  whipping  Beadle. 

Leo.  Why,  is  your  Daughter  whcrifh? 

Alph.  Ha,  thou  dar’ff  not} 

By  Heav’n  I  know  thou  dar’il  not. 

Leo .  I  dare  more,  Sir, 

If  you  dare  be  uncivil. 

Alph.  Laugh  too,  Pidgeon. 

Lunch.  A  fitter  time  for  Fame’s  fake  ;  two  weakNurfes 

Would  laugh  at  this,  are  there  no  more  Days  coming. 

No  Ground  but  this  to  argue  on?  No  Swords  left. 

Nor  Friends  to  carry  this,  but  your  own  Furies  ? 

Alas!  it  fhows  too  weakly. 

* 

Alph.  Let  it  fhow, 

I  come  not  here  for  Shews ;  Laugh  at  me.  Sirrah  ? 

I’ll  give  ye  Caufe  to  laugh. 

Leo.  Ye  are  as  like.  Sir, 

As  any  Man  in  Spuin . 

Alph .  By  Heav’n,  I  will, 

I  will,  brave  Leonardo . 

Leo.  Brave  Alphonfo , 

I  will  expedfc  it  then. 

Zanch .  Hold  ye  there  both, 

Thefe  Terms  are  noble. 

Alph.  Ye  fhall  hear  fhortly  from  me. 

Zanch.  Now  difcreetly. 

Alph.  Affure  your  felf  ye  fhall :  Do  ye  fee  this  Sword 
He  has  not  caft  his  Teeth  yet.  (Sir 

Zanch.  Rarely  carried. 

Alph .  He  bites  deep,  moft  Times  mortal :  Signior, 
I’ll  hound  him  at  thee  fair  and  home. 

Zanch .  Still  nobly. 

Alph , 
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Alph.  And  at  all  thofe  that  dare  maintain  ye. 

Zanch.  Excellent,  ftam 

Leo.  How  you  ihall  pleafe,  Sir,  fo  it  be  fair,  though  cer- 
I  had  rather  give  you  Reafon. 

Zanch.  Fairly  urg’d  to. 

Alph.  This  is  no  Age  or  Reafon  3  prick  your  Reafon 
Upon  your  Sword’s  point. 

Zanch.  Admirably  follow’d. 

j 

Alph.  And  there  I’ll  hear  it :  fo  ’till  1  pleafe, live^Sir.  [Ex° 

Leo .  And  fo  farewel,  you’re  welcome.- 

Zanch.  The  end  crowns  all  things. 

Signior,  fome  little  bufinefs  pall,  this  caufe  I’ll  argue 
And  be  a  Peace  between  ye,  il’t  fo  pleafe  ye. 

And  by  the  lquare  of  Honour  to  the  utmofl. 

1  feel  the  old  Man’s  mafter’d  by  much  Pafhon, 

And  too  high  rack’d,  which  makes  him  overfhoot  all 

His  Valour  fhould  dire£t  at,  and  hurt  thofe 

That  fland  but  by  as  blenchers:,  this  he  mull  know  too. 

As  neceffary  to  his  Judgment,  doting  Women 

Are  neither  fafe  nor  wife  Adventurers:,  conceive  me, 

If  once  their  Will  have  wander’d  5  nor  is’t  then 
A  time  to  ufe  our  Rages.*  for  why  fhould  I 
Bite  at  the  Stone,  when  he  that  throws  it  wrongs  me? 
Do  not  we  know  that  Women  are  moft  Wooers, 
Though  clofeft  in  their  Carriage  ?  Do  not  all  Men  know, 
Scarce  all  the  compafs  of  the  Globe  can  hold  ’em, 

If  their  Affections  be  afoot?  fhall  I  then  covet 
The  Follies  of  a  She-fool,  that  by  Nature 
Muff  feek  her  like,  by  reafon,  be  a  Woman, 

Sink  a  tall  Ship,  becaufe  the  Sails  defie  me? 

No,  I  difdain  that  Folly  *  he  that  ventures 
Whilft  they  are  fit  to  put  him  on,  has  found  out 
The  everjafting  motion  in  his  Scabbard. 

I  doubt  not  to  make  Peace  j  and  fo  for  this  time 
My  bdf  Love  and  Remembrance. 

Leo ,  Your  poor  Servant.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Diego,  Philippo,  and  Theodofia, 

Phi.  Where  will  our  Horfes  meet  us? 

Die, 
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Die,  Fear  not  you,  Sir, 

Some  half  Mile  hence  my  Wo-rfhip’s  Man  will  hay  us: 
How  is  it  with  my  young  Bloods?  come.,  be  jovial, 
Let’s  travel  like  a  merry  Flock  of  wild  Geefe, 

Every  Tongue  talking. 

Phi.  We  are  very  merry  ; 

But  do  you  know  this  way.  Sir  ? 

Theo.  Is’t  not  dangerous  ? 

Methinks  thefe  woody  I  Tickets  fhould  harbour  Knaves, 
Die.  1  fear  none  but  fair  W enches;  thofe  are  Thieves* 
May  quickly  rob  me  of  my  good  Conditions, 

If  they  cry  hand  once:  But  the  bell  is,  Signiors, 

They  cannot  bind  my  Hands ;  for  any  elfe. 

They  meet  an  equal  Knave,  and  there’s  my  Fafport. 

I  have  feen  fine  Sport  in  this  place:  Had  thefe  Trees 
Tongues,  ft  hough. 

They  would  tell  ye  pretty  Matters :  Do  not  you  fear. 
They  are  not  every  Days  Delights. 

Thi.  What  Sport,  Sr? 

Die.  Why,  to  lay  true,  the  Sport  of  all  Sports. 

Phi.  What  wash? 

Die,  Such  turning  up  of  Taffataes;  and.  you  know 
To  what  rare  whi filing  Tunes  they  go,  fir  beyond 
A  foft  Wind  in  the  Shrouds;  fuch  hand  there. 

And  down  i’th5  other  Place:  Such  Supplications 
And  Sub-diviflons  for  thofe  Toys  their  Honours, 

One,  as  ye  are  a  Gentleman,  in  this  Bufh  > 

And  oh,  fweet  Sir,  what  mean  ye  ?  There’s  a  Bracelet, 
And  ufe  me,  1  befeech  ye,  like  a  Woman, 

And  her  Petition’s  heard  :  Another  fcratches,  '  (tain 
And  cries  ihe  will  die  firfl,  and  then  fwounds;  butcer- 
She  is  brought  to  Life  again,  and  does  well  after. 
Another,  lave  mine  Honour,  Oh  mine  Honour. 

My  Husband  ferves  the  Duke,  Sir,  in  his  Kitchen, 

I  have  a  cold  Pye  for  ye ;  fie,  fie,  fie,  Gentlemen, 
Will  nothing  fat  is  fie,  where’s  my  Husband? 

Another  cries,  do  ye  fee.  Sir,  how  they  ufe  me. 

Is  there  no  Law  for  thefe  things? 

Theo.  And,  p-ood  mine  HofL 
Do  you  call  thefe  fine  Sports  f 

Die.  What  fhould  1  call  ’em.  They 
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They  have  been  fo  call’d  thefe  thoufand  Years  and  up- 
Phi.  But  what  becomes  o’ch*  Men  ?  Awards. 

Die.  They’re  dript  and  bound, 

Like  fo  many  Adams ,  with  Fig-Leaves  afore  ’em, 
And  there’s  their  Innocence. 

Theo.  Would  we  had  known  this. 

Before  we  reach t  this  Place. 

Phi.  Come,  there’s  no  Danger, 

Thefe  are  but  fometimes  Chances. 

Enter  Bailiff. 

Die.  Now  we  mud  through. 

Theo.  Who’s  that  ? 

Die.  Stand  to  it  Signiors. 

Phi.  No  it  needs  not. 

I  know  the  Face,  ’tis  honed. 

Bail.  What  mine  Hod, 

Mine  everlading  honed  Hod  ? 

Die.  Mafs  Baily: 

Now  in  the  Name  of  an  ill  Reckoning, 

What  make  you  walking  this  round? 

Bail.  A - of  this  round, 

And  ofallBufinefs  too, through  Woods, and  Rafeals, 
They  have  rounded  me  away  a  dozen  Duckets, 

Befides  a  fair  round  Cloak  :  Some  of  ’em  knew  me, 

Elfe  they  had  cafed  me  like  a  Gunny  too, 

As  they  have  done  the  red,  and  I  think  loaded  me, 

For  they  began  to  bade  me  foundly :  My  young  Signiors, 
You  may  thank  Heav’n,  and  heartily,  and  hourly. 

You  fet  not  out  fo  early  j  ye  had  been  fmoak’d  elfe, 

By  this  true  Hand  ye  had,  Sirs,  .finely  fmoak’d, 

Had  ye  been  W omen,  fmockt  too. 

Theo.  Heav’n  defend  us. 

Bail.  Nay,  that  had  been  no  Prayer  ;  there  were  thofe 
That  run  that  Prayer  out  of  Breath,  yet  fail’d  too. 

There  was  a  Friar,  now  ye  talk  of  Prayer, 

With  a  huge  Bunch  of  Beads,  like  a  Rope  of  Onions, 

I  am  dire  as  big,  that  out  of  Fear  and  Prayer, 

In  half  an  Hour,  wore  ’em  as  finall  as  Bugles, 

Yet  he  was  dead  too. 

Phi.  At  what  Hour  was  this? 

Bail . 
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Bail.  Some  two  hours  fince. 

Theo.  Do  you  think  the  Paflage  fure  now  ? 

Bail .  Yes,  a  Rope  take  ’em,  as  it  will,  and  blefs’em. 
They  have  done  for  this  Day  fure. 

Phi.  Are  many  rifled  ? 

Bail.  At  the  leaft  a  dozen, 

And  there  left  bound. 

Theo.  How  came  you  free  ? 

Bail.  A  Courtefle 

They  ufe  out  of  their  Roguefhips,  to  bequeath 
To  one,  that  when  they  give  a  flgn  from  far 
Which  is  from  out  of  Danger  j  he  may  prefently 
Releafe  the  reft  as  I  met  you,  I  was  going. 

Having  the  flgn  from  yonder  Hill  to  do  it, 

Theo .  Alas  poor  Men. 

Phi.  Mine  Hoft,  pray  go  untie  ’em. 

Die.  Let  me.  alone  for  Cancelling,  where  are  they  ? 

Bail.  In  everyBufh,  like  black  Birds,  you  cannot  mifs’em* 

Die.  1  need  not  ftalk  unto  ’em.  \_Exit. 

Bail.  No,  they’ll  ftand  ye, 

My  bufleLife  for  yours,  Sir:  You  would  wonder 
To  fee  the  feveral  Tricks  and  ftrange  Behaviours 
Of  the  poor  Rafcals  in  their  Miferies, 

One  weeps,  another  laughs  at  him  for  weeping, 

A  third  is  monftrous  angry  he  can  laugh, 

And  cries,  go  too,  this  is  no  time  $  he  laughs  ftill  $ 

A  fourth  exhorts  to  Patience,  him  a  fifth  Man 
Curfes  for  tamenefs  >  him  a  Friar  fchools, 

All  hoot  the  Friar,  here  one  fings  a  Ballad, 

And  there  a  little  Curate  confutes  him, 

And  in  this  Linfey-woolfey  way,  that  would  make  a  Dog 
Forget  his  Dinner,  or  an  o7d  Man  fire, 

They  rub  out  for  their  Ranfoms:  Amongft  the  reft, 
There  is  a  little  Boy  robb’d,  a  fine  Child, 

It  feems  a  Page:  I  mu  ft  confefs  my  pity 
( As  ’tis  a  hard  thing  in  a  Man  of  my  place 
To  fhew  CompaffionJ  ftir’d  at  him,  fo  finely 
And  without  Noife  he  carries  his  Affliftions, 

And  looks  as  if  he  had  but  dreamt  of  lofing. 
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Enter  Hofi  and  Leocadia,  and  others  as  rolb'd . 

This  Boy’s  the  glory  of  this  Robbery, 

The  reft  but  fhame  the  Action  7  now  ye  may  hear  ’em. 

Hofi. ComeLads,  5tisHoly-day  3  hang  Cloaths,kis  hot* 
And  fweating  Agues  are  abroad. 

1 .  It  fcems  io  3 

For  we  have  met  with  rare  Phyficians 
To  cure  us  of  that  Malady. 

Hofi.  Fine  footing, 

Light  and  deliver  ;  now  my  Boys:  Matter  Friar, 

How  docs  your  Holinefs,  bear  up  Man  3  what 
A  cup  of  neat  Sack  now  and  a  Toaft:  Ha,  Friar, 

A  warm  plaifter  to  your  Belly,  Father, 

There  were  a  Bleftmg  now. 

Friar.  Ye  fay  your  Mind,  Sir. 

Hofi.  Where  my  fine  Boy,  my  Pointer. 

Bail.  There’s  the  wonder.  flow 

Hofi .  A  rank  Whore  fcratch  their  Sides  till  the  Pox  fol- 
For  robbing  thee,  thou  haft  a  thou fand  ways 
To  rob  thy  ft  If  Boy,  Dice,  and  a  Chamber-Devil. 

Leo .  Ye  are  deceiv’d.  Sir. 

Hofi.  And  thy  Matter  too,  Boy. 

Phi.  A  fweet-fac’d  Boy  indeed  5  what  P^ogues  were  thefe? 
What  barbarous,  brutifh  Slaves  to  ftrip  this  Beauty? 

Theo.  Come  hither  my  Boy :  Alas !  he’s  cold  3  mine  Hoft, 
We  nuift  intreat  your  Cloak. 

Hofi.  Can  ye  intreat  it. 

Phi.  We  do  prefume  fo  much,  you  have  other  Garments* 
Hofi.  Will  you  intreat  thole  too? 

Theo.  Your  Mule  mult  too, 

To  the  next  Town,  you  lay  ’tis  near  3  in  pity  ,r 
You  cannot  fee  this  poor  Boy  perifh. 

I  know  ye  have  a  better  Soul,  we’ll  fatisfie  ye.  (if, 
Hofi.  3Tisa  ftrange  foolifh  trick  I  have,  but  1  cannot  help 
I  am  ever  cozen’d  with  mine  own  Commendations 3 
It  is  determin’d  then  I  ihall  be  robb’d  too. 

To  make  up  vantage  to  his  dozen  3  here  Sir, 

Heav’n  has  provided  ye  a  limple  Garment 

To  fet  ye  oft,  pray  keep  it  handfomer 

Than  you  kept  your  own  7  and  let  me  have  it  render’d, 

Bmfti’d- 
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BruftiM  and  difcreetly  folded, 

Leo .  I  thank  ye,  Sir, 

Who  wants  a  Doublet? 

2.  L 

Hofl.  Where  will  you  have  it? 

2.  From  you  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 

Hofl .  Oh,  there’s  the  point,  Sir. 

Thi .  My  honed;  Friends,  I  am  forty  for  your  Fortunes, 
But  that’s  but  poor  Relief}  here  are  ten  Duckets, 

And  to  your  Diftribution,  holy  Sir, 

I  render  ’em,  and  let  it  be  your  care 

To  fee  ’em,  as  your  wants  are,  well  divided. 

Hofl ,  Plain  dealing  now  my  Friends,  and  Father  Friar, 
Set  me  the  Saddle  right}  no  wringing,  Friar, 

Nor  Tithing  to  the  Church,  thefe  are  no  Duties 5 
Scour  me  your  Confcience,  if  the  Devil  tempt  ye 
Off  with  your  Cord,  and  fwinge  him. 

Friar.  Ye  fay  well,  Sir. 

AIL  Heav’n  keep  your  Goodnefs. 

Theo.  Peace  keep  you,  farewel  Friends. 

Hofl.  Farewel  Light- Horfe-mcn.  [Ex.  therob'd . 

Thi.  Which  way  Travel  you.  Sir. 

Bail.  To  the  next  Town. 

Theo .  Do  you  want  any  thing? 

Bail.  Only  Difcretion  to  travel  at  good  Hours, 

And  fome  warm  Meat  to  moderate  this  matter. 

For  I  am  moft  outragi  us  cruel  hungry. 

Hofl.  I  have  a  Stomach  too,  fuch  as  it  is, 

Would  pofearight  good  Pafty,  I  th  ink  Heav’n  for’t. 

B^i/.Cheefe,  that  would  break  theTeerh  of  a  newHand- 
I  could  endure  now  like  an  O finch,  or  fait  Beef,  (Taw, 
That  Cajar  left  in  Pickel. 

Phi.  Take  no  care, 

We’ll  have  Meat  for  you,  and  enough;  Pth’  mean  time 
Keep  you  the  Rorfe  way,  leilthe  Fellow  mifs  us, 

We’ll  meet  ye  at  the  end  o  th’  Wood. 

Hofl.  Make  hafte  then.  [Ex.  Hofl  and  Bail t 

Theo.  My  pretty  Sir,  till  your  Neceffities 
Be  full  fupplied,  fo  pleafe  you  truft  our  Friendlhips, 

We  mull  not  part. 

Lea. 
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Leo.  Ye  have  pull’d  a  Charge  upon  ye, 

Yet  fuch  a  one  as  ever  fhall  be  thankful. 

Phi.  Ye  have  laid  enough,  may  I  be  bold  to  ask  ye, 
What  Province  you  were  bred  in  ?  And  of  what  Parents  ? 

Leo.  Ye  may  Sir :  I  was  Born  in  Andalmia , 

My  Name  Francifco ,  Son  to  Don  Henriques 
De  Cardinas. 

Theo.  Our  noble  Neighbour. 

Phi.  Son  to  Don  Henriques? 

I  know  the  Gentleman :  And  by  your  leave,  Sir, 

I  know  he  has  no  Son. 

Leo.  None  of  his  own  Sir, 

Which  makes  him  put  that  right  upon  his  Brother 
Don  Zanchio's  Children  :  One  of  which  I  am, 

And  therefore  do  not  much  err. 

Phi.  Still  ye  do,  Sir, 

For  neither  has  Don  Zanchio  any  Son  ; 

A  Daughter,  and  a  rare  one,  is  his  Heir, 

Which  though  I  never  was  fo  bled  to  fee, 

Yet  I  have  heard  great  good  of. 

Theo.  Urge  no  further, 

He  is  afhamed,  and  blulhes. 

Phi.  Sir, 

If  it  might  import  you  to  conceal  your  felf, 

I  ask  your  Mercy,  1  have  been  fo  curious. 

Leo.  Alas !  1  mull  ask  yours  Sir,  for  thefe  Lies, 

Yet  they  were  ufeful  ones;  for  by  the  claiming 
Such  noble  Parents,  1  believ’d  your  bounties  (men, 
Would  fhew  more  gracious:  The  plain  Truth  is,  Gentle- 
1  am  Don  Zambia's  Steward's  Son,  a  wild  Boy, 

That  for  the  Fruits  of  his  unhappinefs 
Is  feign  to  feek  the  Wars. 

Theo.  This  is  a  lie  too. 

If  I  have  any  Ears. 

Phi.  Why  ? 

Theo.  Mark  his  Language, 

And  ye  fhall  find  it  of  too  fweet  a  reliili 
For  one  of  fuch  a  breed  :  I’ll  pawn  my  Hand, 

This  is  no  Boy. 

Phi.  No  Boy  ?  What  would  you  have  him? 

Theo , 


x  3  7  5 


Loves  Pilgrimage . 

TJW.  I  know  no  Boy  .*  I  watcht  how  fearfully, 

And  yet  how  fuddenly  he  cur’d  his  Les, 

The  right  Wit  of  a  Woman}  now  I  am  lure. 

Phi.  What  are  ye  fu re? 

Theo.  That  ’tis  no  Boy :  I’ll  burn  in’t. 

Phi.  N  ow  I  coniider  better,  and  take  Council, 
Methinks  he  ihows  more  fweetnefs  in  that  Face, 

Than  his  fears  dare  deliver. 

Theo.  No  more  talk  on’t, 

There  hangs  fome  great  weight  by  it  j  foon  at  Night 
HI  tell  ye  more. 

Phi.  Come,  Sir,  whate’er  you  are, 

With  us,  embrace  your  liberty,  and  our  helps 
In  any  need  you  have. 

Leo.  All  my  poor  Service 
Shall  be  at  your  Command,  Sir,  and  my  Prayers. 

Phi.  Let’s  walk  apace*,  Hunger  will  cut  their  Throats 
die.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Rodorigo,  Marc  Antonio,  and  a  Ship-mafter9 

two  Chairs  fet  out . 

Rod.  Call  up  the  Mailer. 

Maji.  Here,  Sir. 

Rod.  Honed:  Mailer, 

Give  order  all  the  Gallies  with  this  Tide 
Fall  round,  and  near  upon  us  *,  that  the  next  wind 
We  may  weigh  off  together,  and  recover 
The  Port  of  Barcelona ,  without  parting. 

Mafi.  Your  Pleafure’s  done.  Sir.  [Exit, 

Rod.  Signior  Marc  Antonio , 

9Till  Meat  be  ready,  let’s  fit  here,  and  prepare 
Our  Stomachs  with  Difcourfes. 

Marc.  What  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Rod.  Pray  ye  anfwer  me  to  this  doubt. 

Marc.  If  I  can,  Sir.  (dren. 

Rod.  Why  fhould  fuch  Plants  as  you  are,Pleafure’s  Chil- 
That  owe  their  blufhing  Years  to  gentle  Obje6fe, 
Tenderly  bred,  and  brought  up  in  all  fulnefs, 

Defire  the  ilubborn  Wars? 

Vol.  V.  H 
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Marc ,  In  thofe  ’tis  wonder, 

That  make  their  Eafe  their  God,  and  not  their  Honour: 
But  noble  General,  my  end  is  other, 

Defire  of  Knowledge,  Sir,  and  hope  of  tying 
Difcretion  to  my  time,  which  only  fhews  me, 

And  not  my  Years,  a  Man,  and  makes  that  more, 
Which  we  call  handfome,  the  reft  is  but  Boys  Beauty, 
And  with  the  Boy  confum’d. 

Rod.  Ye  argue  well,  Sir. 

Marc.  N or  do  I  wear  my  Youth,  as  they  wear  Breeches* 
For  objedt,  but  for  ufe*  my  Strength  for  Danger, 
Which  is  the  liberal  part  of  Man,  not  Dalliance: 

The  Wars  muff  be  my  Miftrefs,  Sir. 

Rod.  Oh  Signior, 

You’ll  find  her  a  rough  Wench. 

Marc .  When  file  is  won  once, 

She’ll  fhow  the  fweeter,  Sir. 

Rod.  You  can  be  pleas’d  though, 

Sometimes  to  take  a  tamer? 

Marc.  3 Tis  a  truth,  Sir, 

So  file  be  handfome,  and  not  ill  condition’d. 

Rod.  A  Soldier  fiiould  not  be  fo  curious. 

Marc.  I  can  make  fiiift  with  any  for  a  heat,  Sir. 

Rod.  Nay,  there  you  wrong  your  Youth  too }  and  how- 
ever 

Y ou  are  pleas’d  to  appear  to  me, which  fhews  well, Signior, 
A  tougher  Soul  than  your  few  Years  can  tefiifie; 

Yet,  my  young  Sir,  out  of  mine  own  experience 
W  hen  my  Spring  was,  I  am  able  to  confute  ye, 

And  fay,  y’had  rather  come  to  th’fhock  of  Eyes, 

And  boldly  march  up  to  your  Miftrefs  Mouth, 

Then  to  the  Cannons. 

Marc.  That’s  as  their  lading  is,  Sir. 

Rod.  There  be  Trenches 


Fitter  and  warmer  for  your  Years,  and  fafer. 

Than  where  the  Bullet  plays. 

Marc .  There’s  it  I  doubt,  Sir. 

Rod .  You’ll  eafily  find  that  faith :  But  come,  be  liberal 
What  kind  of  Woman  could  you  make  beft  Wars  with 
Marc.  They  are  all  but  heavy  marches, 

Rod.  Fie,  Marc  Antonio: 
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Beauty  in  no  more  Reverence  ? 

Marc .  In  the  Sex,  Sir, 

I  Honour  it,  and  next  to  Honour,  love  it, 

For  there  is  only  Beauty  %  and  that  fweetnefs 
That  was  firft:  meant  for  Modefty;  fever  it 
And  put  it  in  one  Woman,  it  appears  not, 

’Tis  of  too  rare  a  Nature,  fhe  too  grofs 
To  mingle  with  it. 

Rod.  This  is  a  meet  Herefie. 

Marc .  Which  makes  ’em  ever  mending  y  for  thatglofs 
That  cozens  us  for  Beauty,  is  but  Bravery, 

An  outward  fhew  of  things  well  fet,  no  more: 

For  heav’nly  Beauty,  is  as  Heav’n  it  felf,  Sir, 

Too  excellent  for  Object,  and  what  is  feen 
Is  but  the  Vail  then,  airy  Clouds  5  grant  this 
It  may  be  feen,  ’tis  but  like  Stars  in  twinklings. 

Rod.  ’Twas  no  fmall  iludy  in  their  Libraries 
Brought  you  to  this  Experience :  But  what  think  ye 
Of  that  fair  red  and  white,  which  we  call  Beauty  F 

Marc.  Why?  ’tis  our  Creature,  Sir,  we  give  it ’em, 
Becaufe  we  like  thofe  colours,  elfe  ’tis  certain 
A  blue  Face  with  a  motley  Nofe  would  do  it  2 
A  nd  be  as  great  a  Beauty,  fo  we  lov’d  it  j 
That  we  cannot  give,  which  is  only  Beaut y* 

Is  a  fair  Mind. 

Rod .  By  this  Rule,  all  our  choices 
Are  to  no  ends. 

Marc.  Except  the  dull  end,  doing. 

Rod.  Then  all  to  youfeem  equal? 

Marc.  Very  true.  Sir, 

And  that  makes  equal  dealing  I  love  any 
That’s  worth  Love. 

Rod.  How  long  love  ye,  Signior  ? 

Marc.  ’Till  I  have  other  hufinefs. 

Rod.  Do  you  never 
Love  ftedfaftly  one  Woman  ? 

Marc .  ’Tis  a  Toil,  Sir, 

Like  riding  in  one  Road  perpetually, 

It  offers  no  variety. 

Rod .  Right  Youth, 
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He  in uf{:  needs  make  a  Soldiery  nor  do  you  think 
One  Woman  can  love  one  Man? 

Marc .  Yes,  that  may  be, 

Though  it  appear  not  often  *  they  are  things  ignorant, 
And  therefore  apted  to  that  Superftition 
Of  doting  fondnefs*  yet  of  late  Years,  Signior, 

That  W  or  id  s  well  mended  with  ’em,  fewer  are  found  now 
That  love  at  length,  and  to  the  right  mark,  all 
Stir  now  as  the  time  ftirs  j  Fame  and  Faihion 
Are  ends  they  aim  at  now,  and  to  make  that  love 
That  wifer  Ages  held  Ambition  .* 

They  that  cannot  reach  this  may  love  by  Index  $ 

By  every  day’s  furveying  who  beft  promifes, 

Who  has  done  beft,  who  may  do,  and  who  mended 
May  come  to  do  again ;  who  appears  neateft 
Either  in  new  ftampt  Clothes,  or  courteftes,  f things 

Done  but  from  Hand  to  Mouth  neither  *,  nor  love  they  thefe 
Longer  than  new  are  making,  nor  that  Succeftion 
Beyond  the  next  fair  Fenther:  Take  the  City, 

There  they  go  to’t  by  Gold  weight,  no  gain  from  ’em. 
All  they  can  work  by  Fire  and  Water  to  ’em, 

Profit  is  all  they  point  at  if  there  be  Love, 

5Tis  fhew’d  ye  by  fo  dark  a  Light,  to  bear  out 
The  bracks  and  old  ftains  in  it,  that  ye  may  purchafe 
French  Velvet  better  cheap  all  loves  are  endlefs. 

Rod.  Faith,  ifyou  have  a  Miftrefs,  would  fhe  heard  you. 

MarcdT  were  but  the  venturing  of  my  Place,  or  {wearing 
I  meant  it  but  for  Argument,  as  Schoolmen 
Difpute  high  Queftions. 

Rod.  What  a  World  is  this. 

When  young  Men  dare  determine  what  thofe  are, 

Age  the  beft  Experience  ne’er  could  aim  at.  (Tigger, 

Marc.  They  were  thick-ey’d  then,  Sir  $  now  the  Print  is 
And  they  may  read  their  Fortunes  without  Spectacles. 

Rod.  Did  you  ne’er  love? 

Marc.  Faith  yes,  once  after  Supper, 

And  the  fit  held  ’till  Midnight. 

Rod.  Hot,  or  fhaking  ? 

Marc.  To  fay  true,  both. 

Rod.  How  did  ye  rid  it  ? 
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Marc.  Thus*  Sir, 

I  laid  my  Hand  upon  my  Heart,  and  bleft  me, 

And  then  laid  over  certain  Charms  I  had  learn’d 
Again!!  mad  Dogs,  for  Love  and  they  are  all  one  % 

Lai!  thought  upon  a  Wind  mil,  and  fo  flept. 

And  was  well  ever  after. 

Rod .  A  rare  Phyfician, 

What  would  your  Practice  gain  ye  ? 

Marc.  The  Wars  ended, 

I  mean  to  ufe  my  Art,  and  have  thefe  Fools 
Cut  in  the  Head  like  Cats,  to  fave  the  Kingdom 
Another  Inquifition. 

Bod .  So  old  a  Soldier 

Out  of  the  Wars,  I  never  knew  yet  praftifed* 

Marc.  I  {hall  mend  every  Day  }  but  noble  General, 
Believe  this,  but  as  this  you  nam’d,  Difcourfes, 

Rod.  Oh  ye  are  a  cunning  Gamefier. 

Marc .  Mirths  and  Toys 
To  cozen  Time  withal}  for  o’ my  Troth,  Sir, 

I  can  Love,  I  think,  well  too,  well  enough  * 

And  think  as  well  of  Women  as  they  are, 

Pretty  fantaflick  things,  fome  more  regardful. 

And  fome  few  worth  a  Service:  J  am  fo  honelt, 

I  wifh  ’em  all  in  Heav’n,  and  you  know  how  hard,  Sir, 
’Twill  be  to  get  in  there  with  their  great  Farthingals. 

Rod.  Well  Marc  Antonio ,  1  would  not  lofe  thy  Company 
For  the  bell  Galley  I  command. 

Marc.  Faith  General, 

If  thefe  Difcourfes  pleale  ye,  I  fhall  fit  ye 

Once  every  Day.  [Knock  within. 

Rod .  Thou  canll  not  pleafe  me  better;  hark,  they  cal} 
Below  to  Dinner;  ye  are  my  Cabbin  Gudl, 

My  Bofom’s,  fo  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Marc .  Your  poor  Servant?  [Exeunt 9 


SCENE  IV. 


Enter  fecond  Hoji ,  and  his  Wife . 

Hoftu  Let  ’em  have  Meat  enough  Woman,  half  a  Hen  ? 
There  be  old  rotten  Pilchards,  put  ?em  off  too* 

1 f  n  i  ' ' "  '  ■  mi 
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’Tis  but  a  little  new  anointing  of  ’em, 

And  a  drong  Onion,  that  confounds  the  ft-ink. 

Hoflefs.  They  call  for  more.  Sir.  ' 

Hoft .  Knock  a  dozen  Eggs  down, 

But  then  beware  your  Wenches. 

Hoflefs .  More  than  this  too  ?  fup  Wench, 

Hoft.  W orts,  worts,  and  make  ’em  Porridge,  pop  ’em 
But  they  fha!l  pay  for  Cullyfes. 

Hoflefs.  All  this  is  nothing; 

They  call  for  Kid  and  Partridge. 

Hoft.  Well  remembred, 

Where’s  the  Faulconer’s  half  Dog  he  left? 

Hoflefs.  It  flinks.  Sir, 

Pad  all  hope  that  way. 

Hoft.  Run  it  o’er  with  Garlick, 

And  make  a  Roman  Dilh  on’t. 

Hoflefs.  Pray  ye  be  patient, 

And  get  Provision  in;  thefe  are  fine  Gentlemen, 

And  liberal  Gentlemen;  they  have  unde  quare 
No  mangey  Muleters,  nor  pinching  Pofls, 

That  feed  upon  the  parings  of  Musk-melons 
And  Radifhes,  as  big  and  tough  as  Rafters : 

Will  ye  be  {lin  ing  in  this  Bufinefs?  Here’s  your  Brother, 
Mine  old  Hod  of  Offuna ,  as  wife  as  you  are. 

That  is,  as  Knavifh;  if  ye  put  a  trick, 

Take  heed  he  do  not  find  it. 

Hoft.  I’ll  be  wagging. 

Hoflefs.  ST  is  for  your  own  Commodity;  why  Wenches  r 
Ser.  within.  Anon  forfooth.  ( ter  ? 

Hoflefs.  W  ho  makes  a  Fire  there  ?  And  who  gets  in  W a- 
Let  Oliver  go  to  the  J allice,  and  befeech  his  Worfhip 
We  may  have  two  Spits  going ;  and  do  you  hear  Druce , 
Let  him  invite  his  Worfhip,  and  his  Wives  Worfhip, 

To  the  left  Meat  to  Morrow. 

Enter  Bailiff. 

Bail.  Where’s  this  Kitchen? 

Hoflefs .  Even  at  the  next  Door  Signior ;  what,  old  Don  ? 
We  meet  but  feldom. 

Bail.  Prethee  be  patient  Hodefs, 

And  tell  me  where  the  Meat  is. 

Hoft. 
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Hoft.  F  aith  Mailer  Baily, 

How  have  ye  done?  And  how  Man? 

Bail.  Good  fweet  Hoflefs, 

What  fhail  we  have  to  Dinner? 

Hoflefs.  How  does  your  Woman, 

And  a  fine  Woman  (he  is,  and  a  good  Woman  $ 

Lord,  how  you  bear  yoifr  Years  ? 

Bail.  Is’t  Veal  or  Mutton, 

Beef,  Bacon,  Pork,  Kid,  Pheafant,  or  all  thefe. 

And  are  they  ready  all? 

Hojl.  The  hours  that  have  been 
Between  us  two,  the  merry  hours :  Lord ! 

Bail .  Hoflefs, 

Dear  Hoflefs  do  but  hear  5  I  am  hungry.  ♦] 

Hoflefs ,  Ye  are  merrily  difpofed.  Sir. 

Bail.  Monflrous  hungry, 

And  hungry  after  much  Meat,  I  have  brought  hither 
Right  worfhipful  to  pay  the  reckoning, 

Mony  enough  too  with  ’em,  defire  enough 
To  have  the  befl  Meat,  and  of  that  enough  too: 

Come  to  the  point  fweet  Wench,  and  fo  1  kifs  thee. 

Hoflefs.  Ye  fhail  have  any  thing,  and  inflantly. 

E’er  you  can  lick  your  Ears,  Sir. 

Bail.  Portly  Meat, 

Bearing  fubflantiai  fluff,  and  fit  for  Hunger, 

I  do  befeech  jye  Hoflefs  firfl,  then  fome  light  Garnilh9 
Two  Pheafants  in  a  Difli,  if  ye  have  Leverits, 

Rather  for  way  of  Ornament,  than  Appetite, 

They  may  be  look’d  upon,  or  Larks*,  for  Fifb, 

As  there  is  no  great  need,  fo  I  would  not  wifh  ye 
To  ferve  above  four  Difhes,  but  thofe  full  ones ; 

Ye  have  no  Cheefe  of  Parma  ? 

Hoflefs.  Very  old,  Sir. 

Bail .  The  lefc  will  ferve  us,  fome  ten  Pound. 

Hoflefs.  Alas,  Sir, 

We  have  not  half  thefe  Dainties, 

Bail.  Peace  good  Hoflefs, 

And  make  us  hope  ye  have. 

Hoflefs.  Ye  fhail  have  all,  Sir, 

Bail .  That  may  be  got  for  Mony* 

^  ^  ’  Enter 
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Enter  Diego,  and  a  Boy . 

Die.  Where’s  your  Mailer? 

Bring  me  your  Mailer,  Boy;  I  mull  have  Liquor 
Fit  for  the  Mermidons ,  no  dalhing  now,  Child, 
NoConjurings  by  Candle-light,  I  know  all; 

Strike  me  theoldell  Sack,  a  Piece  that  carries 
Point  blank  to  this  place  Boy,  and  batters  >  Hoflefs* 

I  kifs  thy  Hands  through  which  many  around  reckoning 
And  things  of  moment  have  had  motion. 

Hoflefs.  Still  mine  old  Brother. 

Die.  Set  thy  Seller  open, 

For  I  mull  enter,  and  advance  my  Colours  j  ('Duckets, 
I  have  brought  thee  Dons  indeed  Wench,  Dons  with 
And  thofe  Dons  mull  have  dainty  Wine,  ipuve  Bacchus 
That  bleeds  the  life  Blood  \  v/hat,  is  your  cure  ended? 
Bail.  We  lhali  have  Meat,  Man. 

Die.  Then  we  will  have  Wine,  Man, 

And  Wine  upon  Wine,  cut  and  drawn  with  Wine, 
Hoflefs.  Ye  fhall  have  all,  and  more  than  all. 

Bail.  All,  well  then. 

Die.  Away,  about  your  Bufinels,  you  with  her 
For  old  acquaintance  fake,  to  Hay  your  Stomach. 

And  Boy,  be  you  my  Guide,  ad  inferos , 

For  I  will  make  a  full  defcent  in  Equipage. 

[ Exe,  Hoflefs  and  Bailiff . 
Boy.  I’ll  fhew  you  rare  Wine. 

Die.  Stinging  Beer. 

Boy!  Divine,  Sir.  (Boy 

Die.  O  divine  Boy,  march,  march  my  Child,  rare  Wine 
Boy.  As  any  is  in  Spain, Sir. 

Die.  Old,  and  llrong  too. 

Oh  my  fine  Boy,  clear  too? 

Boy.  As  Chrillal  Sir,  and  as  Truth. 

Die.  Away  Boy, 

I  am  enamor’d,  and  I  long  for  Dalliance, 

Stay  no  where  Child,  not  for  thy  Father’s  Bleffing, 

I  charge  thee  not  to  fave  thy  Siller’s  Honour, 

Nor  to  clofe  thy  Dames  Eyes,  were  Ihe  a  Dying 
T  '  we  amve3  and  for  thy  Recompence 


[ Exeunt * 


Love  s  Pilgrimage *> 

I  will  remember  thee  in  my  Will. 

Boy .  Ye  have  faid,  Sir. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Philippo,  and  fecond  Hoji . 

Phi .  TlyCine  HoH,  is  that  Apparel  got  ye  (poke  of? 
JLVjL  Ye  fhall  have  ready  Mony.  # 
z  Hofl .  ’Tis  come  in  Sir,  he  has  it  on  Sir, 

Arid  I  think  ’twill  be  fit,  and  o’  my  Credit 

’Twas  never  worn  but  once  Sir,  and  for  neceffity  * 

Pawn’d  to  the  Man  I  told  ye  of. 

Phi.  Pray  bargain  for  it. 

And  I  will  be  the  Pay-maffer. 
z  Hofl .  I  will.  Sir. 

Phi .  And  let  our  Meat  be  ready  when  you  pleafe, 

I  mean  as  foon. 

2  Hofl.  It  fhall  be  prefently. 

Phi .  How  far  Hands  Barcelona ? 
z  Hofl.  But  two  Leagues  off,  Sir, 

You  may  be  there  by  three  a  Clock, 

Phi.  I  am  glad  on’t.  [Exeunt % 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Theodofia,  and  Leocadia. 

Theo.  Signior  Francifco ,  why  1  draw  you  hither 
To  this  remote  Place  marvel  not,  for  traft  me 
My  Innocence  yet  never  knew  ill  dealing, 

And  as  ye  have  a  noble  Temper,  Hart  not 
Into  Offence,  at  any  thing  my  Knowledge, 

And  for  your  fpecial  good,  would  be  inform’d  of. 

Nor  think  me  vainly  curious. 

Leo.  Worthy  Sir, 

The  courtefies  you  and  your  noble  Brother, 

Even  then  when  few  Men  find  the  way  to  do  ’em, 

I  mean  in  want,  fo  freely  fhowr’d  upon 
Spo  truly,  and  fo  timely  rpjniHer’d, 
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Muft,  if  I  fhould  fufpeft  thofe  Minds  that  made  ’em. 
Either  proclaim  me  an  unworthy  Taker, 

Or  worfe,  a  bafe  Believer :  Speak  your  Mind,  Sir, 
Freely,  and  what  you  pleafe,  I  am  your  Servant. 

Theo.  Then  my  young  Sir, know, fince  ourfirft  Acquain- 
Induc’d  by  Circum fiances  that  deceive  not  (tance. 

To  clear  fome  doubts  I  have*  nay  blufh  not,  Signior, 

I  have  beheld  ye  narrowly:  More  blufhes? 

Sir,  ye  give  me  fo  much  light,  I  find  ye 
A  thing  confciVd  already:  Yet  more  blufhes? 

You  would  ill  cover  an  Offence  might  fink  ye. 

That  cannot  hide  your  felf ;  why  do  ye  fhake  fo? 

1  mean  no  trouble  to  ye  >  this  fair  Hand 
Was  never  made  for  hardnefs,  nor  thofe  Eyes 
fCome  do  not  hide  ’em)  for  rough  Objeftsj  hark  ye. 

Ye  have  betray’d  your  felf,  that  Sigh  confirms  me* 
Another  ?  and  a  third  too?  then  I  fee 
Thefe  Boys  Cloaths  do  but  pinch  ye^  come,  be  liberal, 
Ye  have  found  a  Friend  that  has  found  you,  difguifenot 
That  loaden  Soul  that  labours  to  be  open  : 

Now  you  muft  weep,  I  know  it,  for  I  fee 
Your  Eyes  down  laden  to  the  Lids,  another 
Manifeft  token  that  my  doubts  are  perfect  j 
Yet  1  have  found  a  greater*,  tell  me  this, 

‘Why  were  thefe  holes  left  open,  there  was  an  error, 

A  foul  one,  my  Francifco ,  have  I  caught  ye? 

Oh  pretty  Sir,  the  cuftom  of  our  Country 

Allows  Men  none  in  this  place:  Now  the  fhow’r  comes; 

Leo.  Oh  Signior  Theodoro. 

Theo .  This  forrow  fhows  fo  fweetly, 

J  cannot  chufe  but  keep  it  Company: 

Take  truce  and  fpeak,  Sir:  and  I  charge  your  goodnefi. 
By  all  thofe  perfect  hopes  that  point  at  Virtue, 

By  that  remembrance  thefe  fair  Tears  are  fhed  for. 

If  any  fid  Misfortune  have  thus  form’d  ye. 

That  either  Care  or  Counfel  may  redeem. 

Pain,  Purle,  or  any  thing  within  the  Power 
And  Honour  of  free  Gentlemen,  reveal  it. 

And  have  out  labours. 

Loo.  1  have  found  ye  noble,-. 
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And  ye  fhall  find  me  true;  your  Doubts  are-' certain. 
Nor  dare  I  more  diflemble ;  I  am  a  Woman, 

The  great  example  of  a  wretched  Woman. 

Here  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  fhew  my  Sex  j 
And  now  to  make  ye  know  how  much  your  Credit 
Has  won  upon  my  Soul,  fo  it  pleafe  your  Fatience 
IT1  tell  you  my  unfortunate  fad  Story. 

Theo .  Sit  down  and  fay  on,  Lady. 

Leo.  I  am  born,  Sir, 

Of  good  and  honeft  Parents,  rich,  and  noble. 

And  not  to  lie,  the  Daughter  of  Don  Zanchio , 

If  my  unhappy  Fortune  have  not  loft  me  : 

My  Name  call’d  Leocadia^  even  the  fame 
Your  worthy  Brother  did  the  fpecial  Honour 
To  name  for  beautiful,  and  without  Pride 
I  have  been  often  made  believe  fo,  Signior  * 

But  that’s  impertinent:  Now  to  my  Sorrows  % 

Not  far  from  us  a  Gentleman  of  worth, 

A  Neighbour  and  a  noble  Vifitor, 

Had  his  abode,  who  often  met  my  Father 
In  gentle  fports  of  Chafe,  and  River-Hawking, 

In  Courfe  and  Riding*  and  with  him  often  brought 
A  Son  of  his,  a  young  and  hopeful  Gentleman, 

Nobly  train’d  up,  in  years  fit  for  Affection, 

A  fprightly  Man,  of  Underftanding  excellent, 

Of  fpeech  and  civil  ’haviour  no  lefs  powerful ; 

And  of  all  Parts,  elfe  my  Eyes  lied,  abundant: 

We  grew  acquainted,  and  from  that  acquaintance 
Nearer  into  Affedlion  *  from  Affeffion 
Into  Belief. 

Theo.  Well. 

Leo.  Then  we  durft  kifi. 

Theo.  Go  forward. 

Leo.  But  oh,  Man,  unconftant,  carelefs  Man, 

Oh  fubtle  Man,  how  many  are  thy  mifchiefs; 

Oh  Marc  Antonio ,  I  may  curfe  thofe  Kifles. 

Theo.  What  did  you  call  him.  Lady? 

Leo.  Marc  Antonio , 

The  name  to  me  of  Mifery. 

Theo .  Pray  forward. 
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Itfo.From  thefe  we  bred  Defires,Sir}  butlofemeHeav’n 
If  mine  were  Luftful. 

Then.  I  believe. 

Leo.  This  nearnefs 

Made  him  importunate:  When  to  fave  mine  Honour, 
Love  having  full  pofleffion  of  my  Powers, 

I  got  a  ContraCt  from  him. 

Theo.  Sealed  ? 

Leo.  And  fworn  too  ; 

Which  fince,  for  fome  Offence  Heav’n  laid  upon  me, 

I  loft  amongfl  my  Monies  in  the  Robbery, 

The  lofs  that  makes  me  pooreft  $  this  won  from  him. 
Fool  that  I  was,  and  too  too  credulous, 

I  pointed  him  a  by-way  to  my  Chamber 
The  next  Night  at  an  hour. 

Theo.  Pray  flay  there  Lady  *,  ✓  (ye? 

And  when  the  Night  came,  came  he,  kept  he  touch  with 
Be  not  fo  fhame -fac’d ;  had  you  both  your  Wifhes? 

Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true,  did  he  enjoy  ye, 

Were  ye  in  one  anothers  Arms  abed?  The  ContraCt 
Confirm’d  in  full  joys  there?  Did  he  lye  with  ye? 
Anlwer  to  that  j  ha?  Did  your  Father  know  this. 

The  good  old  Man,  or  Kindred  privy  to’t  ? 

And  had  ye  their  confents  ?  Did  that  Night’s  promife 
Make  ye  a  Mother  ? 

Leo.  Why  do  you  ask  fo  nearly? 

Good  Sir,  do’s  it  concern  you  any  thing? 

Theo.  No,  Lady. 

Only  the  Pity  why  youfhouldbe  ufedfo 
A  little  itirs  me,  but  did  he  keep  his  Promife? 

Leo.  No,  no,  Signior, 

Alas  he  never  came,  nor  never  meant  it. 

My  Love  was  fool’d,  time  number’d  to  no  enda 
My  Expectation  flouted  j  and  guefs  you  Sir, 

What  dor  unto  a  doating  Maid  this  was. 

What  abate  breaking  off? 

Theo .  All’s  well  then  Lady  5 
Go  forward  in  your  Story. 

Leo .  Not  only  fail’d,  Sir, 

Which  is  a  curfe  in  Love,  and  tpay  he  find  it 
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When  his  Affeftions  are  full-wing’d,  and  ready 
To  Hoop  upon  the  Quarry,  then  when  all 
His  full  Hopes  arc  in's  Arms;  not  only  thus.  Sir, 

But  more  injurious,  faithlefs,  treacherous, 

Within  two  Days  Fame  gave  him  far  remov’d 
With  a  new  Love,  which  much  againft  my  Confcience, 
But  more  againd:  my  Caufe,  which  is  my  Hell, 

I  mull  confefs  a  fair  one,  a  right  fair  one, 

Indeed  of  admirable  Sweetnefs,  Daughter 
Unto  another  of  our  noble  Neighbours, 

The  Thief  call’d  Theodofia ,  whofe  Perfections 
I  am  bound  to  ban  for  ever,  curfe  to  Wrinkles, 

As  Heav’n  I  hope  will  make  'em  foon,  and  Aches  $ 

For  they  have  robb’d  me  poor  unhappy  Wench 
Of  all,  of  all  Sir,  all  that  was  my  Glory, 

And  left  me  nothing  but  thefe  Tears,  and  Travel: 

Upon  this  certain  News,  I  quit  my  Father, 

And  if  you  be  not  milder  in  Conltrudtion 
I  fear  mine  Honour  too,  and  like  a  Page 
Stole  to  OJJuna ,  from  that  Place  to  Sevil9 
From  thence  to  Barcelona  I  was  travelling, 

When  you  o’er-took  my  Mifery,  in  hope  to  hear  of 
Gallies  bound  up  for  Italy  j  for  never 
Will  I  leave  off  the  fearch  of  this  bad  Man, 

This  Filcher  of  Aflfe&ions,  this  Love-Pedler  ; 

Nor  {hall  my  Curfes  ceafe  to  blaft  her  Beauties, 

And  make  her  Name  as  wandring  as  her  Nature, 

’Till  {landing  Face  to  Face  before  their  Lulls 
I  call  Heav’ns  Juftice  down. 

Theo.  This  fhows  too  angry, 

Nor  can  it  be  her  Fault  fhe  is  belov’d, 

If  I  give  Meat,  mull  they  that  eat  it  furfeit? 

Leo.  She  loves  again,  Sir,  there's  thy  Mifchief  of  it. 
And  in  defpight  of  me,  to  drown  my  Rleflings, 

Which  die  fhall  dearly  know. 

Theo.  Ye  are  too  violent. 

Leo.  She  has  Devil’s  in  her  Eyes,  to  whofe  Devotion 
He  offers  all  his  Service. 

Theo .  Who  can  fay 

[But  ihe  may  be  forfaken  too?  He  that  once  wanders 

From 
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From  fuch  a  perfedb  Sweetnefs,  as  you  promife, 

Has  he  not  ftili  the  fame  Rule  to  deceive  ? 

Leo.  No,  no,  they  are  together,  love  together, 

Paft  ail  Deceit  of  that  fide  \  deep  together, 

Live,  and  delight  together,  and  fuch  Deceit 
Give  me  in  a  wild  Defert. 

Tbeo .  By  your  Leave,  Lady, 

I  fee  no  Honour  in  this  Cunning. 

Leo.  Honour? 

True,  none  of  her  part,  Honour,  file  deferves  none, 
5Tis  ceas’d  with  wandring  Ladies  fuch  as  file  is. 

So  bold  and  impudent. 

Tbeo .  I  could  be  angry, 

Exireamly  angry  now  beyond  my  Nature, 

And  ’twere  not  for  my  Pity:  What  a  Man 
Is  this,  to  do  thefe  Wrongs?  believe  me  Lady, 

I  know  the  Maid,  and  know  file  is  not  with  him. 

Leo .  I  would  you  knew  fiie  were  in  Heav’n, 

Tbeo.  And  fo  well  know  her, 

That  l  think  you  are  cozen’d. 

Leo.  So  I  fay,  Sir. 

Tbeo.  1  mean,  in  her  Behaviour  j 
For  trull:  my  P^aith,  fo  much  I  dare  adventure  for  her 
She  never  yet  delighted  to  do  Wrong  ('Credit, 

Leo.  How  can  file  then  delight  in  him?  dare  fhe 
Be  what  fhe  will,  as  excellent  as  Angels,  ('think. 
My  Love  fo  fond,  my  Willies  fo  indulgent, 

That  I  mult  take  her  Prewnings;  flop  at  that 
She  has  tyr’d  upon?  No,  Sir,  I  hold  my  Beauty, 

Wafii  but  thefe  Sorrows  from  it,  of  a  Sparkle 
As  right  and  rich  as  hers,  my  Means  as  equal, 

My  Youth  as  much  unblown  >  and  for  our  Worths 
And  Weight  of  Virtue. 

Then.  Do  not  task  herfo  far.  (Sir,  Vapour: 

Leo .  By  Heav’n  fiie  is  Cork,  and  Clouds,  Light,  Light, 
But  I  fhall  find  her  out,  with  all  her  Witchcrafts, 

Her  Paintings,  and  her  Pouncings ;  for  ’tis  Art, 

And  only  Art  preferves  her,  and  nicer  Spells 
That  work  upon  his  Powers  let  her  but  fhew  me 
A  ruhfid  Cheek  like  mine,  that  holds  his  Colour 
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And  writes  but  fixteen  Years  in  fpight  of  Sorrows, 

An  unbathed  Body,  fmiles,  that  gfve  but  Shadows, 

And  wrinkle  not  the  Face  $  bolides  fhe  is  little, 

A  demy  Dame,  that  makes  no  Objeft. 

Tbeo .  Nay, 

Then  I  muft  fay  you  err  *,  for  credit  me, 

I  think  fhe  is  taller  than  your  felf. 

Leo.  Why  let  her, 

It  is  not  that  fhall  mate  me,  I  but  ask 
My  Hands  may  reach  unto  her. 

Tbeo .  Gentle  Lady, 

5Tis  now  ill  time  of  farther  Argument, 

For  I  perceive  your  Anger  void  of  Counfel, 

Which  I  could  wifh  more  temperate. 

Leo.  Pray  forgive  me, 

If  I  have  fpoken  uncivilly.*  They  that  look  on 
See  more  than  we  that  play  \  and  I  befeech  ye 
Impute  it  Love’s  Offence,  not  mine*,  whofe  Torments, 
If  you  have  ever  lov’d,  and  found  my  Croffes,  * 

You  muft  confefs  are  feldom  ty’d  to  Patience, 

Yet  I  could  wifti  I  had  laid  lefs, 

Tbeo .  No  harm  then, 

Ye  have  made  a  full  amends  j  our  Company 
You  may  command,  fo  pleafe  you,  in  your  Travels, 
With  all  bur  Faith  and  Furtherance;  let  it  be  fo. 

Leo.  Ye  make  too  great  an  Offer. 

Tbeo .  Then  it  fhall  be. 

Go  in  and  reft  your  felf,  our  wholfome  Diet 
Will  be  made  ready  ftraight  .*  But  hark  ye  Lady, 

One  thing  I  muft  entreat,  your  Leave  and  Sufferance, 
That  thefe  things  may  be  open  to  my  Brother, 

For  more  Refpedt  and  Honour. 

Leo ,  Do  your  Pleafure. 

Tbeo.  And  do  not  change  this  Habit  by  no  means, 
Unlefs  ye  change  your  felf. 

Leo .  Which  muft  not  yet  be. 

Tbeo .  It  carries  ye  concealed  and  fafe. 


Leo .  I  am  counfel *d. 


ThL  What’s  done? 
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Theo.  Why,  all  we  doubted  ;  ’tis  a  Woman, 

And  of  a  noble  Strain  too,  guefs. 

Phi.  I  cannot. 

Theo .  You  have  heard  often  of  her. 

Vhi.  Stay,  I  think  not. 

Theo.  Indeed  ye  have  \  ’tis  the  fair  Leocadia, 
Daughter  unto  Don  Zanchio,  our  noble  Neighbour. 
phi.  Nay? 

Theo .  ’Tis  die,  Sir,  o’my  Credit. 

Phi.  Leocadia , 

Pifli  Leocadia ,  it  muft  not  be. 

Theo.  It  muft  be,  or  be  nothing. 

Phi .  Pray  give  me  leave  to  wonder.*  Leocadia ? 

Theo.  The  very  lame. 

Phi.  The  Damfel  Leocadia  j 
I  gueft  it  was  a  W oman,  and  a  fair  one. 

I  fee  it  through  her  Shape,  tranfparent  plain  j 
But  that  it  {hould  be  fhe  *  tell  me  directly. 

Theo.  By  Heav’ns  ’tis  fhe. 

Phi.  By  Heav’n  then  ’tis  a  fweet  one, 

Theo.  That’s  granted  too. 

Phi.  But  hark  ye,  hark  ye,  Sifter, 

How  came  fhe  thus  difguis’d  ? 

Theo.  I’ll  tell  you  that  too ; 

As  I  came,  on  the  felf  fame  Ground,  fo  us’d  too. 

Phi.  By  the  fame  Man  ? 

Theo  The  fame  too. 

Phi .  As  I  live 

You  Lovers  have  fine  Fancies. 

Wondrous  fine  ones. 

Theo.  Pray  Heav’n  you  never  make  one. 

Phi .  Faith  I  know  not, 

But  in  that  Mind  I  am,  I  had  rather  cobble, 

’  Fis  a  more  Chriftian  Trade  j  pray  tell  me  one  thing, 
Are  not  you  two  now  monftrous  jealous 
Of  one  another? 

Theo.  She  is  much  of  me, 

And  has.  rail’d  at  me  moft  unmercifully 
And  to  my  Face,  and  o’my  Confcience 
Had  fhe  but  known  me,  either  fhe  or  I, 

Or 
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Or  both,  had  parted  with  drange  Faces, 

She  was  in  fucn  a  fury. 

Phi.  Leocadia? 

Do’s  lhe  fpeak  handfomely  ? 

Theo.  Wondrous  well,  Sir, 

And  all  fhe  do’s  becomes  her,  even  her  Anger, 

Phi .  How  feemed  fhe  when  you  found  her? 

Theo .  Had  you  feen 
How  fweetly*  fearful  her  pretty  felf 
Betray’d  her  felf,  h  0 w  neat  her  furrow  bow’d. 

And  in  what  handfome  phrafe  fhe  put  her  Story, 

And  as  occalion  dir’d  her  how  fhe  darted, 

Tho’  roughly,  yet  mod  aptly,  into  anger, 

You  would  have  wonder’d. 

Phi.  Dob  fhe  know  ye  ? 

Theo.  No, 

Nor  muft  not  by  no  means. 

Phi .  How  Hands  your  difference  ? 

Theo.  I’ll  tell  ye  that  fome  fitter  time,  but  truft  me 
My  Marc  Antonio  has  too  much  to  anfwer. 

/  Phi.  May  t  take  knowledge  of  her? 

Theo .  Yes,  fhe  is  willing. 

Phi .  Pray  ufe  her  as  die  is,  with  all  refpefts  then; 

For  fhe  is  a  Woman  of  a  noble  breeding. 

Theo .  Ye  fhall  not  find  me  wanting. 

Phi .  Which  way  bears  die  ? 

Theo ,  Our  way,  and  to  our  end. 

Phi .  I  am  glad  on’t  hark  ye. 

She  keeps  her  fhape  ?  \jEnter  Leocadia, 

Theo.  Yes,  and  I  think  by  this  time 
Has  mew’d  her  old. 

Phi.  She  is  here.-  By  Heav’n  a  rare  one,  1 
An  admirable  fweet  one,  what  an  Eye 
Of  what  a  full  command  die  bears,  how  gracious 
All  her  afpeH:  diows  ,  blefs  me  from  a  Feaver, 

I  am  not  well  o’th’  fudden 
Leo.  Noble  Friends, 

Your  Meat  and  all  my  Service  waits  upon  ye. 

Phi .  Ye  teach  us  Manners,  Lady  5  all  which  Service 
Mud  now  be  mine  to  you,  and  all  too  poor  too  $ 
Vol,Y  I 
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Blufti  not  we  know  ye,  for  by  all  our  Faiths 
With  us  your  Honour  is  in  Sanctuary, 

And  ever  (hall  be. 

Leo.  I  do  well  believe  it  j 

Will  ye  walk  nearer.  Sir?  [Exit. 

Tbeo.  She  (hows  ftill  fairer, 

Younger  in  every  change,  and  clearer,  neater  *, 

I  know  not,  I  may  fool  my  felf,  and  finely 
Nourifh  a  Wolf  to  eat  my  Heart  out:  Certain 
As  ihe  appears  now,  (he  appears  a  wonder, 

A  thing  amazes  me>  what  would  file  do  then 
In  Woman’s  helps,  in  . Ornaments  apt  for  her 
And  deckings  to  her  delicacy  ?  Without  all  doubt 
She  would  be  held  a  Miracle;  nor  can  I  think 
He  has  farfaken  her  :  Say  what  flic  pleafe, 

I  know  his  curious  Eye,  or  fay  he  had, 

Put  cafe  he  could  be  fo  boy-blind  and  foolifh, 

Yet  (till  I  fear  fine  keeps  the  Contraft  with  her, 

Not  ftol’n  as  (he  affirms,  nor  loll  by  negligence, 

She  would  li  fe  her  .felf  firft,  ?tis  her  Life,  and  there 
All  my  hopes  aredifpatch’d.  O  noble  Love, 

That  thou  couldftbe  without  this  Jealoulie, 

Without  this  Paffion  of  the  Heart,  howheav’nly 
Would  ft  thou  appear  unto  us  ?  Come  what  may  come, 
Ill  fee  the  end  on’t :  and  fince  chance  has  caft  her 
Naked  into  my  refuge,  all  Lean 

She  freely  (hall  command,  except  the  Man.  [Exit . 

S  C  E  N  E  III 

Enter  Leonardo,  and  Don  Pedro. 

Leo.  Don  Pedro ,  do  you  think  afluredly 
The  Galleys  will  come  round  to  Barcelona 
Within  thefe  two  Days  ? 

Ped .  Without  doubt. 

Leo .  And  think  ye 
He  will  be  with  'em  certainly  ? 

Ped.  He  is  Sir, 

I  faw  him  at  their  fetting  off. 

Leo.  Muft  they  needs 
Touch  there  for  Water,  as  you  fay  ? 
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Ted.  They  muft  Sir, 

And  for  frelh  Meat  too.  Few  or  none  go  by  if, 

Befide  fo  great  a  Fleet  mull;  needs  want  trimming 
If  they  have  met  with  foul  Seas,  and  no  Harbour 
On  this  fide  Spain  is  able,  without  danger. 

To  moor  ’em,  but  that  Haven. 

Leo .  Are  the  Wars 
His  only  end  ? 

Ted.  So  he  profefies. 

Leo.  Bears  he 

Any  command  amongffc  ’em  ? 

Fed .  Good  regard 

With  all  5  which  quickly  will  prefer  him, 

Leo.  Pray  Sir  tell  me, 

And  as  you  are  a  Gentleman  be  liberal. 

Ted,  1  will  Sir,  and  moll  true. 

Leo.  Who  faw  ye  with  him  ? 

Ted.  None  but  things  like  himfelf  5  young  Soldiers 
And  Gentlemen  defirous  to  feck  Hoiiour. 

Leo.  Was  there  no  Woman  there,  nor  none  difguls’d 
That  might  be  thought  a  Woman  ?  In  his  Language? 
Did  he  not  let  flip  fomething  of  fulpicion 
Touching  that  wanton  way? 

Ted.  Believe  me  Sir, 

I  neither  faw,  nor  could  fufpeft  that  Face 
That  might  be  doubted  Woman’s,  yet  I  am  fare 
Aboard  him  I  fee  all  that  pafi:  5  and  ?tis  impoffible 
Among  fo  many  high  fet  Bloods  there  fliould  be 
A  W  oman,  let  her  dole  her  Pelf  within  a  Cockle, 

But  they  would  open  her,  he  moll  not  Love 
Within  that  Place  alone,  and  therefore  Purely 
He  would  not  be  fo  fooliih,  had  he  any, 

To  trufl:  her  there;  for  his  Difcourfe,  ’twas  ever 
About  his  Bufinefs,  War,  or  Mirth  to  make  us 
Relilh  a  Can  of  Wine  well  when  he  fpo'ke  private, 
;Twas  only  the  remembrance  of  his  Service, 

And  hope  of  your  good  Prayers  for  his  Health  Sir, 

And  lo  I  gave  him  to  the  Seas. 

Leo.  I  thank  ye. 

And  now  am  filthified,  and  to  prevent 

I  2, 
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Sufpicions  that  may  nourilh  dangers,  Signior, 

For  I  have  told  you  how  the  mad  Alphonfo 
Chafe, 5  like  a  Stag  i5th’  toil,  and  bends  his  Fury 
’Gain it  all,  but  his  own  Ignorances  I  am  determin’d, 
For  peace  fake  and  the  prefervation 
Of  my  yet  untouch’d  Honour,  and  his  cure, 

My  felf  to  feek  him  there,  and  bring  him  back, 

As  tedimony  of  an  unfought  Injury 
By  either  of  our  Adtions}  that  the  World, 

And  he  if  he  have  Reafon,  may  fee  plainly 
Opinion  is  no  perfect  Guide ;  nor  all  Fames 
Founders  of  Truths:  In  the  meantime  this  courtefie 
I  mult  intreat  of  you,  Sir,  Be  my  felf  here, 

And  as  my  felf  command  my  Family. 

Ted.  Ye  lay  too  much  trull  on  me. 

Leo .  ’Tis  my  Love,  Sir, 

I  will  not  be  long  from  ye*,  if  this  quedion 
Chance  to  be  call’d  upon  e’er  my  return, 

I  leave  your  care  to  anfwer*,  fo  farcwel.  Sir. 

Ted  Ye  take  a  wife  way  }  all  my  bed  Endeavours 
Shall  labour  in  your  abfence*,  peace  go  with  ye.  [_Ex.  Leo* 
A  noble  honed  Gentleman,  free  hearted. 

And  of  an  open  Faith,  much  loving,  and  much  loved,. 
And  Father  of  that  Goodnefs  onlv  Malice 
Can  truly  dir  againd  \  what  dare  befal 
’Till  his  return  1 11  anfwer.  [  Exit  Ped, 

Enter  Alphonfo,  and  Servant . 

Alph,  Walk  otF,  Sirrah, 

But  keep  your  felf  within  my  call. 

Serv.  I  will,  Sir. 

Alph.  And  dir  my  Horfe  for  taking  cold :  Within  there, 
Hoa  People^  you  that  dwell  there  my  brave  Signior, 
What  are  ye  all  afleep?  is’t  that  time  with  ye? 

I’ll  ring  a  little  louder. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Fed.  Sir,  who  feek  ye? 

Alph.  Not  you,  Sir:  Where’s  your  Mader  ? 

Fed.  I  ferve  no  Man 
In  way  of  pay,  Sir. 

Alph,  Where’s  the  Man  o’th’  Houfe  then? 

Ted, 
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Ted.  What  would  you  have  with  him,  Sir? 
Alph .  Do  you  Hand  here,  Sir, 

To  ask  Men  queHions  when  they  come? 

Ted.  I  would,  Sir, 

Being  his  Friend,  and  hearing  fuch  alarms. 

Know  how  Men  come  to  vilit  him. 

Alph.  Ye  ihall,  Sir, 

Pray  tell  his  Mightinefs  here  is  a  Gentleman 
By  Name  Alphmfo ,  would  intreat  his  Conference 
About  affairs  of  btate,  Sir  j  are  ye  anfwer’d? 


Enter  Zanchio  carried. 


Ped .  I  muH  be,  Sir. 

Zanch.  Stay,  fet  me  down.  Hay  Signior, 

You  muft  Hay,  and  ye  ihall  Hiy. 

Alph.  Meaning  me,  Sir? 

Zanch.  Yes,  you  Sir,  you  I  mean,  I  mean  you* 
Alph.  Well,  Sir. 

Why  fhould  I  Hay? 

Zanch .  There’s  Reafon. 

Alph.  Reafon,  Sir? 

Zanch.  Ay  Reafon,  Sir, 

My  wrong  is  greateH,  and  I  will  be  ferved  firfl. 

Call  out  the  Man  of  Fame. 

Alph.  How  ferv’d,  Sir? 

Zanch .  Thus,  Sir. 

Alph.  But  not  before  me  ? 

Zanch ,  Before  all  the  World,  Sir, 

As  my  cafe  Hands. 

Alph.  I  have  loft  a  Daughter,  Sir. 

Zanch.  I  have  loH  another  worth  five  fcorc  of  her,  Sir* 
Alph.  Ye  rnufi  not  tell  me  fo. 

Zanch.  I  have,  and  hark  ye, 

Make  it  up  five  fcore  more:  Call  out  the  Fellow, 

And  Hand  you  by.  Sir. 

Ted.  This  is  the  mad  Morrifs. 

Alph.  And  I  Hand  by? 

Zanch.  I  fay  Hand  by,  and  do  it. 

Alph.  Stand  by  among  thy  Lungs. 

Zanch.  Tune  prefently 
And  fay  thy  Prayers,  thou  art  dead. 
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Alfh .  I  (corn  thee, 

And  fcorn  to  fa  my  Prayers  more  than  thou  dolt. 

Mine  is  the  moil  wrong,  and  my  Daughter  deareft, 

And  mine  lhali  firlt  be  righted. 

Zanch .  Shall  be  righted  ? 

Fed.  A  third  may  live  1  fee  >  pray  hear  me.  Gentlemen. 
Zanch.  Shall  be  ?' 

Alfh.  Ay,  {hall  be  righted. 

Zanch.  Now? 

Alfh.  Now. 

Zanch.  Inflantly? 

Alfh.  Before  1  ftir. 

Zanch.  Before  me? 

Alfh.  Before  any.  ("Friends  here 

Zanch .  Doft  thou  confider  what  thou  fay’ll?  halt  thou 
Able  to  quench  my  Anger,  or  perfwade  me 
After  I  have  beaten  thee  into  one  main  bruift. 

And  made  thee  fpend  thy  ftate  in  rotten  Apples, 

Thou  canft  at  length  be  quiet,  fhall  I  kill  thee. 

Divide  thee  like  a  rotten  Pumpion, 

And  leave  thee  {linking  to  Pollerity, 

There’s  not  the  leaft  blow  I  {hall  give*,  but  does  this 
Urge  me  no  farther :  I  am  firfl. 

Alfh.  I’ll  hang  firft. 

No  Goodman  Glory,  ’tis  not  your  bravadoes, 

Your  pundlual  Honour,  nor  Soldadofhip. 

Zanch.  Set  me  a  little  nearer. 

Alfh.  Let  him  (ally. 

Zanch. Lin’d  with  your  quirks  of Carriage  and Difaetion, 
Can  blow  me  oft  my  purpofe.  Where’s  your  credit, 
With  all  your  School  points  now  ?  your  decent  arguing, 
And  apt  time  for  performing  *,  where  are  thefe  Toys, 
Thefe  wife  ways,  and  moll  honourable  courfes, 

To  take  Revenge  ?  how  dar’ft  thou  talk  of  killing, 

Or  think  of  drawing  any  thing  but  Squirts, 

When  Letchery  has  dry  founder’d  thee? 

Zanch.  Nearer  yet, 

That  I  may  fpit  him  down:  thou  look’ll  like  a  Man. 
Ted.  I  would  be  thought  fo,  Sir. 


Zanch. 
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Zanch .  Prithee  do  but  take  me, 

And  fling  me  upon  that  Puppy. 

Alfh .  Do  for  Heav’ns  fake. 

And  fee  but.  how  I’ll  hug  him, 

Zanch.  Yet  take  warning. 

Ted .  Faith  Gentlemen,  this  is  a  needlefs  quarrel. 

Zanch .  And  do  you  defire  to  make  one? 

Fed.  As  a  Friend,  Sir, 

To  tell  you  all  this  Anger  is  but  loft.  Sir, 

For  Leonardo  is  from  home. 

Alfh.  No,  no.  Sir. 

Fed .  Indeed  he  is. 

Zanch .  Where  dare  he  be,  but  here  Sir, 

When  Men  are  wrong'd,  and  come  for  Satisfactions? 

Ted .  It  feems  he  has  done  none.  Sir ;  for  his  hufinefs 
Clear  of  thole  cares,  hath  carried  him  for  feme  time 
To  Barcelona:  if  he  had  been  guilty, 

I  know  he  would  have  ftaid,  and  clear’d  all  difference 
Either  by  free  Confefllon,  or  his  Sword. 

Zanch.  This  muft  not  be. 

Fed.  Sure  as  I  live,  it  is,  Sir. 

Alfh .  Sure,  as  we  all  live. 

He’s  run  away  for  ever:  Barcelona ! 

Why  ?  5tis  the  Key  for  Italy,  from  whence 
He  ftole  firft  hither. 

Zanch.  And  having  found  his  Knaveries 
Too  grofs  to  be  forgiven,  and  too  open, 

He  has  found  the  fame  way  back  again :  I  believe  too 
The  good  Grafs  Gentleman,  for  his  own  eafe, 

Has  taken  one  o’th’  Fillies:  Is  not  his  fluff  fold. 

Alfh.  I  fear  his  Worfhip’s  Shoes  too  *  to  efcapeus, 

I  do  not  think  he  has  a  Difh  within  Doors, 

A  Loufe  left  of  his  Linnage. 

Fed.  Ye  are  too  wide.  Sir. 

Alfh.  Or  one  poor  wooken  Spoon. 

Ted.  Come  in  and  fee.  Sir. 

Alfh.  Pll  fee  his  Houle  on  fire  firft. 

Ted.  Then  be  pleafed,  Sir,  to  give  better  cenfure, 

Zanch .  I  will  after  him, 
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And  fearch  him  like  conceal’d  Land,  but  I’ll  have  him. 
And  though  I  find  him  in  his  ill  rift,  I’ll  kill  him. 

Alph.  1 11  bear  ye  Company. 

Zanch .  Pray  have  a  care  then, 

A  moft  fpecial  care,  indeed  a  fear, 

Ye  do  not  anger  me. 

Alph.  I  will  obferve  ye. 

And  if  I  light  upon  him  handfomly. 

Zanch.  Kill  but  a  piece  of  him,  leave  fome,  Alphonfo , 
For  your  poor  Friends. 

Fed.  \  fear  him  not  for  all  this. 

Alph.  Shall  we  firtt  go  home. 

For  it  may  prove  a  Voyage,  and  difpofe 
Of  things  there  }  Heav’n  knows  what  may  follow. 
Zanch.  No, 

I’ll  kill  him  in  this  Shirt  I  have  on :  let  things 
Govern  themfelves,  I  am  Matter  of  my  Honour 
At  this  time,  and  no  more}  let  Wife,  and  Land, 

Lie  lay  ’till  I  return. 

Alph.  I  fay  Amen  to’t : 

But  what  care  for  our  Monies  ? 

Zanch.  1  will  not  fpend 
Above  three  Shillings,  ’till  his  Head  be  here. 

Four  is  too  great  a  Sum  for  all  his  Fortunes. 

Come,  take  me  up  inftantly. 

Alph.  Farewel  to  you,  Sir, 

And  if  your  Friend  be  in  a  Featherbed, 

Sow’d  up  to  fhrowd  his  fears,  tell  him  ’tis  folly. 

For  no  courfe  but  his  voluntary  hanging 
Can  get  our  Pardons.  [Exeunt > 

Fed.  Thefe  I  think  would  be 
Offence  enough,  if  their  own  indifcretions 
Would  fuffer  ’em*,  two  of  the  old  feditious, 

When  they  want  Enemies,  they  are  their  own  Foes : 
Were  they  a  little  wifer,  I  fhould  doubt  ’em: 

’Till  when  I’ll  ne’er  break  deep,  nor  fuffer  hunger 
For  any  harm  he  fliall  receive :  for  ’tis  as  eatte, 

If  he  be  guilty,  to  turn  thefe  two  old  Men 

their  own  Throats,  and  look  on,  and  live  ttill, 
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As  ’tis  to  tell  five  Pound  j  a  great  deal  fooner., 

And  fo  I’ll  to  my  Meat,  and  then  to  hawking,  [Exit. 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

/ 

Enter  Marc  Antonio,  and  a  Gentleman . 

this  is  Complement )  I  pray  you  leave  me. 
(3  Gent.  Sir,  it  is  not. 

Marc.  Why  ?  I  would  only  fee  the  Town. 

Gent .  And  only  that  I  come  to  ftiew  you. 

Marc.  W  hich  I  can  fee  without  you. 

Gent.  So  you  may 

Plainly,  not  fafely :  For  Rich  Difference 

As  you  have  feen  betwixt  the  Sea  and  Earth 

When  Waves  rife  high,  and  Land  would  beat  ’em  back 

As  fearful  of  Invafion*,  fuch  we  find 

When  we  land  here  at  Barcelona. 

Marc.  Sir. 

Gent .  Befides  our  General  of  the  Gallics,  fearing 
Your  hafty  Nature,  charg’d  me  not  return 
W  ithout  you  lafe. 

Marc.  O  Sir,  that  Rodorigo 
Is  noble,  and  does  miftake  my  Temper, 

There  is  not  in  the  World  a  Mind  lets  apt 
To  conceive  Wrongs,  or  do  ’em  $  has  he  feen  me 
In  all  this  Voyage,  in  the  which  he  pleafcs 

Enter  Eugenia,  and  divers  Attendants . 

To  call  me  Friend,  let  flip  a  hafty  Wordf 
S’light,  Sir,  yonder  is  a  Lady  vailed. 

For  Propernefs  beyond  Comparifon, 

And  fure  her  Face  is  like  the  reft: ;  we’ll  fee’t. 

Gent.  Why?  You  are  hafty,  Sir,  already  j  know  you 
What  5tis  you  go  about? 

Marc.  Yes,  I  would  fee 
The  Woman’s  Face. 

Gent .  By  Heav’n  you  fhall  not  dot : 

You  do  not  know  the  Cuftom  of  the  Place: 
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Tod  raw  that  Curtain  here,  though  fhe  were  mean, 

Is  mortal. 

Marc.  Is  it?  Earth  mud  come  to  Earth 
At  laft,  and  by  my  Troth,  I’ll  try  it,  Sir. 

Gent,  Then  I  muft  hold  you  fail.  By  all  the  Faith 
That  can  be  plac’d  in  Man,  ’tis  an  Attempt 
More  dangerous  than  Death,  ’tis  Death  and  Shame  \ 

I  know  the  Lady  well. 

Marc.  Is  fhe  a  Lady  ? 

I  fhall  the  more  defire  to  fee  her,  Sir. 

Gent.  She  is  Alanfo's  Wife,  the  Governor, 

A  noble  Gentleman. 

Marc.  Then  let  me  go,  , 

If  1  can  win  her,  you  and  I  will  govern 
This  Town,  Sir,  fear  it  not,  and  we  will  alter 
Thefe  barbarous  Cuftoms  then*  for  every  Lady 
Shall  be  feen  daily,  and  feen  over  too. 

Gent .  Come,  do  not  jeft,  nor  let  your  Paffions  bear 
To  fuch  wild  Enterprizes:  Hold  you  dill,  ( you 

For  as  I  have  a  Soul,  you  fhall  not  do’t. 

She  is  a  Lady  of  unblemifh’d  Fame, 

And  here  to  offer  that  Affront,  were  bafe  : 

Hold  on  your  way,  and  we  will  fee  the  Town, 

And  overlook  the  Ladies. 

Marc.  I  am  fchool’d. 

And  promife  you  I  will  *,  but  good  Sir,  fee. 

She  will  pafs  by  us  now*,  I  hope  I  may 
Salute  her  thus  far  off. 

Gent.  ’Sfoot,  are  you  mad  ? 

"Twill  be  as  ill  as  th’other. 

i  Attend.  What’s  the  matter? 

What  would  that  Fellow  have? 

Gent.  Good  Sir,  forbear. 

;i  Attend.  It  feems  you  are  new  landed  ;  would  you 
Beg  any  thing  here? 

Marc.  Yes,  Sir,  all  Happinefs 
To  th  at  fair  Lady,  as  I  hope. 

Gent.  Marc  Antonia. 

Marc.  Her  Face,  which  needs  no  hiding,  I  would  beg 
A  fight  of. 


Gent' 


MPP 


Loves  Pifarima&e. 

O  £» 

Gent,.  Now  go  on,  for  ’tis  too  late 
To  keep  this  from  a  Tumult. 

i  Attend .  Sirrah,  you 
Shall  fee  a  fitter  Objedt  for  your  Eyes, 

Than  a  fair  Lady’s  Face. 

Eug,  For  Heav’ns  fake,  raife  not 
A  Quarrel  in  the  Streets  for  me. 

i  Attend.  Slip  in  then  ; 

This  is  ycur  Door. 

Eng.  Will  you  needs  quarrel  then? 
i  Attend .  We  mull,  or  fuffer 
This  Outrage:  h7t  not  all  your  Minds,  Sirs,  (peak 
All .  Yes. 

Eug.  Then  I  do  befeech  ye,  let  my  Lord 
Enter  three  or  four  Soldiers. 

Not  think  the  Quarrel  about  me ;  for  ’tis  not.  [Exit, 
Gent.  See  happily  fome  of  our  Gaily  Soldiers 
Are  come  afhoar. 

i  Attend.  Come  on,  Sir,  you  fhail  fee 
Faces  enough. 

Gent.  Some  one  of  you  call  to 

Enter  certain  Tomifmen. 

Our  General,  the  whole  Roar  of  the  Town 
Comes  in  upon  us. 

Marc .  I  have  feen,  Sir,  better 
Perhaps,  than  that  was  cover’d,  and  will  yet 

Enter  Philippo,  Theodofia,  and  Leocadia, 

See  that,  or  fpoil  yours.  ■ 

Phi.  On,  why  ft  art  you  back  ? 

Theo.  Alas,  Sir,  they  are  fighting. 

Leo.  Let’s  be  gone. 

See,  fee,  a  handfome  Man  (truck  down° 

Gent.  Ho  General, 

Look  out,  Antonio  is  in  Diftrefs. 

Enter  Roderigo  above, 

Theo.  Antonio, 

Leo .  Antonio^  ’tis  he. 

Rod.  within.  Ho,  Gunner,  make  a  Shot  into  the  Town, 

ay  Antonio  [A  Shoh 

Attendants  and  Town  [wen. 

Gent. 


I’ll  part  you;  bring  a' 
Into  my  Cabbin,  [1 
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Gent,  I  will  do  that  Office: 

I  fear  it  is  the  laft  that  I  fhall  do  him. 

[_txe.  Soldiers  and  Gentlemen  with  Marc  Antonio. 
Theo.  The  la  ft/  why,  will  he  die? 

Leo,  Since  1  have  found  him;  Happinefs  leave  me. 
When  I  leave  him.  [Exit, 

Phi.  Why  Theodofia} 

My  Sifter,  wake 5  alas,  I  griev’d  but  now 
To  fee  the  Streets  fo  full*  and  now  I  grieve 
To  fee  them  left  fo  empty:  I  could  wifh 
Tumult  himfelf  were  here,  that  yet  at  leaft 
Amongft  the  Band,  I  might  efpy  fome  Face 
So  pale  and  fearful,  that  would  willingly 
Embrace  an  Errand  for  a  Cordial, 

Or  Aquavit* or  a  Cup  of  Sack, 

Or  a  Phyfician;  but  to  talk  of  thefe, 

She  breaths :  Stand  up  O  Theodofia , 

Speak  but  as  thou  wert  wont;  give  but  a  Sigh, 

Which  is  but  the  moft  unhappy  Piece  of  Life, 

And  I  will  ever  after  worfhip  Sadnefs, 

Apply  my  felf  to  Grief;  prepare  and  build 
Altars  to  Sorrow. 

Theo.  O  Philifpo ,  help  me. 

Phi.  I  do;  thefe  are  my  Arms,  Philippovs  Arms, 

Thy  Brother’s  Arms  that  hold  thee  up, 

Theo.  You  help  me 
To  Life ;  but  I  would  fee  Antonio 
That’s  dead. 

Phi.  Thou  fhalt  fee  any  thing  ;  how  doft  thou  ? 

Theo.  Better,  I  thank  you. 

Phi.  Why  that’s  well;  call  up 

Thy  Senfes,  and  uncloud  thy  cover’d  Spirits* 

How  now  ? 

Theo.  Recover’d  ;  but  Antonio , 

Where  is  he? 

Phi.  We  will  find  him  ;  art  thou  well  ? 

Theo  Perfc&ly  well,  faving  the  mifs  of  him; 

And  f  do  charge  you  here,  by  our  Alliance, 

And  by  the  Love  which  would  have  been  betwixt  us, 
Knew  we  no  Kindred ;  by  that  killing  Fear, 

Mingled 
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Mingled  with  twenty  thoufand  Hopes  and  Doubts, 
Which  you  may  think,  plac’d  in  a  Lover’s  Heart, 

And  in  a  Virgin’s  too,  when  {he  wants  help, 

To  grant  me  your  AlTiflance,  to  find  out 
This  Man  alive,  or  dead*  and  I  will  pay  you, 

In  Service,  Tears,  or  Prayers,  a  world  of  Wealth: 

But  other  Treafure  I  have  none:  Alas! 

You  Men  have  ftrong  Hearts  5  but  we  feeble  Maids 
Have  tender  Eyes,  which  only  given  be 
To  blind  themfelves,  crying  for  what  they  fee. 

Phi .  Why  doff  thou  charge  me  thus?  Havel  been 
found 

Slow  to  perform,  what  I  could  but  imagine 
Thy  wifhes  were?  Have  1  at  any  time 
Tender’d  a  bufinefs  of  mine  own,  beyond 
A  vanity  of  thine?  Have  I  not  been, 

As  if  I  were  a  fenfelefs  Creature,  made 
To  ferve  thee  without  pow’r  of  queftioning, 

If  fo,  why  fear’ll  thou  ? 

Theo.  I  am  fatisfied. 

Phi.  Come,  then  let’s  go :  Whereas  Leocadia  ? 

Theo.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Phi.  'Where’s Leocadia? 

Theo.  I  do  not  know, 

Phi .  Leocadia ! 

This  Tumult  made  the  Streets  as  dead  as  Night, 

A  Man  may  talk  as  freely*,  what’s  become 
Of  Leocadia  ?  Theo .  She’s  run  away. 

Phi.  Be  gone,  and  let  us  never  more  behold 
Each  others  Face,  till  we  may,  both  together, 

Fallen  our  Eyes  on  her*,  accurfed  be 
Thofe  tender  cozening  names  of  Charity, 

And  natural  Affedlion,  they  have  loft 
Me  only  by  obferving  them,  what  Coll, 

Travel,  and  fruitlefs  Wifhes  may  in  vain 
Search  through  the  World,  but  never  find  again. 

Theo.  Good  Sir  be  patient,  I  have  done  no  fault 
Worthy  this  Banifhment. 

Phi.  Yes  Leocadia , 

The  Lady  fo  diftrefs’d,  who  was  content 
j  To  lay  her  Story,  and  to  lay  her  Heart 
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As  open  as  her  Story  to  your  felf. 

Who  was  content  that  I  fhould  know  her  Sex, 

Before  diflembl’d,  and  to  put  her  felf 
Into  my  condudt,  whom  I  undertook 
Safely  to  Guard,  is  in  this  Tumult  loft. 

Theo.  And  can  I  help  it,  Sir? 

Phi.  No>  would  thou  could’ft, 

You  might  have  done?  but  for  that  zeal’d  Religion 
You  Women  bear  to  Swooningsj  you  do  pick 
Your  times  to  faint  when  fome  Body  is  by, 

Bound  or  by  Nature,  or  by  Love,  or  Service, 

To  raife  you  from  that  well  d'flembled  Death  j 
Inform  me  but  of  one  that  has  been  found 
Dead  in  her  private  Chamber  by  her  felf, 

Where  Sicknefs  would  no  more  forbear,  than  here. 
And  I  will  quit  the  reft  for  her, 

Theo.  I  know  not 

What  they  may  do,  and  how  they  may  diflemble ; 

Bu,t  by  my  Troth,  I  did  not. 

Phi.  By  my  Troth, 

Would  I  had  try’d  >  would  I  had  let  thee  lain, 

And  followed  her. 

7 Leo.  I  would  you  had  done  fo, 

Rather  than  been  fo  angry,  where’s  Antonio  ? 

Phi.  Why  doft  thou  vex  me  with  thefe  Queftions? 
I’ll  tell  thee  where,  he’s  carried  to  the  Gallies, 

There  to  be  chain’d,  and  row,  and  beat,  and  row 
With  knotted  Ropes,  and  Pizzels  j  if  he  fwound. 

He  has  a  dofe  of  Basket. 

Theo.  I  am  glad 
He  is  alive. 

Phi.  Was  ever  Man  thus  troubled, 

Tell  me  where  Leo'cadia  is? 

Theo.  Good  Brother  be  not  fo  hafty,  and  I  think  1  can 
You  found  no  Error  in  me,  when  I  firft 
Told  you  the  was  a  Woman,  and  Believe  me 
Something  I  have  found  out,  which  makes  me  think. 
Nay,  aim  oft  know  fo  well,  that  I  d'urft  fwcar 
She  follow’d  hurt  Antonio. 

Phi.  What  do  we 
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Enter  the  Governor ,  wo  Attendants ,  and  the  Townsmen . 
Then  lingring  here?  we  will  aboard  the  Gailies, 

And  find  her. 

Gov.  Made  he  a  (hot  into  the  Town? 

1  Attend.  He  did,  Sir. 

Gov.  Call  back  thofe  Gentlemen. 

1  Attend.  The  Governor  commands  you  back. 

Thi.  W e  will  obey  him.  Sir. 

Gov.  You  gave  him  caufe  to  ihoot;  I  know  he  is 
So  far  from  rafh  Offence,  and  holds  with  me 
Such  curious  Friendfhip,  could  not  one  of  you 
Have  call’d  me  while  ’fcwas  doing,  fiich  an  Uproar, 
Before  my  Door  too  ? 

1  T ownf.  By  my  troth  Sir,  we  are  fo  bufy  in  the  pub- 
lick  caufe,  of  our  own  private  falling  out,  that  we  for- 
got  it  \  at  home  we  fee  now  you.  were  not,  but  as  foon 
as  the  fhot  made  us  fly,  we  ran  away  as  fail  as  we  could 
to  feek  your  Honour. 

Gov,  3Twas  gravely  done  i  but  no  Man  tells  the  caufe 
Or  chance,  or  what  it  was  that  made  you  differ. 

1  Townf.  For  my  part  Sir,  if  there  were  any  that  I  knew 
of,  the  iliot  drove  it  out  of  my  Head  >  do  you  kno\V any. 

All .  Not  we,  not  we.  ("Neighbours? 

Gov.  Not  we  !  Nor  can  you  tell  ? 

1  Attend.  No  other  caufe, 

But  the  old  Quarrel  betwixt  the  Town  and  the  Gallics. 

Gov .  Gome  nearer  Gentlemen  ;  w  hat  are  your  N ames  ? 

Thi.  My  name  PbiMppo. 

Theo.  And  mine  Theodora. 

Gov,  Strangers  you  are,  itfeems, 

Thi.  Newly  arriv’d. 

Gov,  Then  you  are  they  begun  this  Tumult* 

Phi.  No,  Sir. 

Gov.  Speak  one  of  you. 

1  Attend .  They  are  not,  I  can  quit ’em. 

Theo.  Yet  we  faw  part,  and  an  unhappy  part 
Of  this  Debate,  a  long  fought  Friend  of  ours 
Struck  down  for  Dead,  and  born  unto  the  Galiies, 

His  name  is  Marc  Antonio. 

Thi .  A  n  d  a  n  other 

I  Of  our  Company,  a  Gentleman  Of 
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Of  noble  Birth,  befides  accompanied 
With  all  the  gifts  of  Nature,  ravifh’d  hence 
We  know  not  how,  in  this  Diflention. 

Gov.  Get  you  home  all,  and  work  \  and  when  I  hear 
You  meddle  with  a  Weapon  any  more, 

Butthofe  belonging  to  your  Trades,  I’ll  lay  you 
Where  your  belt  Cuftomers  fhall  hardly  find  you. 

[Exeunt  Tow nf men. 

1  am  forry,  Gentlemen,  I  troubled  you, 

Being  both  Strangers,  by  your  Tongues,  and  Looks, 

Of  worth:  To  make  ye  fome  part  of  amends, 

If  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poor  Town 
Of  Barcelona  that  you  would  command, 

Command  me* 

Then.  Sir,  this  wounded  Gentleman, 

If  it  might  pleafe  you,  if  your  Pow'r  and  Love 
Extend  fo  far,  I  would  be  glad  to  with 
Might  be  remov’d  into  the  Town  for  cure:  ?y* 

The  Gallies  flay  not,  and  his  Wound  I  know  : 
Cannot  endure  a  Voyage. 

Gov .  Sir,  he  fhall, 

I  warrant  you :  Go  call  me  hither,  Sirrah, 

One  of  my  other  Servants.  [Exit  1  Attend . 

Phi.  And  belides,  j 

The  Gentleman  we  loft,  Signior  Francifco , 

Shall  be  render’d  too. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Gov.  And  he  Sir  too :  Go  Sirrah,  bear  this  Ring 
To  RodorigOy  my  mo  ft  noble  Friend, 

The  General  of  the  Gallies :  Tell  him  this.  j 

[ Whtfpers  to  his  Servant.  Exit  Servant  A 
Theo.  Now  we  fhall  have  ’em  both. 

Phi.  Bleflbethy  Thoughts  I 

For  apprehending  this,  blefl  be  thy  Breath 
For  uttering  it. 

Gov.  Come  Gentlemen,  you  fhall 
Enter  my  Roof 5  and  I  will  lend  for  Surgeons, 

And  you  fhall  fee  your  Friends  here  prefently. 

Theo.  His  Name  was  Marc  Antonio . 

Gov.  I  know  it, 

And  have  fent  word  fo.  Phi*  j 
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Phi.  Did  you  not  forget 
Francifco's  Name? 

Gov .  Nor  his?  y’are  truly  welcome, 

To  talk  about  it  more,  were  but  to  fay 

The  fame  Word  often  over:  You  are  welcome.  [Exeunt* 

S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Enter  Marc  Antonio  carried  by  wo  Soldiers  5  Leocadia 

and  the  Servant  following , 

Serv.  This  is  the  Houfe,  Sir. 

Marc .  Enter  it,  I  pray  you. 

For  I  am  faint,  although  I  think  my  Wound 
Be  nothing.  Soldiers,  leave  us  now }  I  thank  you. 

1  Sold.  Heav’n  fend  you  Health,  Sir. 

Serv .  Let  me  lead  you  in. 

Marc .  My  Wound’s  not  in  my  Feet?  I  ihall  entreat  ’em 
X  hope  to  bear  me  fo  far.  [Exit.  ( neral  made  a 

Z  Sold.  How  ferioufly  thefe  Land-men  fled,  when  our  Ge- 
Shot,  as  if  he  had  been  aWarniflg  to  call ’em  to  their  Hall. 

1  Sold.  I  cannot  blame  ’em.  What  Man  have  they  now 
in  the 

Town,  able  to  maintain  a  Tumult,  or  uphold  a  Matter  out 
Offquare,  if  need  be?  O  the  Quiet  Hurly  Burlies  that  I 
Have  feen  in  this  T own,  when  we  have  fought  four  Hours 
Together,  andnotaManamongft  us  fo  impertinent  or 
Modeft  to  ask  why  ?  But  now  the  Pillars  that  bare 
Up  this  bleffed  Town  in  that  regular  Debate,  and 
Scambling,  are  dead,  the  more’s  the  pity. 

z  Sold.  Old  Ignatio  lives  ftill.  ('Man’s  Liver: 

1  Sold.  Yes,  I  know  him  >  he  will  do  prettily  well  at 
But  where  is  there  any  Man  now  living  in  the  Town 
That  hath  a  fleady  Hand,  and  underftands  Anatomy 
Well  ?  If  it  come  to  a  particular  matter  of  the  Lungs, 
Or  the  Spleen,  why?  Alas  Ignatio  is  to  feck;  are 
There  any  fuch  Men  left  as  I  have  known,  that 
Would  fay  they  would  hit  you  in  this  Place?  Is  there 
Ever  a  good  Ariift,  or  a  Member-Piercer,  or  a 
Small-Gut  Man  left  in  the  Town,  anfwer 
Me  that  ? 

z  Sold.  Mafs,  I  think  there  be  not. 

Vol.  V.  K 
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i  Sold.  No,  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  come,  ’tis  time 
W e  were  at  the  Gallies.  [Exeunt . 

Enter  Governor ,  Eugenia,  Marc  Antonio,  Philippo, 
Theodofia,  Leocadia  and  Attendants 

Gov .  Sir,  you  may  know  by  what  I  faid  already, 

You  may  command  my  Houfe  but  I  muft  beg 
Pardon  to  leave  you.  If  the  publick  Buftnefs 
Forc’d  me  not  from  you,  I  my  felf  fhould  call  it 
Unmannerly  \  but  good  Sir,  do  you  give  it 
A  milder  Name:  It  fhall  not  be  an  Hour 
E’er  1  return. 

Marc .  Sir,  I  was  ne’er  fo  poor 
In  my  own  Thoughts,  as  that  I  want  a  Means  1 
To  requite  this  with. 

Gov .  Sir,  within  this  Hour.  ,  [Exit. 

Marc.  This  the  Lady  that  I  quarrel’d  for  ? 

O  Lull,  if  Wounds  cannot  reftrain  thy  Power, 

Let  Shame ;  nor  do  I  feel  my  Hurt  at  all, 

Nor  is  it  ought,  only  I  \fas  well  beaten: 

If  I  purfue  it,  all  the  civil  World, 

That  ever  did  imagine  the  Content 

Found  in  the  Band  of  Man  and  Wife  unbroke, 

The  Reverence  due  to  Houfholds,  or  the  Blemifh  . 
That  may  be  ftuck  upon  Pofterity, 

Will  catch  me,  bind  me,  burn  upon  my  Forehead; 
This  is  the  wounded  Stranger,  that  receiv’d 
For  Charity  into  a  Houfe,  .attempted—* 

I  will  not  do  it. 

Eng.  Sir,  how  do  you  do  now  ? 

That  you  walk  off. 

Marc.  W orfe,  Madam,  than  I  was } 

But  it  will  over. 

Bug.  Sit,  and  reft  a  while. 

Marc.  Where  are  the  Surgeons? 

Eug.  Sir,  it  is  their  Manner, 

When  they  have  feen  the  Wound,  efpecially 
The  Patient  being  of  Worth,  to  go  confult, 

W  hich  they  are  now  at  in  another  room. 

About  the  Drafting. 

Marc,  Madam,  I  do  feel  my  felf  not  well* 
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Tbeo *  Alas ! 

Leo.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Bug.  Will  you  drink  Waters? 

Marc.  No,  good  Madam,  ’tis  not 
So  violent  upon  me,  nor  I  think 
Any  thing  dangerous ;  but  yet  there  are 
Some  things  that  fit  fo  heavy  on  my  Confcienfce, 

That  will  perplex  my  Mind,  and  Hop  my  Cure, 

So  that  unlefs  I  utter  ’em,  a  Scratch 
Here  on  my  Thumb  will  kill  me:  Gentlemen, 

I  pray  you  leave  the  Room,  and  come  not  in 
Your  felves,  or  any  other,  ’till  I  have 
Open’d  my  felf  to  this  moft  honour’d  Lady, 

Phi.  We  will  not. 

Theo .  O  bleft!  he  will  difeover  now 
His  Love  to  me. 

Leo.  Now  he  will  tell  the  Lady 
Our  Contradh  [ Exeunt , 

Bug.  I  do  believe  he  will  confeis  to  me 
The  Wrong  he  did  a  Lady  in  the  Streets  $ 

But  I  forgive  him. 

Marc.  Madam,  I  perceive 
My  felf  grow  worfe  and  worfe. 

Bug.  Shall  1  call  back  your  Friends  ? 

Marc.  O  no,  but  e’er  I  do  impart 
What  burthens  me  fo  fore,  let  me  intreat  you 
(Tor  there  is  no  truft  in  thefe  SurgeonsJ 
To  look  upon  my  Wound  3  it  is  perhaps 
My  laft  Requefl: :  But  tell  me  truly  too. 

That  mull  be  in,  how  far  do  you  imagine 
It  will  have  Pow’r  upon  me? 

Bug.  Sir,  I  will. 

Marc.  For  Heav’ns  fake,foft!y  :  Oh,  I  rauft  needs  lay 
My  Head  down  eafily,  whilft  you  do  it. 

Bug.  Do  Sir. 

Mis  but  an  ordinary  Blow  5  a  Child 
Of  mine  has  had  a  greater,  and  been  well? 

Are  you  faint-hearted? 

Marc.  Oh  / 

Bug.  Why  do  you  figh  ? 

K  % 
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There  is  no  Danger  in  the  World  in  this; 

I  wonder  it  Ihould  make  a  Man  fit  down  ; 

What  do  you  mean,  why  do  you  kifs  my  Breafts? 

Lift  up  your  Head,  ycur  Wound  may  well  endure  it. 

Marc.  O  Madam,  may  I  not  exprefs  Affedtion, 
Dying-Affedtion  too  I  fear,  to  thofe 
That  do  me  Favours,  fuch  as  this  of  yours  ? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  fo,  ’tis  well  >  but  what’s  the  Bull- 
Lyes  on  your  Confidence?  (nefs 

Marc.  I  will  tell  you,  Madam. 

Evg.  Tell  me,  and  laugh? 

Marc.  But  I  will  tell  you  true. 

Though  I  do  laugh;  I  know  as  well  as  you 
My  Wound  is  nothing,  nor  the  Power  of  Earth 
Could  lay  a  Wound  upon  me  in  your  Prefence* 

That  I  could  feel ;  but  I  do  laugh  to  think 
How  covertly,  how  far  beyond  the  reach 
Of  Men,  and  wife  Men  too,  we  fhall  deceive  ’em, 
Whilfl  they  imagine  I  am  talking  here 
With  that  fhort  Breath  I  have,  ready  to  fwoon 
At  every  full  Point,  you  my  ghoftly  Mother 
To  hear  my  fad  Confeffion;  you  and  I, 

Will  on  that  Bed  within,  prepar’d  for  me. 

Debate  the  Matter  privately. 

Eug.  Forbear, 

Thou  wert  but  now  as  welcome  to  this  Houfe 
As  certain  Cures  to  fick  Men,  and  juft  now 
This  hidden  Alteration  makes  thee  look 
Like  Plagues  come  to  infedt  it*  if  thou  knew  *11 
How  loathfome  thou  wilt  be,  thou  wouldft  intreat 
Thefe  Walls  or  Polls  to  help  thee  to  a  Hurt, 

Pall  thy  Diffimulation. ' 

Marc.  Gentle  Madam, 

Call  ’em  not  in. 

Eug.  I  will  not  yet,  this  Place 
I  know  to  be  within  the  reach  of  Tongue 
And  Ears,  thou  canlt  not  force  me*  therefore  hear  me 
What  I  will  tell  thee  quickly;  thou  art  born 
To  end  fome  way  more  difefteem’d  than  this, 

Or  which  is  worfe,  to  die  of  this  Hurt  yet* 
ome  Gentlemen.  Enter 
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Enter  Leocadia. 

Marc.  Good  Madam. 

Eng.  Gentlemen. 

Leo .  Madam,  how  is’t?  Is  Marc  Antonio  well? 
Methinks  your  Looks  are  alter’d,  and  I  fee 
A  ftrange  Diltemper  in  you. 

Eug.  I  am  wrought 

By  that  diflembling  Man,  that  Fellow,  worth 
Nothing  but  kicking. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Theodofia,. 

Leo .  Gentle  Madam,  (peak 
To  me  alone,  let  nbt  them  underfland 
His  Fault,  he  will  repent  I  dare  fwear. 

Eug.  I’ll  tell  it  you  in  private. 

Phil  Marc  Antonio , 

How  do  you? 

Marc .  Stand  farther  off  I  pray  you. 

Give  me  fome  Air. 

Theo.  Good  Brother,  will  he  (cape,  *  s 

The  Surgeons  lay  there  is  no  Danger. 

Phi.  Scape  ? 

No  doubt  he  will. 

Leo.  Alas,  will  he  not  leave 
This  trying  all*,  Madam,  1  do  befeeeh  you 
Let  me  but  fpeak  to  him,  you  and  thefe  by. 

And  I  dare  almolt  promife  you  to  make  him 

Shew  himfelf  truly  forrowful  to  you,  befides  a  Story  I  Hi  all 

Not  put  in  fo  good  Words,  but  in  it  felf  ?open  to  you, 

So  full  of  Chance,  that  you  will  eafily 

Forgive  my  Tedioufnefs,  and  be  well  pleas’d 

W ith  that  fo  much  afflicts  me. 

Eug.  Good  Sir,  do. 

Leo..  And  I  dcfire  no  Interruption 
Of  Speech  may  trouble  me,  ’till  I  have  faid 
What  I  will  quickly  do. 

Then,  What  will  fhe  fay? 

Eug.  Come,  Gentlemen,  I  pray  you  lend  your  Ear$? 
And  keep  your  Voices. 

Leo.  Signior  Marc  Antonio , 

How  do  you  do? 

K  3  Mare, 
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Marc .  Oh  the  Surgeons. 

Leo.  Let  me  tell  you, 

Who  know  as  well  as  you,  you  do  didemble. 

It  is  no  time  to  do  lo  ;  leave  the  Thoughts 
Of  this  vain  W or!d,  forget  your  Flefh  and  Blood, 

And  make  your  Spirit  an  untroubled  way 
To  pafs  to  what  it  ought. 

Marc.  You're  not  in  earned:? 

Why  l  can  walk,  Sir,  and  am  well. 

Leo .  ’  fis  true 

That  you  can  walk,  and  do  believe  you’re  well  : 

It  is  the  Nature,  as  your  Surgeons  fay. 

Of  thefe  W ounds,  for  a  Man  to  go,  and  talk, 

Nay  merrily,  ’till  his  lad:  Hour,  his  Minute: 

For  Heav’ns  fake,  Sir,  lit  down  again. 

Marc.  Alas, 

Where  are  the  Surgeons? 

Leo.  Sir,  they  will  not  come  5 
If  they  fhould  drefs  you,  you  would  die,  they  lay, 

E’er  one  would  tell  twenty ;  trouble  not  your  Mind, 
Keep  your  Head  warm,  and  do  not  dir  your  Body, 

And  you  may  live  an  Hour. 

Marc.  Oh  Heavhis,  an  Hour? 

Alas,  it  is  too  little  to  remember 
But  half  the  Wrongs  that  I  have  done;  how  fhort 
Then  for  Contrition,  and  how  lead  of  all 
For  Satisfaction  ? 

Leo.  But  you  dedre 
To  fatisfie? 

Marc.  Heav’n  knows  I  do. 

Leo.  Then  know 

That  I  am  he,  or  fhe,  or  what  you  will, 

Mod  wrong’d  by  you,  your  Leocadia  j 
I  know  you  mud  remember  me. 

Marc .  Oh  Heav’n  ! 

Leo.  That  lod  her  Friends,  that  lod  her  Father’s  Houfe, 
That  lod  her  Fame  in  lodng  of  her  Sex, 

With  thefe  drange  Garments*,  there  is  no  Excufe 
To  hinder  me,  it  is  within  your  Power 
To  give  me  Satisfa&ion;  you  have  time 
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Left  in  this  little  piece  of  Life  to  do  it  ; 

Therefore  I  charge  you  for  your  Confcience  fake, 

And  for  our  Fame,  which  I  would  fain  have  live 
When  both  of  us  are  dead,  to  celebrate 
That  Contract,  which  you  have  both  feal’d  and  fworn, 
Yet  e’er  you  dye,  which  mull  be  haftily, 

Heav’n  knows. 

Marc%  Alas,  the  fling  of  Confcience 
To  death-ward  for  our  faults;  draw  nearer  all. 

And  hear  what  I  unhappy  Man  fhall  fay. 

Firft,  Madam,  I  defire  your  Pardon  3  next 
(l  feel  my  Spirits  fail  me)  Gentlemen, 

Let  me  fhake  Hands  with  you,  and  let’s  be  Friends, 
For  I  have  done  wrong  upon  wrong  fo  thick 
I  know  not  where,  that  every  Man  methmks 
Should  be  mine  Enemy  *,  forgive  me  both. 

Laftly  ’tis  true  ( oh  I  do  feel  the  Power 
Of  Death  feize  on  me)  that  I  was  contrafted 
By  Seal  and  Oath  to  Leocadia 3 
(\  muft  fpeak  fall:,  becaufe  i  fear  my  Life 
Will  elfe  be  fhorter  than  my  Speech  would  be) 

But  ’  tis  impoflible  to  fatisfie 
You  Leocadtay  but  by  R  epentance, 

Though  I  can  dyingly  and  boldly  fiy 
I  know  not  your  Diflionour,  yet  that  was 
Your  Virtue,  and  not  mine,  you  know  it  well^ 

But  herein  lies  th’ impoffibility, 

O  Th  so  doji  a ,  Theodojia , 

I  was  betroth'd  to  Theodojia 
Before  lever  faw  thee;  Heav’n  forgive  me. 

She  is  my  Wife  this  hair  hour  whilft  I  live. 

Theo.  That’s  I,  that’s  I,  Ym  Theodojia  ; 

Hear  me  a  little  now,  who  have  not  fufFer'd 
Difgrace  at  all  methinks,  fince  you  confefs 
What  1  fo  long  have  fought  for  }  here  is  with  me 
Thilippo  too,  my  Brother, 

Marc .  I  am  glad ; 

All  Happinefs  to  him*,  come  let  me  Idfs  thee. 

Beg  pardon  of  that  Maid  for  my  Offence, 

And  let  me  farther,  with  a  dying  Breath, 
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Tell  in  thine  Ear  the  reft  of  my  defires. 

Eng.  I  am  afraid  they  will  ail  four  turn  W omen. 

If  we  hold  longer  talk. 

Leo.  Alas  there  is 
No  hope  for  me,  that's  Thepdofia , 

And  that  her  brother,  I  am  only  forry 
I  was  beholding  to  ’em  5  I  will  fearch 
Over  the  World,  as  carelefs  of  my  Fortunes, 

As  they  of  me,  ’till  l  can  meet  a  curfe 

To  make  thele  almoft  kiiling-forrows  worfe.  [Exit. 

Theo.  Sir,  as  t  live  llie  ly’d,  only  to  draw 
A  juft  Confeftion  from  you,  which  fhe  hath, 

A  happy  one  for  me  5  ask  of  this  Lady, 

Ask  of  my  Brother. 

Eng.  Sir,  file  did  diftemble. 

Your  Wound  is  nothing. 

Phi.  Leocadia's  gone.  [Exit. 

Then.  Rife  up,  and  ftir  your  felf,  5tis  but  amazement 
And  your  Imagination  that  afHidts  you, 

Look  you  Sir,  now. 

Marc.  I  think  ’tis  fo  indeed. 

Theo.  The  Surgeon’s  do  not  come,  becaufe  they  fwear 
It  needs  no  drefting. 

Eng.  You  fhail  talk  with  'em 
Within,  for  your  own  fancy. 

Marc.  Where’s  your  Brother,  and  Leocadia? 

Eng.  Within  belike. 

Marc.  I  feel  my  felf  me  thinks  as  well  as  ever. 

Eng.  Keep  then  your  Mind  fo  too  5  1  do  forgive 
The  fault  you  did  to  me,  but  here  is  one 
Muft  not  be  wrong’d  hereafter. 

Marc.  Neither  fhail  file: 

When  I  make  Jefts  of  Oaths  again,  or  mako 
My  Luft  play  with  Religion,  when  I  leave 
To  keep  true  Joys  for  her,  and  yet  within 
My  felf  true  Sorrow  for  my  palled  Deeds, 

May  I  want  Grace  when  I  would  fain  repent, 

And  find  a  great  and  fudden  Punifhment,  [Exeunt. 

"  '  .  >  .  ~  j  .  .  .  .  ,  » 
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ACTV.  SCENE! 

Enter  Philippo,  Diego,  and  Xncubo. 

fhi.  \X  7  Here  is  mine  Holt,  did  he  not  fee  him  neither? 
VV  Die.  Not  I,  i’faith,  Sir. 

Phi .  Nor  the  Muleter? 

Inc.  Nay  he  is  pad  feeing,  unlefs  it  be  in’s  fleep, 

By  this  time  ;  all  his  Vifions  were  the  Pots, 

Three  hours  fince,  Sir. 

Fhi.  Which  way  fhould  fhe  take  ? 

N  ay,  look  you  now ;  do  you  all  Hand  ftill  ?  good  Heav’n 
Y ou  might  have  lighted  on  him,  now,  this  inffcant  ? 

For  loves  fake  fee  him  out,  whoever  find  him 
I  will  reward  his  Fortune  as  his  Diligence; 

Get  all  the  Town  to  help,  that  will  be  hir’d, 

Their  Pains  i’ll  turn  to  annual  Holiday, 

If  it  lhall  chance,  but  one  bring  word  of  her, 

Pray  you  about  it. 

Inc.  Her,  Sir?  who  do  you  mean? 

Phi .  I  had  forgot  my  felf,  the  Page  I  meant 
That  came  along  with  us. 

Die,  He  you  gave  the  Cloaths  to  ? 

Phi .  I  gave  the  Cloaths  to,  Rafcal  ? 

Die .  Nay,  good  Sir. 

Phi.  Why  doll  thou  mention  or  upbraid  my  Courtefies, 
Slave  ? 

Die.  For  your  Honour,  Sir. 

Phi ,  Wretch;  I  was  honour’d, 

That  fhe  would  wear  ’em  fhe,  I  would  fayj  s’death? 
Go,  get  and  find  ’em  out,  or  never  fee  me, 

I  lhali  my  betray  my  Love  e’er  I  pofiefs  it, 

Some  Star  diredt  me,  or  ill  Planet  fbrike  me.  [Ex*  Phi. 
Inc .  Befl  to  divide. 

Die.  I’ll  this  way. 

Inc.  And  I  this. 

Die.  I,  as  you,  find  him  for  a  Real . 

Inc.  ’Tis  done. 

Die , 
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Die.  My  courfe  is  now  direftly  to  Tome  Pie-houfe3 
I  know  the  Pages  compafs. 

Inc  i  think  rather 

The  Smock  fide  o’th5  Town,  the  furer  Harbour 
At  his  Years  to  put  in. 

Die.  If  I  do  find 

The  hungry  haunt,  I  take  him  by  the  Teeth  now. 

Inc.  I  by  the  Tail,  yet  I  as  you. 

Die.  No  more.  .  /  [Exeunt . 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Tht.  Dear  Leocadia ,  where  canfl  thou  be  fled 
Thus  like  a  Spirit  hence?  and  in  a  moment? 

What  Cloud  can  hide  thee  from  my  following  fearch 
If  yet  thou  art  a  Body?  fure  fhe  hath  not 
Ta’en  any  Houle  ?  Ihe  did  too  late  leave  one 
Where  all  humanity  of  a  Place  receiv’d  her, 

And  would,  if  fhe  had  (laid,  have  help’d  to  right 
Fhe  wrong  her  Fortune  did  her;  yet  fhe  muff 
Be  enter’d  fomewhere,  or  be  found,  no  Street, 

Lane,  PafTage,  Corner,  Turn,  hath  fcap’d  enquiry  .• 

If  her  Defpair  had  ravilVd  her  to  Air, 

She  could  not  yet  be  rarified  fo 
But  feme  of  us  ihould  meet  her?  though  their  Eyes 
Perhaps  be  leaden,  and  might  turn  •,  mine  would 
Strike  out  a  Lightning  for  her,  and  divide 
A  Mid:  as  thick  as. ever  darknefs  was, 

Nay  fee  her  through  a  Quarry;  they  do  lie, 

Lie  grofly  that  fay  Love  is  blind  *  by  him, 

And  Heav'n  they  lie*,  he  has  a  fight  can  pierce 
Through  Ivory,  as  clear  as  it  were  Horn, 

And  reach  his  ObjedL 

Enter  Incubo. 

Inc.  Sir,  he’s  found,  he’s  found. 

Thi.  Fla?  where?  But  reach  that  happy  Note  again. 
And  let  it  relifh  Truth,  thou  art  an  Angel. 

Inc.  He’s  here  j  fad:  by.  Sir,  calling  for  a  Boat 
To  go  aboard  the  Gallies. 

Fki .  Where,  where 3  hold  thee0  [Exit. 

•  Inc , 
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Jwc.  He  might  ha5  kept  this  now,  I  had  nought  to  {hew 
If  he  had  had  the  wit  t’have  gone  from’s  word,  (for’t; 
Thefe  direfl:  Men,  they  are  no  Men  of  fafhion, 

Talk  what  you  will,  this  is  a  very  Smelt.  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E  III. 

Enter  Leonardo  with  a  Surgeon . 

Leo.  Upon  your  Art,  Sir,  and  your  Faith  to  affift  it. 
Shall  I  believe  you  then  his  Wound’s  not  mortal  ? 

Surg.  Sir,  ’tis  not  worth  your  queftion,  lefs  your  fear. 

Leo.  Y ou  do  reftore  me,  Sir,  I  pray  you  accept 
This  fmall  remembrance  of  a  Father’s  thanks 
For  fo  allur’d  a  benefit. 

Surg.  Excufe  me. 

Leo .  Sir,  I  can  {pare  it,  and  mu  ft  not  believe 
But  that  your  Fortune  may  received,  except 
You’d  ha’  me  think  you  live  not  by  your  pra&ice. 

Surg.  I  crave  your  pardon.  Sir ,  you  teach  me  Manners. 

Leo.  I  crave  your  Love  and  Friendfhip,  and  require, 
As  1  have  made  now  both  my  felf  and  bufinefs 
A  portion  of  your  care,  you  will  but  bring  me 
Under  the  Perfon  of  a  call’d  Affiftant 
To  his  next  opening,  where  1  may  but  fee  him. 

And  utter  a  few  words  to  him  in  private. 

And  you  will  merit  me 5  for  I  am  loth 
Since  here  I  have  not  to  appear  my  felf. 

Or  to  be  known  unto  the  Governor, 

Or  make  a  tumult  of  my  purpofe. 

Surg.  Neither 

I  hope  will  be  your  need.  Sir >  I  fhall  bring  you 
Both  there,  and  off  again,  without  the  hazard.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Philippo,  and  Leocadia. 

Phi.  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

Leo.  1  have  heard  fo  much 
Will  keep  me  deaf  for  ever;  no,  Marc  Antonio , 

After  thy  Sentence,  1  may  hear  no  more, 

Thou  haft  pronounc’d  me  dead. 

Phi.  Appeal  to  Reafon.t 


She 


2.4 5  ^  Love's  Pilgrimage. 

She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  Grief, 

Which  rules  but  in  her  abfencc  3  hear  me  fay 
A  foveraign  Meffage  from  her,  which  in  Duty, 

And  Love  to  your  own  Safety,  you  ought  hear: 

Why  do  you  ftrive  fo?  Whither  would  you  fly? 

You  cannot  wreft  your  felf  away  from  Care, 

You  may  from  Counfel  $  you  may  lhift  your  Place 
But  not  your  Perfon  3  and  another  Clime 
Makes  you  no  other. 

Leo.  Oh ! 

Phi.  For  Faflions  fake, 

( Which  I  do  ferve,  honour,  and  love  in  you) 

If  you  will  figh,  flgh  here*  if  you  would  vary 
A  Sigh  to  Tears,  or  Out-cry,  do  it  here. 

No  Shade,  no  Defart,  Darknefs,  nor-  the  Grave 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  Thoughts  than  I, 

Only  but  hear  me  fpeak. 

Leo.  What  would  you  fay  ?  ('mine, 

Phi.  That  which  fhall  raife  your  Heart,  or  pull  down 
Quiet  yourPaffion,  or  provoke  mine  own*, 

We  muft  have  both  one  Balfome,  or  one  Wound. 

For  know,  lov’d  Fair,  fince  the  firft  Providence 
Made  me  your  Refcue,  I  have  read  you  through, 

And  with  a  wandring  Pity  look’d  on  you, 

I  have  obferv’d  the  method  of  your  Blood, 

And  waited  on  it  even  with  Sympathy 
Of  a  like  Red  and  Palenefs  in  mine  own  \ 

I  knew  which  Blufh  was  Anger’s,  which  was  Love’s, 
Which  was  the  eye  of  Sorrow,  which  of  Truth  3 
And  could  diftinguifh  Honour  from  Difdain 
In  every  change,  and  you  are  worth  my  Study 5 
I  faw  your  voluntary  Mifcry 
Suftain’d  in  Travel :  A  dilguis’d  Maid, 

Wearied  with  Peeking,  and  with  finding  loft, 

Negledted,  where  you  hop’d  moft,  or  put  by  5 
I  faw  it,  and  have  laid  it  to  my  Heart, 

And  though  it  were  my  Sifter  which  was  righted, 

Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  I  put  off  Nature, 

Could  not  be  glad,  where  I  was  bound  to  Triumph  $ 
My  care  for  you,  fo  drown’d  refpeft  of  her  3 


Nor 
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Nor  did  I  only  apprehend  your  Bonds, 

But  ftudied  your  Releafe  ;  and  for  that  Day 
Have  I  made  up  a  Ranfome,  brought  you  a  Health 
Prefer vative  ’gain  ft  Chance,  or  Injury, 

Pleafe  you  apply  it  to  the  Grief*,  my  felf. 

Leo.  Humph. 

Phi.  Nay,  do  not  think  me  lefs  than  fuch  a  Cure, 
Antonio  was  not;  And  3tiss poflible 
Philippo  may  fucceed :  My  Blood  and  Houfe 
Are  as  deep  rooted,  and  as  fairly  fpread, 

As  Marc  Antonio's ,  and  in  that  all  feek. 

Fortune  hath  given  him  no  Precedency: 

As  for  our  thanks  to  Nature,  1  may  burn 
Incenfe  as  much  as  he  }  1  ever  durft 
Walk  with  Antonio  by  the  felf-fame  Light 
At  any  Feaft,  or  Triumph,  and  ne’er  car’d 
Which  fide  my  Lady  or  her  Woman  took 
In  their  furvey;  I  durft  have  told  my  Tale  too, 

Though  his  Difcourfe  new  ended. 

Leo.  Mv  Repulfe. 

Phi.  Let  not  that  torture  you,  which  makes  me  happy. 
Nor  think  that  Confcience,  Fair,  which  is  no  fhame  0 
3Twas  no  Repulfe,  I  was  your  Dowry  rather  .* 

For  then  methought  a  thoufand  Graces  met 
To  make  you  lovely,  and  ten  thoufand  Stories 
Ofconftant  Virtue,  which  you  then  out-reach’d, 

Ip  one  Example  did  proclaim  you  rich: 

Nor  do  I  think  you  wretched,  or  difgrac’d, 

After  this  differing,  and  do  therefore  take 
Advantage  of  your  need  ;  but  rather  know 
You  are  the  charge  and  bufinefs  of  thofe  Powers, 

Who,  like  belt  Tutors,  do  inflict  hard  Tasks 
Upon  great  Natures,  and  of  nobleft  Hopes; 

Read  trivial  Leffons,  and  half  lines  to  Slugs; 

They  that  livelong,  and  never  feel  Mifchance, 

Spend  more  than  half  their  Age  in  Ignorance, 

Leo.  ’TisweJl  you  think  fo. 

Phi.  You  fhali  think  fo  too, 

You  fhali,  fweet  Leocadia ,  and  do  fo. 

Leo.  Good  Sir,  no  more  ;  you  have  too  fair  a  Shape 

To 
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To  playfo  foul  aPart  in,  as  the  Tempter: 

Say  that  I  could  make  peace  with  Fortune,  who. 

Who  ftiould  abfolve  me  of  my  Vow  yet ;  ha? 

My  Contra£t  made  ? 
phi.  Your  Contra&  ? 

Leo.  Yes,  my  Contract: 

Am  I  not  his  ?  His  W ife  ? 

Phi.  Sweet,  nothing  lefs. 

Leo.  I  have  no  name  then  ? 

Phi.  Truly  then  you  have  not; 

How  can  you  be  his  Wife,  who  was  before 
Another’s  Husband? 

Leo.  Oh,  though  he  difpence 
With  his  Faith  given,  I  cannot  with  mine. 

Phi.  You  do  miftake,  clear  Soul;  his  Precontradl 
Doth  annul  yours,  and  yGU  have  giv’n  no  Faith 
That  ties  you  in  Religion,  or  Humanity, 

You  rather  fin  againft  that  greater  Precept, 

To  covet  what’s  another’s ;  Sweet,  you  do, 

Believe  me,  who  dare  not  urge  difhoneft  things. 
Remove  that  fcruple  therefore,  and  but  take 
Your  dangers  now  into  your  Judgment’s  skale, 

And  weigh  them  with  yourfafeties:  Think  but  whither 
Now  you  can  go:  What  you  can  do  to  live  • 

How  near  you  ha’  bar’d  all  Ports  to  your  own  Succour, 
Except  this  one  that  1  here  open,  Love: 

Should  you  be  left  alone,  you  were  a  Prey 
To  the  wild  Lull  of  any,  who  would  look 
Upon  thisfhape  like  a  Temptation, 

And  think  you  want  the  Man  you  perfonate, 

Would  not  regard  this  fhift,  which  Love  put  on 
As  Virtue  forc’d,  but  covet  it  like  Vice; 

So  fhould  you  live  the  Hander  of  each  Sex, 

And  be  the  Child  of  Error  and  of  Shame, 

And  which  is  worfe,  even  Marc  Antony 
Would  be  call’d  juft,  to  turn  a  Wanderer  off, 

And  Fame  report  you  worthy  his  Contempt*, 

Where  if  you  make  new  Choice,  and  fettle  here. 

There  is  no  further  Tumult  in  this  Flood, 

Each  Current  keeps  his  Comic,  and  all  Sufpicions 

Shall 
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Shall  return  Honours :  Came  you  forth  a  Maid? 

Go  home  a  W  ifc :  Alone  ?  And  in  Difguife  ? 

Go  home  a  waited  Leocadia : 

Go  home,  and  by  the  virtue  of  that  Charm 
Transform  all  Mifchiefs,  as  you  are  transform’d ; 

Turn  your  offended  Father’s  Wrath  to  Wonder, 

And  all  his  loud  Grief  to  a  filent  Welcome: 

Unfold  the  Riddles  you  have  made*  what  fay  you? 

Enter  Zanchio  carried ,  Alphonfo,  and  Servants . 

Now  is  the  time;  Delay  is  but  Defpair, 

If  you  be  chang’d,  let  a  Kifs  tell  me  fo. 

Leo,  I  am  \  but  how,  I  rather  feel  than  know. 

Zanch.  Come  Sir*  you  are  welcome  now  to  Barcelona , 
Take  off  my  Hood. 

phi.  Who  bethefe?  Stay,  let’s  view  ’em? 

Alph.  ’Twas  a  long  Journey*,  are  you  not  weary,  Sir? 
Zanch. W eary  ?  I  could  have  rid  it  in  mine  Armour. 
Leo.  Alas! 

Phi.  What  ail  you,  Dear? 

Leo.  It  is  my  Father. 

Phi.  Your  Father?  Which? 

Leo.  He  that  is  carried :  Oh 
Let  us  make  hence. 
phi.  For  Loves  fake,  good  my  Heart. 

Leo.  Into  fome  Houfe  before  he  fee  me. 

Phi.  Dear, 

Be  not  thus  frighted. 

Leo.  Oh  his  Wrath  is  Tempeff. 

Phi.  Sweet,  take  your  Spirit  to  you,  and  flay*  be’t  he. 
He  cannot  know  you  in  this  Habit,  and  me 
I’m  fure  he  lefs  knows,  for  he  never  faw  me. 

Alph.  Ha?  Who  is  that  ?  My  Son  Philippo ? 

Phi.  Sir. 

Alph.  Why,  what  make  you  here?  Is  this  Salamanca ? 
And  that  your  Study  ?  ha  ?  Nay  ftay  him  too, 

We’ll  fee  him  by  his  leave. 

Ser.  You  muff  not  ftrive.  Sir. 

Alph ,  No,  no,  come  near. 

Zanch.  My  Daughter  :  Leocatfia  ? 

Alph .  How  Sir,  your  Daughter? 


Zanch, 


z  4  2  o  Love’ s  Pilgrimage. 

Zanch.  Yes  Sir,  and  as  fare 
As  that’s  your  Son:  Come  hither:  What  now?  ruit 
Out  o’ your  Sex?  Breech’d?  Was’t  not  enough 
At  once  to  leave  thy  Father,  and  thine  Honour, 

Unlefs  th’  hadft  quit  thy  felf  too  ? 

Phi .  Sir,  what  fault 

She  can  be  urg’d  of,  I  muft  take  on  me 
The  Guilt  and  Punifhment. 

Zanch .  You  mu  ft,  Sir  5  how 
If  you  fhall  not,  though  you  muft?  I  deal  not 
With  Boys,  Sir}  Ay,  you  have  a  Father  here 
Shall  do  me  right. 

Alph .  Thou  art  not  mad,  Philippo ? 

Art  thou  Marc  Antonio  ?  Son  to  Leonardo  ? 

Our  bufinefs  is  to  them. 

Zanch .  No,  no,  no,  no. 

I’ll  ha’  the  bufinefs  now,  with  you,  none  elfe, 

Pray  you  let’s  fpeak  in  private :  ( carry  me  to  him ) 

Your  Son’s  the  Ravifher  Sir,  and  here  f  find  him: 

I  hope  you’ll  give  me  caufe  to  think  you  noble, 

And  do  me  right,  with  your  fword  Sir,  as  becomes 
One  Gentleman  of  Honour  to  another  > 

All  this  is  fair  Sir,  here’s  the  Sea  faft  by, 

Upon  the  Sands,  we  will  determine, 

’Tis  that  I  call  you  to,  let’s  make  no  Days  on’t, 

Til  lead  your  way ;  to  the  Sea- fide,  Rafcals. 

Phi .  Sir, 

I  would  befeech  your  ftay,  he  may  not  follow  you. 

Zanch .  No,  turn,  I’ll  kill  him  here  then:  Slaves, 
Rogues,  Blocks, 

Why  do  you  not  bear  me  to  him  ?  Ha’  you  been 
Acquainted  with  my  Motions,  Logs,  fo  long. 

And  yet  not  know  to  time  ’em  ? 

Phi.  Were  you,  Sir, 

Not  impotent. 

Alph.  Hold  you  your  peace,  Boy. 

Zanch.  Impotent! 

’Death,  Pll  cut  his  Throat  firft,  and  then  his  Father's. 

zlph.  You  muft  provide  you  then  a  {harper  Razor 
Than  is  your  Tongue,  for  I  not  fear  your  Sword. 

‘  '  '  Zanch. 
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Zanch.  ’Heart  bear  me  to  either  of  ’em. 

Phi.  Pray,  Sir,  your  Patience. 

Enter  Governor  and  Attendants . 

Alfb.  My  curfe  light  on  thee  if  thou  Hay  him.' 

Thi*  Hold. 

Gov.  W  hy,  what’s  the  matter,  (gentlemen,  what  tumult 
Is  this  you  raife  i’th’  Street?  before  my  Door? 

Know  you  what  ’tis  to  draw  a  Weapon  here? 

Zanch .  Y es,  and  to  ufe  it  ("bear  me  up  to  him.  Rogues ) 
Thus,  at  a  Traitor’s  Heart, 

Alph .  Truer  than  thine. 

Gov .  Strike,  llrikej  fome  of  the  People  difarm  ’ems 
Kill  ’em  if  they  refill. 

Phi .  Nay  generous  Sir, 

Let  not  your  courtefie  turn  fury  now. 

Gov .  Lay  hold  upon  ’em,  take  away  their  Weapons, 

I  will  be  worth  an  anfwer,  e’er  we  part. 

Thi .  ’Tis  the  Governor,  Sir. 

Alph.  I  yield  my  felf.  ( tell  me. 

Zanch .  My  Sword  ?  what  think’ll  thou  of  me  ?  pray  thee 

1  Attend .  As  of  a  Gentleman. 

Zafjeb.  No  more? 

1  Attend.  Of  Worth, 

And  Quality. 

Zanch .  And  1  fhould  quit  my  Sword 
There  were  fmall  Worth  or  Quality  in  that.  Friend  1 
Pray  thee  learn  thou  more  Worth  and  Quality 
Than  to  demand  it. 

Gov.  Force  it,  I  fay. 

1  Attend.  The  Governor, 

You  hear,  Commands. 

Zanch .  The  Governor  lliall  pardon  me. 

Phi,  How,  Leocadia  gone  again  ?  [Exit  Phi 

Zanch .  He  lhall,  Friend, 

Fth3  point  of  Honour  j  by  his  leave,  fo  tell  him. 

His  Perfon  and  Authority  I  acknowledge 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  it but  my  Swof|,. 

He  lhall  excufe  me,  were  he  fifteen  Governors 5 
That  and  I  dwell  together,  and  mull  yet, 

’Till  my  Hands  part,  allure  him. 

V  o  Lu  v.  L  Oovu 


2,4*2.  Loves  Pilgrimage „ 

Got;.  1  fay,  force  it. 

Zanch.  Stay,  hear  me.  Had  thou  ever  read  Caranza  ? 
Underftand’ft  thou  Honour,  noble  Governor? 

Gov.  For  that  we’ll  have  more  fit  difpute. 

Zanch.  Your  Name,  Sir? 

Gov.  You  fhall  know  that  too,  but  on  colder  terms. 
Your  Blood  and  Brain  are  now  too  hot  to  take  it. 

Zanch .  Force  my  Sword  from  me?  this  is  an  Affront. 
Gov .  Bring  ’em  away. 

Zanch .  You’ll  do  me  reparation.  [Exeunt ; 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phi.  I  have  for  ever  loft  her,  and  am  loft, 

And  worthily,  my  tamenefs  hath  undone  me } 

She’s  gone  hence,  afham’d  or  me,  yet  1  feek  her  } 

Will  lhe  be  ever  found  to  me  again, 

Whom  fhe  faw  ftand  fo  poorly,  and  dare  nothing 
In  her  Defence  here?  when  I  Ihould  have  drawn  j 
This  Sword  our  like  a  Meteor,  and  have  fhot  it 
In  both  our  Parents  Eyes,  and  left  ’em  blind 
Unto  their  impotent  Angers?  Oh  1  am  worthy, 

On  whom  this  lofs  and  fcorn  ftiould  light  to  Death  5 
Without  the  pity  that  ihould  wifh  me  better, 

Either  alive,  or  in  my  Epitaph.  [Exit. 

Enter  Leonardo,  and  Marc  Antonio. 

Leo.  Well,  Son,  your  Father  is  too  near  himfelt. 
And  hath  too  much  of  Nature,  to  put  off 
Any  Afte&ion  that  belongs  to  you*, 

I  could  have  only  wifh’d  you  had  acquainted 
Her  Father,  whom  it  equally  concerns, 

Though  you’d  prefum’d  on  mej  it  might  have  open’d 
An  eafier  Gate,  and  Path  to  both  our  Joys: 

For  though  1  am  none  of  thofe  flinty  Fathers 
That  when  their  Children  do  but  natural  things, 

Turn  Rock  and  Offence  ftraight:  Yet,  Marc  Antonio , 
All  are  not  of  my  quarry. 

Marc.  ’Tis  my  Fear,  Sir  5 
And  if  hereafter  I  ihould  e’er  abufe 
So  great  a  Piety,  it  were  my  Malice. 

Enter  Attendants. 

Atten .  W c  muft  intreat  you.  Gentlemen,  to  take 

A  noth 
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Another  Room*  the  Governor  is  coming 
Here,  on  Tome  bufinefs. 

Enter  Governor ,  Zanchio,  Alphonfo,  and  Attendants . 
Marc.  We  will  give  him  way. 

Zanch.  I  will  have  right,  Sir,  on  you  *,  that  believe. 
If  there  be  any  Marfhals  Court  in  Spain* 

Gov.  For  that,  Sir,  we  ihall  talk.  • 

Zanch. — - —Do  not  flight  me. 

Though  I  am  without  a  Sword. 

Gov .  Keep  to  your  Chair,  Sir, 

Zanch.— Let  me  fall,  and  hurl  my  Chair  (Slaves )  at  him! 
Gov .  You  are  the  mere  temper'  1  Man,  Sir ;  let  me  intreat 
Of  you  the  manner  how  this  Brawl  fell  out. 

Alph*  Fell  out  ?  1  know  not  how,  nor  do  I  care  much  5 
But  here  we  came.  Sir,  to  this  Town  together, 

Both  in  one  bufineft,  and  one  wrong,  engag’d 
To  feek  one  Leonardo ,  an  ol  Genoefe , 

I  ha5  faid  enough  there;  would  you  more?  falfe Father 
Of  a  falfe  Son,  call’d  Marc  Antonio , 

Who  had  floleboth  our  Daughters  5  and  which  Father 
Confpiring  with  his  Son  in  Treachery, 

It  feem'd,  to  flie  our  SatisfadHon, 

Was,  as  we  heard,  come  private  to  this  Town, 

Here  to  take  Ship  for  Italy , 

Leo.  You  heard 

More  than  was  true  then;  by  the  Fear,  or  Falfhood. 
And  though  I  thought  not  to  reveal  my  felf 
/Pardon  rny  Manners  in't  to  you j  for  fome 
Important  Reafons*  yet  being  thus  charadter'd 
And  challeng'd,  know  I  dare  appear,  and  do. 

To  who  dares  threaten. 

Marc.  I  fay  he  is  not  worthy 
i  The  Name  of  Man,  cr  any  honed:  Preface, 

I  That  dares  report  or  credit  fuch  a  dander. 

Do  you,  Sir,  fay  it? 

Alph .  J  do  fay  it. 

Gov.  Hold.  *' 

Is  this  your  Father,  Signior  Marc  Antonio  ? 

You  have  ill  requited  me  thus  to  conceal  him 
1  From  him  would  honour  him,  and  do  him  fervice, 

L  z  Enter 
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Enter  Eugenia. 

Jjeon.  *Twas  not  his  fault,  Sir. 

Eug.  Where's  ray  Lord? 

Gov.  Sweet-heart.  (thers 

Eug  Know  you  thefe  Gentlemen  ?  they  are  all  the  Fa- 
Unto  our  Friends. 

Gov .  So  it  appears,  my  Dove. 

Zanch.  Sir,  i  fay  nothing:  I  do  want  a  Sword. 

And  ’till  I  have  a  Sword  I  will  fay  nothing. 

Eug,  Good  Sir,  command  thefe  Gentlemen  their  Arms, 
,  Entreat  'em  as  your  Friends,  not  as  your  Prifoners. 
Where  be  their  Swords? 

Gov.  Reftore  each  Man  his  Weapon. 

Zanch .  It  feems  thou  haft  not  read  Caranza ,  Fellow, 
I  mud:  have  reparation  of  Honour, 

As  well  as  this:  I  find  that  wounded. 

Gov.  Sir, 

I  did  not  know  your  Quality,  if  I  had, 

’Tis  like  1  fhould  have  done  you  more  refpe&s. 

Zanch.  It  is  fufficient  by  Caranza' s  Rule. 

Eug.  I  know  it  is,  Sir. 

Zanch.  Have  you  read  Caranza^  Lady? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  him  that  writ  upon  the  Duel, 

He  was  my  Kinfman. 

Zanch.  Lady,  then  you  know 
By  the  right  noble  Writings  of  your  Kinfman, 

My  Honour  is  as  dear  to  me  as  the  King’s. 

Eug.  ’Tis  very  true,  Sir. 

Zanch .  Therefore  I  mult  crave 
Leave  to  go  on  now  with  my  firft  dependance. 

Eug.  What  ha5  you  more? 

Gov.  N  one  here,  good  Signior. 

Zanch.  1  will  refer  me  to  Caranza  ftill. 

Eug.  Nay  Love,  I  prithee  let  me  manage  this. 

With  whom  is’t,  Sir  ? 

Zanch.  With  that  falfe  Man,  Alphonfo. 

Eug  Why  he  has  th’  advantage,  Sir,  in  Legs. 
Zanch.  But  I 

In  T ruth,  in  Hand  and  Heart,  and  a  good  Sword. 

Eug.  But  how  if  he  will  not  ftand  you,  Sir? 
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Alph.  For  that. 

Make  it  no  queftion  Lady,  I  will  flick 
My  Feet  in  Earth  down  by  him,  where  he  dare® 

Zanch.  O  would  thou  wouldfl* 

Alph.  I’ll  dot. 

Zanch .  Let  me  kifs  him. 

I  fear  thou  wilt  not  yet. 

Eug.  Why  Gentlemen, 

If  you'll  proceed  according  to  Caranza, 

Methinks  an  eafier  way,  were  two  good  Chairs^ 

So  you  would  be  content,  Sir,  to  be  bound, 

’Caufe  he  is  lame:  I'll  fit  you  with  like  Weapons* 
Piflols  and  Ponyards,  and  ev’n  end  it.  If 
The  difference  between  you  be  fo  mortal. 

It  cannot  be  ta’en  up. 

Zanch.  Ta’enup?  takeoff 
This  Head  firft. 

Alph.  Come,  bind  me  in  a  Chair. 

Eug.  Yes,  do. 

Gov.  What  mean  you.  Dove  ? 

Eug.  Let  me  alone. 

And  fet  ’em  at  their,  diftance ;  whan  you  ha’  done 
Lend  me  two  Ponyards  >  I’ll  have  Piflols  ready 
Quickly.  [Exit. 

Enter  Philippo, 

Phi.  She  is  not  here.  Marc  Antonio , 

Saw  you  not  Leocadia  ? 

Marc.  Not  I,  Brother.  /  fher. 

Phi.  Brother,  let’s  fpeak  with  you  \  you  werefalfe  umo 
Mare.  I  was,  but  have  ask’d  Pardon :  Why  do  you  urge  it  ? 
Phi .  You  were  not  worthy  of  her. 

Marc.  May  be  I  was  not  j 
But  ’tis  not  well,  you  tell  me  fo. 

Phi.  My  Sifter 
Is  not  fo  fair. 

Marc.  It  skills  not. 

Phi.  Nor  fo  virtuous. 

Marc.  Yes,  ihemuftbe  as  virtuous. 

Phi.  I  would  fain— - — - 

Marc.  What,  Brother? 

L  3 
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P hi.  Strike  you. 

Marc.  1  fhall  not  bear  Strokes, 

Though  I  do  thefe  itrarage  Words. 
phi.  Will  you  not  kill  me? 

Marc.  For  what,  good  Bother  ? 

Phi.  Why,  for  fpeaking  well 
Of  Leocadia. 

Marc.  No  indeed. 

Phu  Nor  ill 
Of  Theodofia  ? 

P nter  Eugenia,  Leocadia,  Theodofia,  and  one  with 

two  Pijiols. 

Marc.  Neither. 

Phi.  Fare  you  well  then. 

Bug.  Nay,  you  fhall  have  as  noble  Seconds  too 
As  ever  Duelifts  had;  give  ’em  their  Weapons: 

Now  St.  Jago.  *  \  m 

Zanch.  Are  they  charg’d? 

Bug.  Charg’d,  Sir? 

I  warrant  you. 

Alph.  Would  they  were  well  difcharg’d. 

Zanch.  1  like  a  Sword  much  better,  I  confefs. 

Bug.  Nay ,  wherefore  flay  you?  Shall  I  mend  your  Mark? 
Strike  one  another  through  thefe  ? 

Phi .  My  Love. 

Alph.  My  Theodofia.  .  * 

Zanch .  I  ha’  not  the  Heart. 

Alph ,  Nor  I. 

Bug.  Why  here  is  a  Dependance  ended. 

Unbind  that  Gentleman  j  come  take  here  to  you 
Your  Sons  and  Daughters,  and  be  Friends.  A  Feaft 
Waits  you  within,  is  better  than  your  Fray  * 

Lovers,  take  you  your  own,  and  all  forbear. 

Under  my  Rooc,  either  to  blulh  or  fear. 

My  Love,  what  fay  you?  Could  Caranza  himfelf 
Carry  a  Bufinefs  better  ? 

Gov.  It  is  well : 

All  are  content  I  hope,  and  we  well  eas’d, 

W  they  for  whom  we  have  done  all  this  be  pleas’d. 

\JExeunt  owner 
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THE  DOUBLE 


Dramatis  Perform. 

MEN. 


F  Errand,  the  libidinous  Tyrant  of  Naples. 

Virolet,  a  noble  Gentleman^  ftudious  of  his  Country's 
Freedom . 

Briflonet,!  Two  honeft  Gentlemen ,  Confederates  with  Vi- 
Camillo,  j  rolet. 

Ronvere,  a  Villainy  Captain  of  the  Guard. 

Villio,  a  Court  Fool . 

Caftruccio,  a  Court  Parafite , 

Pandulpho,  a  noble  Gentleman  of  Naples,  Father  to 
Virolet. 

The  Duke  of  Sefle,  an  Enemy  to  Ferrand,  profcribed  and 
turned  Fir  ate. 

Afcanio,  Nephew  and  SucceJJor  to  Ferrand. 

Boy ,  Page  to  Virolet. 

Mafter . 

Gunner. 

Boat-fwain . 

Cbirurgion* 

ffailors. 

Dottor. 

Citizens . 

Guard . 

Soldiers . 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Juliana,  matchlefs  Wife  ^/'Virolet, 

Martia,  Daughter  to  the  Duke  of  Sefle. 

SCENE  NAPLES. 


THE 


ACT!  SCENE!, 


Enter  Virolet,  and  Boy . 


#  V  I  RO  L  ET. 
OY. 

Boy.  Sir? 

Vtr.  If  my  Wife  f 
Defigns  of  Weigh 
Knowledge, 

Exa£t  my  Pri 
Boy.  I  ffiall,  Sir. 


Fir.  Do  then, 

And  leave  me  to  my  felf. 

Boy.  5Tis  a  raw  Morning, 

And  would  you  pleafe  to  interpret  that  for  Duty 
Which  you  ffiay  conllrue  Boldnefs,  I  could  wifh 
To  arm  your  felf  againft  it,  you  would  ufe 
More  of  my  Service. 

Fir .  I  have  frfeat  within  here, 

A  noble  heat  (good  Boy)  to  keep  it  off, 

I  fnall  not  freeze;  deliver  my  excufe, 

And  you  have  done  your  part. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Boy .  That  is  prevented : 

My  Lady  follows  you. 

ir »  Since  I  muft  be  croft  then, 

Let  her  perform  that  Office. 

Boy .  I  obey  you.  TExit 

Vir.  Prethee  to  Bed ;  to  be  thus  fond’s  more  tedious  ' 
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Than  if  I  were  negle&ed. 

Jul.  ’Tis  the  fault  then 
Of  Love  and  Duty,  which  I  would  fall  under, 

Rather  than  want  that  care  which  you  may  challenge 
As  due  to  my  Obedience. 
yir.  I  confefs 

This  tendernefs  argues  a  loving  Wife, 

And  more  deferves  my  Heart’s  beft  Thanks,  than  Anger. 
Yet  I  mull  tell  ye,  Sweet,  you  do  exceed 
In  your  Affection,  if  you  would  ingrofs  me 
To  your  Delights  alone. 

Jul.  I  am  not  Jealous, 

If  my  Embraces  have  diftafted  you, 

As  I  muff  grant  you  every  way  fo  worthy 
That  ’tis  not  in  weak  W Oman  to  defers  e  you. 

Much  lefs  in  miferable  me,  that  want 
Thofe  Graces,  fome  more  Fortunate  are  ffor’d  with: 
Seek  any  whom  you  pleafe,  and  I  will  ffudy 
With  my  beff  Service  to  deferve  thofe  Favours, 

That  fhall  yield  you  contentment. 

Vir .  You  are  miftaken. 

Jul.  No,  lam  patient  Sir,  and  fo  good  Morrow; 

I  will  not  be  offenfive. 

J/ir.  Hear  my  Reafons. 

Jul.  T  hough  in  your  Life  a  Widow’s  Bed  receives  me, 
For  your  fake  I  muff  love  it.  May  Ihe  profper 
That  fhall  fucceed  me  in  it,  and  your  Ardor 
Laff  longer  to  her. 

Vir.  By  the  Love  I  bear, 

Firff  to  my  Country’s  peace,  next  to  thy  felf, 

To  whom  compar’d,  my  Life  I  rate  at  nothing; 

Stood  here  a  Lady  that  were  the  choice  Abffraci 
Of  all  the  Beauties  Nature  ever  falhion’d, 

Or  Art  gave  Ornament  to,  compar’d  to  thee. 

Thus  as  thou  art  Obedient  and  Loving, 

I  fhould  contemn  and  loath  her. 

Jul.  1  do  believe. 

How  I  am  bleft 

In  my  allur’d  Belief?  This  is  unfeign’d; 

And  why  thisSadnefs  then? 

Vir. 
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Vir.  Why  Juliana , 

Believe  me,  thefe  my  fad  and  dull  Retirements, 

My  often,  nay  almofl  continued  Fails, 

Sleep  banifht  from  my  Eyes,  all  Fleafures,  Strangers, 
Have  neither  root  nor  growth  from  any  Caufe 
That  may  arrive  at  Woman.  Shouldft  thou  be, 

As  Chaility  forbid,  falfe  to  my  Bed, 

I  fhould  lament  my  Fortune,  perhaps  punifh 
Thy  Falfhood,  and  then  iludy  to  forget  thee: 

But  that  which  like  a  never-emptied  Spring, 

Feeds  high  the  torrent  of  my  fwelling  Grief,  , 

Is  what  my  Country  fuffers  5  there’s  a  Ground 
Where  Sorrow  may  be  planted,  and  fpring  up, 

Through  yielding  Rage,  and  womaniih  Defpair, 

And  yet  not  ihame  the  Owner. 

JuL  I  do  believe  it  true,  4 

Yet  1  fhould  think  mv  felfa  happy  Woman, 

If,  in  this  general  and  timely  Mourning, 

I  might  or  give  to  you,  or  die  receive 
A  little  lawful  Comfort. 

Fir.  Thy  Difcretion 

In  this  may  anfwer  for  me  *,  look  on  Naples , 

The  Country  where  we  both  were  Born  and  Bred, 

Naples ,  the  Paradife  of  Italy , 

As  that  is  of  the  Earth  j  Naples ,  that  was 
The  fweet  retreat  of  all  the  worth ieil  Romans , 

When  they  had  fhar’d  the  fpoils  of  the  whole  World  $ 
This  flourifhing  Kingdom,  whofe  Inhabitants 
For  Wealth  and  Bravery,  liv'd  like  petty  Kings, 

Made  fubjedt  now  to  fuch  a  Tyranny, 

As  that  fair  City  that  receiv’d  her  Name 
From  Conflantine  the  great,  now  in  the  Power 
Of  barbarous  Infidels,  may  forget  her  own, 

To  look  with  pity  on  our  Miseries  j 
So  far  in  our  Calamities  we  tranfeend  her. 

For  hnee  this  Arragonian  Tyrant,  Fen  and 3 
Seis'd  on  the  Government,  there’s  nothing  left  us 
That  we  can  call  our  own,  but  our  Affii&ions. 

JuL  And  hardly  thofe ,  the  King’s  ftrange  cruelty. 

Equals 
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Equals  all  Prefidents  of  Tyranny. 
rtr.  Equal,  fay  you? 

He  has  out-gone  the  worft,  compar’d  to  him  ; 

Nor  Phalarts ,  nor  Dionyfius , 

Caligula ,  nor  Afer#  can  be  mention’d  5 

They  yet  as  Kings,  abus’d  their  Regal  Power} 

This  as  a  Merchant,  all  the  Country’s  Fat 
He  wholly  does  ingrofs  unto  himfelf: 

Our  Oils  he  buys  at  his  own  Price,  then  fells  them 
To  us  at  dearer  Rates  *,  our  Plate  and  Jewels, 

Under  a  feign’d  Pretence  of  publick  ufe, 

He  borrows*,  which  deny’d,  his  Inftruments  force. 

The  Races  of  our  Horfes  he  takes  from  us, 

Yet  keeps  them  in  our  Paftures*,  Rapes  of  Matrons, 
And  Virgins,  are  too  frequent ;  never  Man 
Yet  thank’d  him  for  a  Pardon  *  for  Religion 
It  is  a  thing  he  dreams  not  of. 

Jul.  I  have  heard, 

How  true  it  is,  I  know  not,  that  he  fold 
The  Bifhoprick  of  Tarent  to  a  Jew , 

For  thirteen  thoufand  Duckets. 

Vir.  I  was  prefent, 

And  faw  theMony  paid}  the  Day  would  leave  me. 

E’er  I  could  number  out  his  impious  Aftions, 

Or  what  the  miferable  Subjedt  fuffers } 

And  can  you  entertain,  in  fuch  a  time, 

A  thought  of  Dalliance?  Tears,  and  Sighs,  and  Groans, 
Would  better  now  become  you. 

Jul.  They  indeed  are 
The  only  Weapons  our  poor  Sex  can  ufe. 

When  we  are  injur’d*  and  they  may  become  us; 

But  for  Men  that  were  born  free  Men,  of  Rank, 

That  would  be  regiftred  Fathers  of  their  Country, 

And  to  have  on  their  Tombs  in  golden  Letters, 

The  noble  Stile  of  Tyrant-killers,  written  *, 

To  weep  like  Fools  and  Women, and  not  like  wife  Men 
To  practice  a  Redrefs,  deferves  a  Name, 

Which  fits  not  me  to  give. 

Vir.  Thy  grave  Reproof, 

If  what  thou  doft  defire,  were  poffible 
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To  be  effected,  might  well  argue  it, 

As  wife  as  loving*  but  if  you  confider, 

With  what  ftrong  Guards  this  Tyrant  is  defended  : 
Ruffins,  and  Male-contents  drawn  from  all  Quarters* 
That  only  know  to  ferve  his  impious  Will; 

The  Cittadels  built  by  him  in  the  Neck 
Of  this  poor  City  *  the  invincible  Strength, 

Nature,  by  Art  affifted,  gave  this  Caille, 

And  above  all  his  Fear*  admitting  no  Man 
To  fee  him,  but  unarm’d,  it  being  Death 
For  any  to  approach  him  with  a  Weapon. 

You  mult  confefs,  unlefs  our  Hands  were  Gannons, 

To  batter  down  thefe  Walls,  our  weak  Breath  Mines 
To  blow  his  Forts  up  ;  or  our  Curfes  Lightning, 

To  force  a  Paflage  to  him,  and  then  blaft  him* 

Our  Power  is  like  to  yours,  and  we,  like  you, 

Weep  our  Misfortunes, 

Jul.  Walls  of  Brafs  refill  not 
A  noble  Undertaking  *  nor  can  Vice 
Raife  any  Bulwark,  to  make  good  the  Place, 

Where  Virtue  feeks  to  enter*  then  to  fall 
In  fuch  a  brave  Attempt,  were  fuch  an  Honour 
That  Brutus^  did  he  live  again,  would  envy. 

Were  my  dead  Father  in  you,  and  my  Brothers, 

Nay,  all  the  Anceftors  l  am  deriv’d  from, 

As  you,  in  being  what  you  are,  are  all  thefe  * 

I  had  rather  wear  a  mourning  Garment  for  you, 

And  fiiould  be  more  proud  of  my  Widow-hood, 

You  dying  for  the  Freedom  of  this  Country, 

Than  if  I  were  allur’d,  I  ffiould  enjoy 
A  Perpetuity  of  Life  and  Pleafure 
With  you,  the  Tyrant  living. 

Fir.  ’Till  this  Minute, 

I  never  heard  thee  fpeak.  O  more  than  Woman! 

And  more  to  be  belov’d*  can  I  find  out 
A  Cabinet  to  lock  a  Secret  in, 

Of  equal  Trull  to  thee?  All  Doubts  and  Fears, 

That  fcandalize  your  Sex,  be  far  from  me  * 

Thou  lhalt  partake  my  near  and  deareft  Councils, 

And  further  them  with  thine. 
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Jul.  1  will  be  faithful. 

Fir.  Know  then  this  Day,  ftand  Heav’n  propitious  to 
Our  Liberty  begins.  (us, 

Jul.  In  Fer rand' s  Death  ? 

Vir.  ’Tis  plotted  Love,  and  ftrongly?  and  believe  it, 
For  nothing  elfe  could  do  it,  ’twas  the  Thought, 

How  to  proceed  in  this  Defign  and  end  it. 

That  made  ftrange  my  Embraces. 

Jul.  Curs’d  be  die, 

That’s  fo  indulgent  to  her  own  Delights, 

That  for  their  Satisfaftion,  would  give 
A  Stop  to  fueh  a  glorious  Enterprise: 

For  me,  I  would  not  for  the  World,  I  had  been 
Guilty  of  fuch  a  Crime  $  go  on  and  profper. 

Go  on  my  deareft  Lord,  I  love  your  Honour 
Above  my  Life  *  nay  yours  my  Prayers  go  with  you } 
Which  I  will  ftrengthen  with  my  Tears :  The  Wrongs 
Of  this  poor  Country,  edge  your  Sword*,  oh  may  it 
Pierce  deep  into  this  Tyrant’s  Heart,  and  then 
When  you  return  bath’d  in  his  guilty  Blood, 

I’ll  wadi  you  clean  with  Fountains  of  true  Joy. 

But  who  are  your  Alfiftants?  Though  I  am 
So  covetous  of  your  Glory,  that  I  could  widi 
You  had  no  diarer  in  it.  [Knock. 

Vir%  Be  not  curious. 

They  come,  however  you  command  my  Bofom, 

To  them  I  would  not  have  you  feen. 

Jul .  I  am  gone,  Sir  : 

Be  confident,  and  may  my  Refolution 
Be  prefent  with  you.  [Exit* 

Vir .  Such  a  Mafculine  Spirit, 

With  more  than  Woman’s  Virtues,  were  a  Dower 
To  weigh  down  a  King’s  Fortune. 

Enter  Briflonet,  Camillo,  and  Ron v ere. 

Brif.  Good  Day  to  you. 

Cam.  You  are  an  early  Stirrer. 

Vir.  What  new  Face 
Bring  you  along  ? 

Ron.  If  I  ftand  doubted,  Sir, 

As  by  your  Looks  I  guefs  it,  you  much  injure 
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A  Man  that  loves,  and  truly  loves  this  Country, 
With  as  much  as  Zeal  as  you  do*  one  that  hates 
The  Prince  by  whom  it  '{offers,  and  as  deadly* 

One  that  dares  ftep  as  far  to  gain  my  Freedom, 

As  any  he  that  breaths*  that  wears  a  Sword 
As  fharp  as  any’s. 

Cam.  Nay,  no  more  Comparifons. 

Ron.  W  hat  you  but  whifper,  I  dare  fpeak  aloud, 
Stood  the  King  by ;  have  means  to  put  in  aft  too. 
What  you  but  coldly  plot*  if  this  deferve  then 
Sufpicion  in  the  beft,  the  boldeft,  wifeft, 

Purfue  your  own  Intents,  I’ll  follow  mine* 

And  if  1  not  out-ftrip  you- — — - 
Brif.  Be  affur’d,  Sir, 

A  Confcience  like  this  can  never  be  ally’d 
To  Treachery. 

Cam.  Who  durft  fpeak  fo  much, 

But  one  that  is  like  ns,  a  Sufferer, 

And  hands  as  we  affefted  ? 

Vir.  You  are  cozen’d 
And  all  undone*  every  Intelligencer 
Speaks  Treafon  with  like  Licence  *  is  not  this 
Ronvere ,  that  hath  for  many  Years  been  train’d 
In  Fer rand's  School,  a  Man  in  Truh  and  Favour, 
Rewarded  too,  and  highly? 

Cam,  Grant  all  this, 

The  thought  of  what  he  was,  being  as  he  is  now, 
A  Man  difgrac’d,  and  with  Contempt  thrown  off  * 
Will  fptir  him  to  Revenge,  as  fwift  as  they. 

That  never  were  in  Favour. 

Fir.  Poor  and  childilh. 

Brif.  His  Regiment  is  caft,  that  is  moil  certain* 
And  his  Command  in  the  Cable  given  away. 

Cam.  That  on  my  Knowledge. 

Vir.  Groffer  hill;  what  Shepherd 
Would  yield  the  poor  Remainder  of  his  Flock 
To  a  known  Wolf*  though  he  put  on.  the  Habit 
Of  a  moh  faithful  Dog,  and  bark  like  one? 

As  this  but  only  talks. 

Cam.  Yes,  he  has  Means  too. 
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Vir.  I  know  it  to  my  Grief,  weak  Men,  I  know  its 
To  make  his  Peace,  if  there  were  any  War 
Between  him  and  his  Matter,  betraying 
Our  innocent  Lives. 

Ron.  You  are  too  fufpicious, 

And  I  have  born  too  much,  beyond  my  Temper: 

Take  your  own  ways,  I’ll  leave  you. 

Vir.  You  may  ftay  nowj 
You  have  enough,  and  all  indeed  you  fittfd  for: 

But  one  word  Gentlemen  j  have  you  difcover’d 
To  him  alone  our  Plot? 

Brif.  To  him,  and  others  that  are  at  his  Devotion. 

Fir.  Worfe  and  worfe: 

For  were  he  only  confcious  of  our  Purpofe, 

Though  with  the  breach  of  Hofpitable  Laws, 

In  my  own  Houfe,  Pd  filence  him  for  ever.- 
But  what  is  paft  my  help,  is  patt  my  care. 

1  have  a  Life  tolofe. 

Cam .  Have  better  hopes.  ( further’d 

Ron.  And  when  you  know,  with  what  charge  I  have 
Your  noble  Undertaking,  you  will  fwear  me 
Another  Man;  the  Guards  I  have  corrupted, 

And  of  the  choice  of  all  our  nobleft  Youths, 

Attir’d  like  Virgins,  fuch  as  Hermits  would 
Welcome  to  their  fad  Cells,  prepar’d  a  Mask  j 
As  done  for  the  King’s  Pleafure. 

•  Vir.  Forhisfafety 
I  rather  fear  and  as  a  Pageant  to 
Ufher  our  Ruin. 

Ron.  We  as  T orch -bearers 
Will  wait  on  thefe  j  but  with  fuch  Art  and  Cunning, 

I  have  conveis^h’d  fharp  Poniards  in  the  Wax, 

That  we  may  pafs,  though  fearch’d,  through  all  his  Guards 
Without  fufpicion,  and  in  all  his  Glory 
Opprefs  him,  and  with  fafety. 

Cam.  3Tis  moftftrange. 

Vir.  To  be  effe£fcd. 

Ron.  You  are  doubtful  ftill. 

Brif.  But  we  relblv’d  to  follow  him,  and  if  you 

*  Defitt 
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Befift  now  Virolet ,  we  will  fay  ’tis  Fear, 
Rather  than  Providence. 


Cam.  And  fa  we  leave  you, 


Enter  Juliana. 


Jul.  To  your  wife  Doubts,  and  to  my  better  Counfels, 
Oh!  pardon  me  my  Lord,  and  trull  me  too* 

Let  me  not  like  Cajfandra  prophefy  Truths, 

And  never  be  believ’d,  before  the  Mifchief: 

I  have  heard  ail,  know  this  Ronvere  a  Villain, 

A  Villain  that  hath  tempted  me,  and  plotted 

This  for  your  Ruin,  only  to  make  way  \\ 

To  his  hopes  in  my  Embraces }  at  more  leafure 

I  will  acquaint  you,  wherefore  I  conceal’d  it 

To  this  la  11  Minute  j  if  you  ftay,  you  are  loll. 

And  all  prevention  too  late.  I  know, 

And  ’tis  tome  known  only,  a  dark  Cave 
Within  this  Houfe,  a  part  of  my  poor  Dower, 

Where  you  may  lie  conceal’d ,  as  in  the  Center, 

Till  this  rough  blall  be  o’er.  Where  there  is  Air, 

More  than  to  keep  in  Life,  Terr  and  will  find  you* 

So  curious  his  Fears  are. 

'  Fir.  T is  better  fall 

Than  hide  my  Head,  now  ’twas  thine  own  Advice, 

My  Friends  engag’d  too. 

Jul.  You  Hand  further  bound, 

Than  to  weaLMen  that  have  betray’d  themfelves, 

Or  to  my  Counfel,  though  then  juft  and  loyal: 

Your  Fancy  hath  been  good,  but  not  your  Judgement, 
In  choice  of  fuch  to  fide  you  \  will  you  leap 
From  a  fteep  Tower,  becaufe  a  defperate  Fool 
Do’s  it,  and  trails  the  Wind  to  lave  his  hazard  ? 

There’s  more  expedled  from  you^  all  Mens  Eyes  arefixt 
Oil  Virolet^  to  help,  not  hurt  them; 

Make  good  their  Hopes  and  ours  :  You  have  fworn  often. 
That  you  dare  credit  me,  and  allow’d  me  Wife 
Although  a  Woman*,  even  Kings  in  great  Aftions 
Wait  opportunity,  and  fo  mull  you.  Sir, 

Or  lofe  your  Underftanding. 

Fir.  Thou  art  conftant > 
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lam  uncertain  Fool,  a  moll  blind  Fool; 

Be  thou  my  Guide. 

JuL  If  I  fail  to  direct  you, 

For  Torment  or  Reward,  when  I  am  wretched. 

May  Conftancy  forfake  me. 

y\r.  I’ve  my  fafety.  [ Exeunt , 

Enter  Caftruccio  and  Villio. 

Vil.  Why  are  you  rapt  thus  ? 

Cafl.  Peace,  thou  art  a  Fool. 

Vil.  But  if  I  were  a  Flatterer  like  your  Worfhip, 

I  fhould  be  wife  and  rich  too ; 

There  are  few  elfe  that  profper,  Bawds  excepted. 

They  hold  an  equal  place  there. 

Cafl.  A  fhrewd  Knave  > 

But  oh  the  King,  the  happy  King ! 

V il.  Why  happy? 

In  bearing  a  great  Burthen. 

Cafl .  What  bears  he. 

That’s  born  on  Princes  Shoulders? 

Vil.  A  Crown’s  weight. 

Which  fets  more  heavy  on  his  Head,  than  the  Oar 
Slaves  dig  out  of  the  Mines,  of  which  ’tis  made. 

Cafl .  Thou  worthily  art  his  Fool,  to  think  that  heavy 
That  carries  him  in  the  Air;  the  reverence  due 
To  that  moft  facred  Gold,  makes  him  ador’d* 

His  Footileps  kift,  his  Smiles  to  raife  a  Beggar 
To  a  Lord’s  Fortune*,  and  when  he  but  frowns, 

The  City  quakes. 

Vil.  Or  the  poor  Cuckolds  in  it, 

Coxcombs  I  lhould  fay.  1  am  of  a  Fool, 

Grown  a  Philofopher,  to  hear  this  Parafite. 

Cafl.  The  Delicates  he  is  ferv’d  with,  fee  and  envy. 

Vil .  I  had  rather  have  an  Onion  with  a  Stomach, 
Than  thefe  without  one. 

Cafl.  The  Celeftial  Muficfc, 

Such  as  the  motion  of  the  eternal  Sphears  [Still Mufick. 
Yields  Jove^  when  he  drinks  Ne&ar. 

Vil.  Here’s  a  fine  Knave,  yet  hath  too  many  Fellows. 
Cafl.  Then  the  Beauties, 

That  with  variety  of  choice  Embraces  [ Thefe  pafs  o'er. 
Renew  his  Age. "  Vil. 
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Vir.  Help  him  to  crouch  rather,  (way. 

And  the  French  Cringe,  they  are  excellent  Surgeons  that 

Cafl.  Oh  Majefty !  Let  others  think  of  Heav’n, 
While  I  contemplate  thee. 

Vtl  This  is  not  Atheifm,but  Court  obfervance. 

Cafl.  Now  the  God  appears,  u diet’d  with  Earth-quakes. 

Vtl.  Bafe  Idolatry.  [Flourijh . 

Enter  Ferrand,  Guard ,  Women ,  and  Servants. 

Fer.  Thefe  Meats  are  poifon’d,  hang 
The  Cooks  5  no  note  more,  on 
Forfeit  of  your  Fingers  j  do  you 
Envy  me  a  minutes  Slumber?  what  are  thefe ? 

1  Guard.  The  Ladies  appointed  by  your  Majefty. 

Fer.  To  the  purpofe,  for  what  appointed  ? 

1  Guard .  For  your  Graced  Pleafure. 

Fer.  T o  fuck  away  the  little  Blood  is  left  me. 

By  my  continual  Cares  }  I  am  not  apt  now, 

Injoy  them  firft,  tafteof  my  Diet  once} 

And  your  turns  feiVd,  for  fifty  Crowns  apiece 
Their  Husbands  may  redeem  them. 

Worn.  Great  Sir,  Mercy. 

Fer.  I  am  deaf,  why  ftare  you?  Is  what  we  command 
To  be  difputed  ?  Who’s  this?  Bring  you  the  Dead 
T’  upbraid  me  to  my  Face. 

Cafl.  Hold  Emperor  j 
Hold  mightieft  of  Kings,  I  am  thy  Vaflal, 

Thy  Foot-ftool,  that  durft  not  prefume  to  look 
On  thy  offended  Face? 

Fer.  Cafiruccio,  rite. 

Cafl.  Let  not  the  lightning  of  thy  Eye  confume  me. 
Nor  hear  that  mufical  Tongue,  in  dreadful  Thunder, 
That  fpeaks  all  Mercy. 

Vtl.  Here’s  no  flattering  Rogue. 

Cafl.  Ferrand \  that  is  the  Father  of  hisPeople, 

The  Glory  of  Mankind. 

Fer.  No  more,  no  word  more} 

And  while  I  tell  my  Troubles  to  my  felf. 

Be  Statues  without  Motion  or  Voice, 

Though  to  be  flatter’d  is  an  Itch  to  Great nefs. 

It  now  offends  me. 

M  z 
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Vi!:  Here's  the  happy  Man  *, 

But  fpeak  who  dares. 

Fer.  When  I  was  innocent, 

I  yet  remember  I  could  Eat  and  Sleep, 

Walk  unaffrighted  $  but  now  terrible  to  others: 

My  Guards  cannot  keep  Fear  from  me, 

It  ftill  purfues  me*  Oh!  my  wounded  Confcience, 

The  Bed  1  would  reft  in,  is  ftuft  with  Thorns  j 
The  Ground’s  ftrew’d  o’er  with  Adders,  and  with  Afpicks 
Where-e’er  1  fet  my  Foot:  But  1  am  in, 

And  what  was  got  with  Cruelty,  with  Blood 
JVluft  be  defended,  though  this  Life’s  a  Hell, 

I  fear  a  worfe  hereafter.  Ha ! 

Enter  Ronvere  and  Guard. 

Ron.  My  Lord, 

Fer .  Welcom eRonvere,  welcome  my  golden  Plummet, 
With  which  I  found  mine  Enemies  Depths  and  Angers : 
Haft  thou  difeover’d  ? 

Ron.  All  as  you  could  wifh,  Sir, 

!  he  Plot,  and  the  Contrivers  >  was  made  one 
Of  the  Confpiracy. 

Fer.  Is  Virolet  in  ? 

Ron.  The  head  of  all,  he  only  feented  me: 

And  from  his  fear  that  I  plaid  falfe,  is  fed  5 
The  reft  1  have  in  Fetters 

Fer.  Death  and  Hell. 

Next  to  my  mortal  Foe  the  Pirate  Sejfe, 

!  aim’d  at  him*,  he’s  virtuous,  and  wife, 

A  Lover  of  his  Freedom  and  his  Country’s? 

Dangerous  to  fuch  as  govern  by  the  Sword, 

And  fo  to  me.  No  tradt  which  way  he  went., 

No  means  to  overtake  him? 

Ron.  There’s  fome  hope  left*, 

But  with  a  rough  Hand,  to  be  feiz’d  upc  i 

Fer.  What  is’t  ? 

Ron.  If  any  know,  or  where  he  is, 

Or  which  way  he  is  fled,  it  is  his  Wife ; 

Her  with  his  Father  1  have  apprehended. 

And  brought  among  the  reft. 

Fer.  ’Twas  wifely  order'd, 
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Go  fetch  them  in,  and  let  my  Executioners  [Exit  Ron* 
Appear  in  horror  with  the  Rack. 

ViL  I  take  it,  Signior,  this  is  no  time  for  you  to  flatter^ 
Or  me  to  fool  in.  ( near  Jme 

Cafl.  Thou  art  wife  in  this,  let's  off,  it  is  unfafe  to  be 
When  he  begins  to  Thunder. 

Fil.  Good  Morality.  [Exit. 

Fer .  I  that  have  pierc’d  into  the  Hearts  of  Men; 
Forc’d  them  to  lay  open  with  my  looks. 

Secrets,  whofe  leaft  difcovery  was  Death, 

Will  rend,  for  what  concerns  my  life,  the  Fortrefs 
Of  a  weak  Woman’s  Faith. 

Enter  Ronvere,  Guards  and  Executioners  with  a  Rack , 
Camillo,  BrifTonet,  Pandulpho,  and  Juliana, 

Cam.  Whatever  we  fuffer. 

The  weight  that  loads  a  Traitor’s 
Heart,  firs  ever  heavy  on  thine. 

Brif.  As  we  are  caught  by  thee. 

Fall  thou  by  others. 

Ron.  Pifh,  poor  Fools,  your  Curfes  will 
Never  reach  me. 

Jul  Now  by  my  Virolefs  Life, 

Father,  this  is  a  glorious  ft  age  of  Murther. 

Here  are  fine  Properties  too,  and  fuch  Spectators 
As  will  expeft  good  f  obion,  to  the  life; 

Let  us  perform  our  parts,,  and  we  fhall  live. 

When  thefe  are  rotten;  would  we  might  begin  oncei 
Are  ’u  the  Mailer  of  the  Company  ? 

Trot.:  you  are  tedious  how, 

Fe)  She  does  deride  me, 

Jw-  Thee  and  thy  Power;  if  one  poor  Syllable 
Coulo  vin  me  an  aflurance  of  thy  favour, 

I  would  not  fpeak  it,  I  defire  to  be 
The  gi  oat  Example  of  thy  cruelty, 

To  whet  which  on,  know  Ferrandy  I  alone 
Can  nr,  Mtifco' very  where  my  Virolet  is, 

Whofe  i  ;fe  I  know  thou  aim’ll  at ;  but  if  Tortures 
Compel  me  to’t,  may  hope  of  Heav’n  forfake  me  $ 

Idare  thy  worft. 

Fer .  Are  we  contemn’d  ? 

M  3  Jul 
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Jul.  Thou  art. 

Thou  and  thy  Miniiters,  my  Life  is  thine; 

But  in  the  death  of  Victory  ihall  be  mine. 

Pand.  W  e  have  fuch  a  Miftrefs  here  to  teach  us  Courage, 
Tb  at  Cowards  might  learn  from  her. 

Fer  You  are  flow ;  [ Put  on  the  Rack, 

Begin  the  Scene  thou  miferable  Fool, 

For  fo  HI  make  thee. 

Jul  ’  F  is  not  in  thy  reach  ; 

I  am  happy  in  my  Sufferings,  thou  moil  wretched. 

Fer.  Sobrave!  I'll  tame  you  yet  5  pluck  hard,  Villains  -y 
Is  lhe  infallible?  No  Sigh  nor  Groan?  Oris  fhedead  ? 

Jul.  No  Tyrant,  though  I  fuffer 
More  than  a  W  oman,  beyond  Flefh  and  Blood  $ 

’Tis  in  a  Caufe  fo  honourable,  that  I  fcorn 
With  any  ilgn  that  may  exprefs  a  Sorrow 
To  fhew  I  do  repent. 

Fer.  Confefs  yet. 

And  thou  fhalt  be  fafe. 

Jul.  ’Tis  wrapt  up  in  my  Soul, 

From  whence  thou  canil  not  force  it. 

Fer.  I  will  be 
Ten  Days  a  killing  thee. 

Jul .  Be  twenty  thoufand, 

My  Glory  lives  the  longer. 

Ron.  ’Tis  a  Miracle, 

She  tires  th’  Executioners, 

And  me. 

Fer .  Unlooie  her,  I  am  conquer’d,  I  muil  take 
Some  other  way ;  reach  her  my  Chair,  in  honour 
Of  her  invincible  Fortitude. 

Ron.  Will  you  not 
Difpatch  the  reft? 

Fer.  When  I  feem  merciful, 

Affure  thy  felf  Ronvere ,  I  am  moil  cruel. 

Thou  wonder  of  thy  Sex,  and  of  this  Nation, 

That  hail  chang’d  my  Severity  to  Mercy, 

Not  to  thy  felf  alone,  but  to  thy  People, 

In  which  Ido  include  thefe  Men,  my  Enemies: 

Unbind  them. 

Pam 
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Tand.  This  is  Grange. 

Fer.  For  your  Intent 

Again!!  my  Life,  which  you  dare  not  deny, 

I  oniy  ask  one  Service. 

Cam.  Above  Hope. 

Fer.  There  rides  a  Pyrate  near,  the  Duke  of  SeJJe^ 
My  Enemy  and  this  Country’s,  that  in  Bonds 
Holds  my  dear  Friend  Afcanio;  free  this  Friend, 

Or  bring  the  Pirat’s  Head  5  befides  your  Pardon, 

And  Honour  of  the  Adtion,  your  Reward 
Is  forty  thoufand  Ducates :  And  becaufe 
1  know  that  Fir  ole  t  is  as  bold  as  wife, 

Be  he  your  General.  As  pledge  of  your  Faith, 

That  you  will  undertake  it,  let  this  old  Man 
And  this  moll;  conftant  Matron  ftay  with  me, . 

Of  whom,  as  of  my  felf,  I  will  be  careful. 

She  fhall  diredt  you  where  her  Husband  is. 

Make  Choice  of  any  Ship  you  think  moil  ufeful, 

They  are  rigg’d  for  you. 

[ Exeunt  Guard ,  with  Juliana  and  Pandulpho, 
Brif.  We  with  Joy  accept  it. 

Cam.  And  will  proclaim  King  Ferrand  merciful. 

[ Exeunt . 

Ron.  The  Myftery  of  this,  my  Lord?  or  are  you 
Chang’d  in  your  Nature? 

Fer.  I’ll  make  thee  private  to  it. 

The  Lives  of  thefe  weak  Men,  and  defperate  Woman, 
Would  no  way  have  fecur’d  me,  had  I  took  them, 

5Tis  Firoiet  I  aim  at}  he  has  Pow’r, 

And  knows  to  hurt.  If  they  encounter  SeJJe , 

And  he  prove  Conqueror,  I  am  allur’d 

They’ll  find  no  Mercy  *7  if  that  they  prove  Victors, 

I  {hall  recover,  with  my  Friend,  his  Head 
I  molt  defire  of  all  Men. 

Ron.  Now  I  have  it. 

Fer.  I’ll  make  thee  underltand  the  Drift  of  all. 

So  we  (land  fure,  thus  much  for  thefe  that  fall. 

\_E%eunt. 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Bo  at  [warn  and  Gunner.  (vas. 


Clap  all  her  Streamers  on,  and  let  her  dance, 

As  if  ihe  were  the  Minion  of  the  Ocean. 

Let  her  beftride  the  Billows  ’till  they  roar, 

And  carl  their  wanton  Heads.  Ho,  below  there: 

Ho,  ho,  within. 

Lay  her  North-Eaft,  and  thruft  her  Miflen  out, 

The  Day  grows  fair  and  clear,  and  the  Wind  courts  us. 
Oh  for  a  lufty  Sail  now,  to  give  chafe  to. 

Gun.  A  ftubborn  Bark,  thatwoud  but  bear  up  to  us, 
And  change  a  Broadfide  bravely. 

Boatf  Where’s  the  Duke? 

Gun.  I  have  not  feen  him  ftir  to  Day. 

Boat.  Oh  Gunner, 

What  Bravery  dwells  in  his  Age,  and  what  Valour? 
And  to  his  Friends,  what  Gentlenefs  and  Bounty? 
How  long  have  we  been  Inhabitants  at  Sea  here? 

Gun.  Some  fourteen  Years. 

Boatf.  By  fourteen  Lives  I  fwear  then, 

This  Element  never  nourilh’d  fuch  a  Pirate, 

So  great,  fo  fearlefs,  and  fo  fortunate. 

So  patient  in  his  Want,  in  A&  fo  valiant. 

How  many  Sail  of  well  mann’d  Ships  before  us, 

As  the  Bonuto  does  the  flying  Fifh, 

Have  we  purfu’d  and  fcour’d,  that  to  out-ftrip  us. 

They  have  been  fain  to  hang  their  very  Shirts  on  ? 

What  Gallies  have  we  bang’d,  and  funk,  and  taken 5 
Whole  only  Fraughts  were  Fire,  and  ftern  Defiance? 
And  nothing  fpoke  but  Bullet  in  all  theie- 
How  like  old  Neptune  have  I  feen  our  General 
Standing  i’th’Poop,  and  tolling  his  Steel  Trident, 
Commanding  both  the  Sea  and  Winds  to  ferve  him? 
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Gun.  His  Daughter  too;  which  is  the  Honour,  Boat- 
Of  all  her  Sex  ;  that  martial  Maid.  (Twain, 

Boatf  A  brave  Wench. 

Gun.  How  oftentimes,  a  Fight  being  new  begun. 

Has  fhe  leap’d  down,  and  took  my  Linftock  from  me. 
And  crying,  now  fly  right,  and  fir’d  all  my  Chafers? 
Then  like  the  Image  of  the  warlike  Goddefs, 

Her  Target  brac’d  upon  her  Arm,  her  Sword  drawn. 
And  Anger  in  her  Eyes,  leap’d  up  again, 

And  bravely  hail’d  the  Bark.  I  have  wondred,  Boat- 
That  in  a  Body  made  fo  delicate,  (fwain. 

So  foft  for  fweet  Embraces,  fo  much  Fire, 

And  manly  Soul,  not  ftarting  at  a  Danger. 

Boatf.  Her  noble  Father  got  her  in  his  Fury, 

And  fo  fhe  proves  a  Soldier. 

Gun.  This  too  I  wonder  at, 

Taking  fo  many  Strangers  as  he  does, 

He  ufes  them  with  that  Refpeft  and  Coolneli, 

Not  making  Prize,  but  only  borrowing 

What  may  fupply  his  Want*,  nor  that  for  nothing  ; 

But  renders  back  what  they  may  Hand  in  need  of. 

And  then  parts  lovingly.  Where,  if  he  take 
His  Countryman,  that  fhould  be  nearefl:  to  him. 

And  Hand  moffc  free  from  Danger,  he  fure  pays  for’t : 
Fie  drowns  or  hangs  the  Men,  ranfacks  the  Bark, 

Then  gives  her  up  a  Bonfire  to  his  Fortune  ( try, 

Boatf  The  Wrongs  he  has  receiv’d  from  that  dull  Coun- 
That’s  all  I  know  has  purchas’d  all  his  Cruelty. 

We  fare  the  better  5  cheerly,  cheerly  Boys, 

The  Ship  runs  merrily,  my  Captain’s  melancholly, 

And  nothing  cures  that  in  him  but  a  Sea-fight : 

I  hope  to  meet  a  Sail  Boy,  and  a  right  one.  (ftime. 

Gun .  That’s  my  Hope  too,  I  am  ready  for  the  Pa- 

Boat.  I’th5  mean  time  let’s  beftoy  a  Song  upon  him, 
Toihake  him  from  his  Dumps,  and  bid  good  Day  to 
Ho,  in  the  Hold.  ("him. 

Enter  a  Boy. 

Boy.  Here,  here. 

Boatf.  To  th’  Main-Top,  Boy, 

And  thou  kenfl  a  Ship  that  dares  d.fip  us, 

Here’s  Gold.  Boy. 
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Boy.  I  am  gone.  [Exit  Boy. 

Boatf.  Come,  Sirs,  a  quaint  Levet  [Trump,  a  Levet. 
To  waken  our  brave  General.  Then  to  our  Labour. 
Enter  Duke  of  Seffe  above ,  and  his  Daughter  Martia 

like  an  Amazon. 

Seffe.  I  thank  you  loving  Mates,  I  thank  you  all ; 
There’s  to  prolong  your  Mirth;  and  good  morrow  to  you. 

Mart.  Take  this  from  me,  you’re  honeft,  valiantFriends, 
And {uch  we  muft  make  much  of.  Not  a  Sail  ftirring? 
Gun .  Not  any  within  ken  yet. 

Boatf  Without  doubt  Lady, 

The  Winding  {landing  fo  fair  and  full  upon  us, 

We  ihall  have  Sport  anon.  But  noble  General, 

Why  are  you  {fill  fo  fad?  You  take  our  Edge  off} 

You  make  us  dull,  and  fpiritlefs. 

'SeJJe.  I’ll  tell  ye, 

Becaufe  I  will  provoke  you  to  be  fortunate ; 

For  when  you  know  my  Caufe,  ’twill  double  arm  you. 
This  Woman  ne’er  knew  it  yet;  my  Daughter, 

Some  Difcontents  flic  has. 

Mart.  Pray  Sir,  go  forward. 

Seffe.  Thefe  fourteen  Years,  l  have  ftored  it  here  at  Sea, 
Where  the  moil  curious  Thought  could  never  find  it. 
Boatf  Call  up  the  Mailer,  and  all  the  Mates. 

Enter  below  the  Mafter  and  Sailors, 

SeJJe.  Good  Morrow. 

Majl.  Good  morrow  to  our  General,  a  good  one. 
And  to  that  noble  Lady  all  good  Wiihes. 

Mart.  I  thank  you  Mafter. 

Sejfe.  Mark  me,  thus  it  is  then*, 

Which  I  did  never  think  to  have  difcovered, 

’Till  full  Revenge  had  woed  me}  but  to  fatisfie 
My  faithful  Friends,  thus  1  call  off  my  Burthen. 

In  that  fhort  time  I  was  a  Courtier, 

And  followed  that  moft  hated  of  all  Princes, 

Ferrand ,  the  full  Example  of  all  Mifchiefs, 

Compelled  to  follow  to  my  Soul  a  Stranger, 

It  was  my  Chance  one  Day  to  play  at  Chefs 

For  fome  few  Crowns,  with  a  Minion  of  this  King’s, 

A  mean  poor  Man,  that  only  ferv’d  his  Pleafures; 

Removing 
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Removing  of  a  Rook,  we  grew  to  Words  $ 

From  this  to  hotter  Anger:  To  befhort, 

I  got  a  Blow.  * 

Mart.  How,  how,  my  noble  Father/ 

SeJJe.  A  Blow,  my  Girl,  which  I  had  foon  repaid. 

And  funk  the  Slave  for  ever,  had  not  odds 

Thurft  in  betwixt  us.  I  went  away  difgrac’d  - — - — 

Mart.  For  Honours  fake  not  fo,  Sir. 

SeJJe 0  For  that  time,  Wench  5 
But  call’d  upon  him,  like  a  Gentleman, 

By  many  private  Friends;  knockt  at  his  Valour, 

Courted  his  Honour  hourly  to  repair  me  j 
And  though  he  were  a  thing  my  Thoughts  made  flight 
And  only  worth  the  Fury  of  my  Footman,  foil, 

Still  I  purfu’d  him  nobly. 

Mart ,  Did  he  efcape  you? 

My  old  brave  Father,  could  you  fit  down  fo  coldly? 

SeJJe.-  Have  Patience,and  know  all  Furfu’d  him  fairly, 

Till  I  was  laughed  at,  fcorn’d,my  Wrongs  made  May- 

By  him  unjufliy  wrong’d,  fhould  be  all  Juftice,  ( games. 

The  Slave  protedted  \  yet  at  length  I  found  him, 

Found  him,  when  he  fuppos’d  all  had  been  buried. 

And  what  I  had  receiv’d,  durfl  not  be  queflioned ; 

And  then  he  fell,  under  my  Sword  he  fell, 

For  ever  funk*  his  poor  Life,  like  the  Air, 

Blown  in  an  empty  Bubble,  burft,  and  left  him. 

No  noble  Wind  of  Memory  to  raife  him. 

But  then  begin  my  Mifery,  T  fled, 

The  King’s  Frowns  following,  and  my  Friends  Defpair.0 

No  Hand  that  durfl  relieve ;  my  Country  fearful, 

Bafely  and  weakly  fearful  of  a  Tyrant, 

Which  made  his  bad  Will  woriedlood  {till  and  wondred. 

Their  Virtues  bed-rid  in  ’em  *,  then  my  Girl, 

A  little  one,  I  fnatch’d  thee  from  thy  Nude, 

The  Model  of  thy  Father’s  Miferies, 

And  fome  fmall  Wealth  was  fit  for  prefent  Carriage, 

And  got  to  Sea,  where  I  pro  fell'  my  Anger, 

And  will  do,  whilft  that  bafe  ungrateful  Country, 

And  that  bad  King,  have  Blood  or  Means  to  quench 

How  ye  know  all.  ”  Ariel 

»  * 
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AA*/?.  We  know  all,  and  admire  all; 

Go  on,  and  do  all  ftill,  and  ftill  be  fortunate. 

Mart.  Had  you  done  lefs,  or  loft  this  noble  Anger, 
You  had  been  worthy  then  Mens  empty  Pities, 

And  not  their  Wonders.  Go  on,  and  ufeyour  Juftice, 
And  nfe  it  llill  with  that  fell  Violence, 

It  fii  It  appeared  to  you  ;  if  you  go  iefs, 

Or  take  a  dyating  Mercy  to  Proteftion, 

The  Honour  of  a  Father  I  difclaim  in  you, 

Call  back  all  Duty;  and  will  be  prouder  of 
Th*  infamous  and  bafe  Name  of  a  Whore,' 

Than  Daughter  to  a  great  Duke  and  a  Coward = 

SeJJe.  Mine  own  fweet  Marti  a  ^  nn;  thou  know’ll:  my 
It  cannot,  mult  not  be.  ('Nature, 

Mart.  I  hope  it  fhall  not. 

But  why,  Sh\  do  you  keep  alive  ftill  young  Af canto , 
Prince  of  RoJJana ,  King  FerramV s  moft  belov’d  one. 

You  took  two  Months  ago? 

Why  is  not  he  flung  over  Board,  or  bang’d  ? 

SeJJe.  I’ll  tell  thee,  Girl.  ' 

It  were  a  Mercy  in  my  Nature  now. 

So  foon  to  break  the  Bed  of  his  Affli&ions; 

I  am  not  fo  far  reconcil’d  yet  to  him, 

To  let  him  die;  that  were  a  Benefit. 

Befides,  l  keep  him  as  a  Bait  and  Diet, 

To  draw  on  more,  and  nearer  to  the  King; 

I  look  each  Hour  fo  hear  of  his  Arm  ado' s. 

And  a  hot  Welcome  they  fhall  have. 

Man.  But  hark  you  ? 

If  von  were  over-fway’d  with  Odds — - — 

SeJJe.  I  find  you- 

I  would  not  yield  ;  no  Girl,  no  hope  of  yielding, 

Nor  fling  my  felf  one  Hour  into  their  Mercies, 

And  give  the  Tyrant  Hope  to  gain  his  Kingdom. 

No,  I  can  fink  Wench,  and  make  fhift  to  die  ; 

A  thoufand  Doors  are  open,  1  fhall  hit  one. 

I  am*  no  Niggard  of  my  Life,  fo  it  go  nobly  ; 

All  Ways  are  equal,  and  all  Hours,  I  care  not. 

Mart.  Now  you  fpeak  like  my  Father. 

Majl,  Noble  General, 


If 
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If  by  our  means  they  inherit  ought  but  bangs, 

The  mercy  of  the  Main-yard  light  upon  us. 

No,  we  can  fink  too.  Sir,  and  link  low  enough. 

To  pofe  their  cruelties  to  follow  us  : 

And  he  that  thinks  of  life,  if  the  World  go  that  way, 
A  thoefand  Cowards  fuck  his  Bones. 

Gun.  Let  the  word;  come, 

I  can  unbreech  a  Cannon,  and  without  much  help 
Turn  her  into  the  Keel  $  and  when  die  has  fplit  it. 
Every  Man  knows  his  way,  his  own  Prayers, 

And  fo  good  Night  l  think. 

Mafi.  We  have  liv’d  all  with  you. 

And  will  die  with  you,  General. 

SeJJe.  I  thank  you,  Gentlemen. 

Boy  above.  A  Sail,  a  Sail, 

Mafi.  A  chearful  found. 

Boy .  A  Sail. 

Boatf.  Of  whence  ?  of  whence,  Boy  ? 

Boy .  A  ludy  Sail. 

Mart.  Look  right,  and  look  again. 

Boy.  She  plows  the  Sea  before  her, 
iAnd  femes  i’th’  Mouth. 

Boatf.  Of  whence  ? 
j Boy.  I  ken  not  yet,  Sir. 

SeJJ'e.  Oh  may  die  prove  of  Naples. 

!  Mafi.  Prove  the  Devil, 

We’ll  fpit  out  fire  as  thick  as  die. 

Boy .  Hoy, 

!  Mafi.  Brave  Boy. 

Boy.  Of  Naples ,  Naples ,  l  think  of  Naples  Mafter, 
Methinks  I  fee  the  Arms. 

Mafi.  Up,  mp  another, 

And  give  more  certain  figns.  [Exit  Sailor * 

SeJJ'e.  All  to  your  bufinefs, 

And  (land  but  right  and  true. 

Boatf  Hang  him  that  halts  now* 

Boy.  Sh’as  us  in  chafe. 

Mafi.  We’ll  fpare  her  our  main  Top-faii, 

She  diall  not  look  us  long,  we  are  no  Starters. 
Down^with  the  Fore-fail  too,  we’ll  fpoom  before  her. 

Mart « 
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Mart.  Gun  ner,  good  noble  Gunner,  for  my  Honour 
Load  me  but  thefe  two  Minions  in  the  chape  there*, 

And  lead  ’em  right,  that  they  may  bid  fair  welcome, 
And  be  thine  Eye  and  Level  as  thy  Heart  is. 

Gun .  Madam,  I’ll  fcratch ’em  out,  l’llpifs  ’emoutelfe. 
Sail,  above .  Ho. 

Sejje.  Of  whence  now  ? 

Sail,  Of  Naples ,  Naples ,  Naples . 

I  fee  her  Top-Flag,  how  Ihe  quarters  Naples . 

I  hear  her  Trumpets. 

Sejje.  Down,  file's  welcome  to  us^ 

[Exeunt  Mafl.  Boatf.  Gun.  Sail . 
Every  Man  to  his  Charge,  Man  her  i’th’  Bow  well. 

And  place  your  Rakers  right.  Daughter,  befparitig. 

Mart.  I  fwear  I’ll  be  above.  Si  ,  in  the  thickeft, 

And  where  mod:  danger  is,  I’ll  feek  for  Honour. 

They  have  begun,  hark  howT  their  Trumpets  call  us. 
Hark  how  the  wide-mouth’d  Cannons  fing  among#  us  j 
Hark  how  they  fail  j  out  of  our  Shells  for  fhame,  Sir. 
Sejje.  Now  Fortune  and  my  Caufe. 

Mart.  Be  bold  and  conquer.  [ Exe . 

[< Charge  Trumpets  and  fhot  within . 
Enter  Majler  and  Boatfwain.  fant. 

Mafl.  They’ll  board  us  once  again, they’re  tuff  and  vali- 
Boatf.  Twice  we  have  blown  ’em  into  th’  Air  like  Fea- 
And  made  ’em  Dance.  ( thers, , 

Mafl.  Good  Boys,  fight  bravely,  manly. 

They  come  on  yet,  clap  in  her  flern,  and  yoke  ’em. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  Youfhould  not  need,  1  haveProvifion  for  ’em; 
Let  ’em  board  once  again,  the  next  is  ours. 

Stand  bravely  to  your  Pikes,  away,  be  valiant: 

I  have  a  fecond  courfe  of  Service  for  ’em. 

Shall  make  the  Bowels  of  their  Bark  ake,  Boy. 

The  Duke  fights  like  a  Dragon.  Who  dares  be  idle?  [ExA 

f Charge  Trumpets ,  Pieces  go  off.  * 
Enter  Mafler ,  Boatfwain  following. 

Mafl.  Down  with  ’em,  flow  ’em  in.  (rintothe  Sea. 
Boatf.  Cut  their  Throats,  ’tis  Brotherhood  tolling  ’em 
The  Duke  is  hurt,  fo  is  his  lovely  Daughter  Mania. 

We  have  the  day  yet.  Enter  I 
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Enter  Gunner.  ( yet  flew. 

Gun,Vox  fire ’em, they  have  fmoalcd  us,never  fuch  Plums 
Boatf,  They  have  rent  the  Ship,  and  bor’d  a  hundred 
She  fwims  ftill  lultily.  ('holes, 

Maft.  She  made  a  braVe  fight,  and  Ifie  fhall  be  cur’d, 
And  make  a  braver  yet. 

Gun .  Bring  us  feme  Cans  up,  I  am  as  hot  as  fire. 

Enter  Boy  with  three  Cans . 

Boatf,  I  am  fare  1  am  none  o’th’  cooleft. 

Gun.  My  Cannons  rung  like  Bells.  Here’s  to  my  Mi ftrefi. 
The  dainty  fvveet  brafs  Minion-  iplit  their  Fore-malt, 
She  never  fail’d. 

Maft.  Ye  did  all  well, and  truly, like  faithful  hondt  Men, 
Boatf  But  is  fire  rich,  Matter?  [Trumpets flour  ijh. 

Enter  Sefle,  Martia,  Virolet,  and  Sailors . 

Maft.  Rich  for  my  Captain’s  purpofe  howfoever. 

And  we  are  his.  Flow  bravely  now  he  fhows, 

Heated  in  Blood  and  Anger?  how  do  you.  Sir? 

Not  wounded  mortally,  I  hope  ? 

Seffe.  No,  Matter,  but  only  wear  the  Livery  of  fury. 
I  am  hurt,  and  deep. 

Maft,  My  Miftrefs  too  ? 

Mart.  A  fcratch  Man, 

My  Needle  would  ha’  done  as  much  good.  Sir, 

Be  provident  and  careful. 

Seffe  Prithee  peace  Girl, 

Th  is  Wound  is  not  the  firlt  Blood  I  have  blufht  in: 

Ye  fought  all  like  tall  Men,  my  thanks  among  ye, 

That  [peaks  not  what  my  Purfe  means,  but  my  Tongue, 
Soldiers. 

Now,  Sir,  to  you  that  fought  me  out,  that  found  me, 
That  found  me  what  I  am,  the  Tyrant’s  Tyrant; 

You  that  were  imp’d,  the  weak  arm  to  his  folly, 

You  are  welcome  to  your  Death. 

Fir .  I  do  expeft  it, 

And  therefore  need  no  compliment,  but  wait  it. 

Seffe.  Thou  bor’d:  the  Face  once  of  a  Noble  Gentleman, 
Rank’d  in  the  firlt  file  of  the  virtuous, 

; By  every  hopeful  Spirit,  ihewed  and  pointed, 

Thy  Country’s  Love 5  one  that  advanc’d  her  Honour, 

■  '  Not 
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Not  tainted  with  the  bafe  and  ferviie  ufes 

The  Tyrant  tyes  Mens  Souls  too.  Tell  me  Firolet , 

If  fhame  have  not  fo'rfook  thee,  with  thy  credit? 

Vir.  No  more  of  thefe  Racks;  what  I  am,  I  am. 

I  hope  not  to  go  free  with  poor  Confeflions ; 

Nor  if  I  ihew  ill,  will  1  feem  a  Monfter, 

By  making  my  Mind  Prifoner;  do  your  worft. 

When  I  came  out  to  deal  with  you,  I  call  it, 

Only  thofe  bafe  infliftions  fit  for  Slaves, 

Becaufe  I  am  a  Gentleman - 

Sejfe.  Thou  art  none. 

Thou  waft  while  thou  ftoodft  good,  thou’rt  now  a  Villain, 
And  Agent  for  the  Devil. 

Fir.  That  Tongue  lies. 

Give  me  my  Sword  again,  and  ftand  all  arm’d  ; 

I’ll  prove  it  on  ye  all,  1  am  a  Gentleman. 

A  Man  as  fair  in  Honour,  rate  your  Prifoners, 

How  poor  and  like  a  Pedagogue  it  fhews? 

How  far  from  Noblenefs?  ’tis  fair,  you  may  kill’s; 

But  to  defame  your  Victory  with  foul  Language. 

Sejfe.  Go  fling  him  over-board;  I’ll  teach  you, Sirrah. 
Fir,  You  cannot  teach  me  to  die.  I  could  kill  you  now 
With  patience,  in  defpifing  all  your  cruelties, 

And  make  you  choak  with  anger. 

Sejfe.  Away  I  fay. 

Mart .  Stay,  Sir,  h’as  given  you  fuch  bold  Language, 

I  am  not  reconcil’d  to  him  yet,  and  therefore 
He  fhall  not  have  his  with  obferv’d  fo  nearly, 

To  die  when  he  pleafe;  I  befeech  you  flay,  Sir. 

Sejfe.  Do  with  him  what  thou  wilt. 

Mart.  Carry  him  to  th’  Bilboes, 

And  clap  him  faft  there,  with  the  Prince. 

Fir.  Do,  Lady, 

For  any  Death  you  give,  1  am  bound  to  blefs  you. 

[Exeunt  Vir.  and  Sailers . 
Mart.  Now  to  your  Cabin,  Sir;  pray  lean  upon  me. 
And  take  your  reft,  the  Surgeons  wait  all  for  you. 

Sejfe.  Thou  mak’ft  meblufh  to  fee  thee  bear  thy  Fortunes 
W  hy,  fure  1  have  no  hurt,  I  have  not  fought  fure  ?  ! 

Majl.  You  bleed  apace,  Sir. 

Mart . 
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Ye  grow  cold  too. 

SeJJe.  I  muft  be  rul’d,  no  leaning. 

My  deepeft  W ounds  fcorn  Crutches. 

All.  A  brave  General.  [Flourifh  Trumpets ,  Cornets . 

Enter  two  Sailors . 

1  Sail .  Will  they  not  moore  her? 

2  Sail.  Not  ’till  we  come  to  the  Fort, 

This  is  too  weak  a  place  for  our  defences. 

The  Carpenters  are  hard  at  work  $  fhe  fvvims  well, 

And  may  hold  out  another  fight.  The  Ship  we  took 
Burns  there,  to  give  us  light. 

1  Sail .  She  made  a  brave  fight. 
z  Sail .  She  put  us  all  in  fear. 

1  Sail.  Befiirew  my  Heart  did  fhe. 

Her  Men  are  gone  to  Candia ,  they  are  pepper’d. 

All  but  this  Prifoner. 

2  Sail.  Sure  he’s  a  brave  Fellow. 

1  Sail.  A  ftubborn  Knave,  but  we  have  pul’d  his  bravery. 

[He  difcovers  Virolet  and  Afcanio  in  theBilboes. 
Look  how  he  looks  now  •  come,  let’s  go  ferve  his  Diet, 
Which  is  but  Bread  and  Water. 

2  Sail.  He’ll  grow  fat  on’t.  [Exeunt  Sailors. 

Afca.  I  muft  confefs  I  have  endur’d  much  mifery, 

Even  almoft  to  the  ruin  of  my  Spirit, 

But  ten  times  more  grows  my  Affliction, 

To  find  my  Friend  here. 

Vir.  Had  we  ferv’d  our  Country, 

Or  Honefties,  as  we  have  ferv’d  our  Follies, 

We  had  not  been  here  now* 

Afca.  ’Tis  too  true,  Virolet . 

Vir .  And  yet  my  end  in  vent’ring  for  your  fafety* 
Pointed  at  more  than  Ferrand' s  Will,  a  bafe  one  j 
Some  fervice  for  mine  own,  fome  for  my  Nation, 

Some  for  my  Friend  }  but  I  am  rightly  paid. 

That  durft  adventure  fuch  a  noble  Office, 

From  the  mo  ft  treacherous  command  of  mifchief  y 
You  know  him  now  ? 

Afca .  And  when  I  nearer  knew  him. 

Then  when  I  waked,  Heav’nbe  witnefs  with  me, 

V  o  Li,  Vo  N  fAnd 


%  45  4  The  double  Marriage. 

(And  if  I  lie  my  Miferies  flill  load  me) 

With  what  Tears  1  have  wooed  him,  with  what  Prayers, 
What  weight  of  Reafons  I  have  laid,  what  dangers'. 
Then,  when  the  Peoples  curfes  flew  like  ftorms. 

And  every  Tongue  was  whetted  to  defame  him, 

To  leave  his  Doubts,  his  Tyrannies,  his  Slaughters, 

His  fell  Oppreflions:  I  know  1  was  hated  too. 

fir.  A  nd  all  Mankind  that  knew  him ;  thefe  Confeffions 
To  no  good  to  the  World,  to  Heav’n  they  may. 

Let’s  fludy  to  die  well,  we  have  liv’d  like  Coxcombs. 
Afca.  That  my  misfortune,  fliould  lofe  you  too. 
fir.  Yds; 


And  not  only  me,  but  many  more,  and  better: 

For  my  life,  ’tis  not  this;  or  might  1  fave  yours, 

And  fome  brave  Friends  1  have  engag’d,  let  me  go  ; 

It  were  the  meritorious  Death  I  with  for, 

But  we  mnft  hang  or  drown  like  Whelps. 

Aft  a.  N  o  Remedy. 

Vir.  On  my  part  1  expert  none.  I  know  the  Man, 
And  know  he  has  been  nettled  to  the  quick  toe, 

I  know  his  Nature. 

Afca.  A  moil  cruel  Nature. 

Vir.  His  W rongshave  bred  him  up.  I  cannot  blamehim. 
Aftca.  He  has  a  Daughter  too,  the  greatefl:  fcorner. 
And  moil  infulter  upon  Mifcry.  (Men  • 

Vir.  For  thofe,  they  are  Toys  to  laugh  at,  not  to  lead 
A  Woman's  Mirth  or  Anger,  like  a  Meteor, 

Glides  and  is  gone,  and  leaves  no  crack  behind  it; 

Our  Miferies  would  f  era  like  Matters  to  us. 

And  fhake  our  manly  Spirits  into  Feavers, 

If  we  refpeffced  thole;  the  more  they  glory, 

And  raife  infulting  Trophies  on  our  Ruins, 

The  more  our  Virtues  Ihine  in  patience. 

Sweet  Prince,  the  name  of  Death  was  never  terrible 
To  him  that  knew  to  live;  nor  the  loud  Torrent 
Of  all  Afflidtions,  flinging  as  they  flwim, 

A  Gall  of  Heart,  but  to  a  guilty  Confcience: 

Whilft  we  ftand  fair,  though  by  a  two-edg'd  Storm, 
We  find  untimely  falls,  like  early  Rofes, 

Bent  to  the  Earth,  we  bear  our  Native  Sweetnefs. 
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H/L*.  Good  Sir,  go  on. 

F/>.  When  we  are  litde  Children, 

And  cry  and  fret  for  every  Toy  comes  crofs  us^ 

How  fweetly  do  we  fhew,  when  Sleep  fteals  on  us? 
When  we  grow  great,  but  our  Affections  greater. 

And  ftruggle  with  this  ftubborn  twin,  born  with  us  5 
And  tug  and  pull,  yet  ifill  we  find  a  Giant : 

Had  we  not  then  the  privilege  to  deep, 

Our  everlafting  Sleep?  he  would  make  us  Idiots j 
The  Memory  and  Monuments  of  good  Men 
Are  more  than  lives,  and  tho’  their  T ombs  want  Tongues, 
Yet  have  they  Eyes  that  daily  fweat  their  Ioffes ; 

And  fuch  a  Tear  from  ftone  no  time  can  value. 

To  die  both  young  and  good,  are  Natures  curfes, 

As  the  World  fays*  ask  Truth, they  are  bounteous  Bleffings: 
For  then  we  reach  at  Heav’n,  in  our  full  Virtues, 

And  fix  our  felves  new  Stars,  crown’d  with  our  goodnefs. 

Afca.  You  have  double  arm’d  me. 

Hark,  what  noife  is  this  ? 

[Strange  Mufick  within ,  Hohoys , 
What  horrid  noife  is  the  Sea  pleas’d  to  fing. 

A  hideous  Dirge  to  our  deliverance? 

Dir.  Stand  fail  now. 

I  Within  ft  range  Cries ,  horrid  Noife ,  Trumpets. 

Afca .  I  am  fixt. 

Dir.  W e  fear  ye  not. 

Let  Death  appear  in  all  fhapes,  we  fmile  on  him. 

Enter  Martia. 

Afca.  The  Lady  now* 

Vir.  The  Face  o’th’  Mask  is  alter’d. 
sifca.  W  hat  will  fhe  do  ? 

Vir.  Do  what  ihe  can,  I  care  not. 

Afca.  She  looks  on  you,  Sir. 

Vir.  Ratherflie  looks  through  me, 
i  But  yet  fhe  fdirs  me  not. 

Mart .  Poor  wretched  Slaves, 

I  Why  do  you  live?  or  if  ye  hope  for  Mercy, 

Why  do  not  you  houl  out,  and  fill  the  Hold 
f  With  lamentations,  cries,  and  bafe  fibmiffions, 

.Worthy  our  fcorn? 

1  N  2  Vir : 
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Vir.  Madam,  you  are  mi  (taken. 

We  are  no  Slaves  to  you,  but  to  blind  Fortune  j 
And  if  fhe  had  her  Eyes,  and  durft  be  certain, 

Certain  our  Friend,  1  would  not  bow  unto  her} 

I  would  not  cry,  nor  ask  fo  bafe  a  Mercy  : 

If  you  fee  any  thing  in  our  Appearance, 

Worthy  your  Sexes  foftnefs  and  your  own  glory. 

Do  it  for  that,  and  let  that  good  reward  it: 

We  cannot  beg. 

Mart.  I’ll  make  you  beg  and  bow  too. 

Vir .  Madam,  for  what? 

Mart .  For  Life}  and  when  you  hope  it, 

Then  will  I  laugh  and” triumph  on  your  Bafenefs. 

Afca.  Madam,  ’tis  true,  there  may  be  fuch  a  favour. 
And  we  may  ask  it  too,  ask  it  with  Honour; 

And  thank  you  for  that  favour,  nobly  thank  you, 
Though  it  be  Death}  but  when  we  beg  a  bale  Life, 

And  beg  it  of  your  fcorn — - - 

Vir.  You’re  cozen’d,  Woman, 

Your  handfomnefs  may  do  much,  but  not  this  way  > 

But  for  your  glorious  hate - 

Mart.  Are  ye  fo  ftubborn  ? 

5Death,  I  will  make  you  bow. 

Vir.  It  mud  be  in  your  Bed  then  } 

There  you  may  work  me  to  humility. 

Mart.  'Why,  I  can  kill  thee. 

Vir.  If  you  do  it  handfomly, 

It  may  be  I  can  thank  you,  elfe— — - 
Mart.  So  glorious? 


4  ca.  Her  Cruelty  now  works. 

Mart.  Yet  woot  thou? 

Vir .  No. 

Mart.  Wilt  thou  for  Life  fake  f 
Vir.  No,  1  know  your  fubtilty. 

Mart .  For  Honour  fake? 

Fir  I  will  not  be  a  Pageant, 

My  Mind  was  ever  firm,  and  fo  I’ll  lofe  it. 
Mart.  I  Ml  flarve  thee  to  it. 

Vir.  ill  ftarve  my  felf,  and  crofs  it. 

Mart .  Ill  lay  thee  on  fuch  miferies— — 
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F/>.  I’ll  wear  ’em. 

And  with  that  wantonnefs,  you  do  your  Bracelets, 
Mart.  I’ll  be  a  Month  a  killing  thee. 

Vir.  Poor  Lady, 

I’ll  be  a  Month  a  dying  then;  what’s  that? 

There’s  many  a  Calenture  out-does  your  cruelty. 

Mart.  How  might  1  do  in  killing  of  his  Body, 

To  fave  his  noble  Mind?  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  a  Sailor  with  a  rich  Cap  and  Mantle. 

Sail.  Madam.  (you  3 

Mart.  Unbolt  this  Man,  and  leave  thofe  things  behind 
And  fo  away:  Now  put  ’em  on.  [Exit  Sailor . 

Vir .  To  what  end? 

Mart.  To  my  End,  to  my  Will. 

Vir.  I  will. 

Mart.  I  thank  you. 

Vir.  Nay,  now  you  thank  me.  I’ll  do  more.  I'll  tell  ye* 
I  am  a  Servant  to  your  courtefie. 

And  fo  far  will  be  woo’d;  but  if  this  Triumph 
Be  only  aim’d  to  make  your  Milch ief  glorious. 

Lady,  you’ve  put  a  richer  Shroud  upon  me, 

Which  my  ftrong  Mind  (hall  fuffer  in. 

Mart.  Come  hither, 

And  all  thy  Bravery  put  into  thy  Carriage, 

For  I  will  admire  thee. 

Vir.  Whither  will  this  Woman? 

Afca.  Take  heed,  my  Friend. 

Mart.  Look  as  thou  fcorn’dft  my  Cruelty, 

I  know  thou  doit. 

Vir .  I  never  fear’d  nor  flatter’d.  ( ricd. 

Mart .  No, if  thou  hadft,  thquhadft  died,  and  Ihadglo* 
I  fuffer  now,  and  thou  which  art  my  Prifoner, 

Haft  nobly  won  the  free  Power  to  defpife  me. 

I  love  thee,  and  admire  thee  for  thy  Noblenefs^ 

And,  for  thy  manly  Sufferance,  am  thy  Servant, 

Fir.  Good  Lady,  mock  me  not. 

Mart.  By  Heav’n  1  love  thee; 

And  by  the  Soul  of  Love,  am  one  piece  with  thee: 
Thy  Mind,  thy  Mind ;  thy  brave,  thy  manly  Mind, 
That  like  a  Rock,  Hands  all  the  Harms  of  Fortune, 

N 


m 


X4j8  The  double  Marriage. 

And  beats  ’em  roaring  back,  they  cannot  reach  thee: 
That  lovely  Mind  1  doat  on,  not  the  Body} 

That  Mind  has  rob’d  me  of  my  Liberty  * 

That  Mind  has  darken’d  all  my  Bravery, 

And  into  poor  defpis’d  things  turn’d  my  Angers. 

Receive  me  to  your  Love,  Sir,  and  inftru£t  me* 

Receive  me  to  your  Bed,  and  marry  me  5  ^ 

I’ll  wait  upon  you,  blefs  the  hour  I  knew  you. 

Vir.  Is  this  a  new  way  ? 

Mart.  If  you  doubt  my  Faith, 

Firft  take  your  liberty  >  I’ll  make  it  perfect, 

Or  any  thing  within  my. power. 

Vir.  1  love  you, 

But  how  to  recompence  your  Love  with  Marrhge? 

Alas,  1  have  a  Wife. 

Mart .  Dearer  than  I  am  ? 

That  will  adventure  fo  much  for  your  fafety  ? 

Forget  her  Father’s  Wrongs,  quit  her  own  Honour, 

Pull  on  her,  for  a  Stranger’s  fake,  all  curfes? 

Vir.  Shall  this  Prince  have  his  freedom  too? 

Life  all  I  love  is  gone,  all  my  Friends  perifh. 

Mart.  He  fhall. 

Vir.  What  fliall  I  do? 

Mart.  If  thou  defpife  my  courtefle, 

When  I  am  dead,  for  grief  I  am  forfaken, 

And  no  foft  Hand  left  to  ad  wage  your  Sorrows ; 

Too  late,  but  too  true,  curfe  your  own  cruelties. 

Afca.  Be  wife  }  if  lire  be  true,  no  thread  is  left  elfe, 
To  guide  us  from  this  Labyrinth  of  mifehief*, 

Nor  no  way  for  our  Friends. 

Fir.  Thus  then  I  take  you, 

I  bind  ye  to  my  Life,  my  Love. 

Mart ,  1  take  you, 

And  with  the  like  Bond  tye  my  Heart  your  Servant*, 
We’re  now  almoft  at  Harbour,  within  this  hour, 

In  the  dead  Watch,  I’ll  have  the  Long-boat  ready, 

And  when  I  give  the  word,  be  fure  you  enter, 

I’ll  fee  ye  furnifh’d  both  immediately. 

And  like  your  felf  feme  trufty  Man  {hall  wait  you, 

The  watch  I’ll  make  my  own ;  only  my  Love 

Requires 
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Requires  a  ftronger  Vow,  which  I’ll  adminifter 
Before  we  go. 

Vir.  I’ll  take  it  to  confirm  you. 

Mart.  Go  in,  there  are  the  Keys,  unlock  his  Fetters, 
And  arm  ye  nobly  both  $  I’ll  be  with  you  prefently  ; 

And  fo  this  loving  Kifs. 

Afca.  Be  conflant,  Lady.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Sefle  by  Torch-light,  Mafter 
and  Surgeon  with  him, 

Surg .  You  grow  fo  angry  Sir,  your  Wound  goes  back- 
Sejje.  I  am  angry  at  the  time,  at  none  of  you,  ( ward. 
That  fends  but  one  poor  Subjeft  for  Revenge; 

I  would  have  all  the  Court,  and  all  the  Viliany, 

W as  ever  pra&is’d  under  that  foul  Ferrand 
Tyrant,  and  all  to  quench  my  Wrath. 

Mafl,  Be  patient, 

Your  Grace  may  find  occafion  every  Hour, 

For  certain  they  will  leek  you  to  fatisfie. 

And  to  the  full,  your  Anger. 

Sejje .  ’Death,  they  dare  not: 

They  know  that  I  command  Death,  feed  his  Hunger, 

And  when  I  let  him  loofe— - -  _ 

Surg,  You’ll  never  heal,  Sir, 

If  thefe  extreams  dwell  in  you;  you  are  old, 

And  burn  your  Spirits  out  with  this  wild  Anger* 

Sejje.  Thou  licit,  lam  not  old,  I  am  as  lofty 
And  full  of  manly  heat  as  them,  or  thou  art. 

Mafl.  No  more  of  that. 

Sejje .  And  dare  fee k  out  a  Danger; 

And  hold  him  at  the  Swords  Point,  when  thou  tremble  ft 
And  creepeft  into  thy  Box  of  Salves  to  fave  thee. 

Oh  Mafter,  I  have  had  a  dreadful  Dream  to  Night  ! 
MethoughttheShip  wasallonFire,and  my  lov’d  Daughter 
To  fave  her  Life,  leapt  into  the  Sea^  where  fuddenly 
A  Stranger  fnatchther  up,  and  fwam  away  with  her. 
Majl .  ’Twas  but  the  heat  o’ th’  Fight,  Sir. 

[ Boatfwain  within ,  and  Sailor. 
Boatf  Look  out,  what’s  that  ? 

Sail.  The  Long-boat,  as  I  live. 

Boatf.  Ho,  there  i  th’  Long-boat. 
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Sejfe.  What  Noife  is  that!  [Hoy. 

I  hear  Sir -  [ Exit  Mafter. 

Boatf  TheDevilor  his  Dam;  Hail  her  again  Boys. 
Sail .  The  Long-boat,  ho,  the  Long-boat. 

Sejfe .  VVhy,  the  Long-boat. 

Where  is  the  Long-boat? 

Boatf.  She  is  ftolen  off. 

Enter  Mafter. 

Sejfe .  Who  ft  ole  her? 

Oh  my  prophetick  Soul ! 

Maft.  Your  Daughter’s  gone,  Sir  : 

The  Prifoners  and  ftx  Sailors,  Rogues. 

Seje.  Mifchief,  ftx  thoufand  Plagues  fail  with  ’em 
They’re  in  her  yet,  make  out. 

Maft.  We  ha’ ne’er  a  Boat. 

Enter  Gunner; 

Gun.  Who  knew  of  this  Trick? 

Sejfe.  Weigh  Anchors  and  away. 

Boatf  We  ha  no  Wind,  Sir, 

They’ll  beat  us  with  their  Oars. 

Sejfe.  Then  link  ’em  Gunner, 

Oh  fink  ’em,  fink  ’em,  fink  ’em,  claw ’em  Gunner  5 
As  ever  thou  haft  lov’d  me. 

Gun.  I’ll  do  reafon, 

But  I’ll  be  hang’d  before  I’ll  hurt  the  Lady.  [Exit  Gun . 
Sejfe.  Who  knew  of  this  ?  [Trump,  apiece  or  two  go  off. 
Maft.  We  ftand  all  clear. 

Sejfe.  What  Devil 

Put  thisbafe  trick  into  her  Tail?  My  Daughter, 

And  run  away  with  Rogues !  I  hope  fhe’s  funk, 

[A  Piece  or  two. 

Or  torn  to  Pieces  with  the  Shot.  Rots  find  her, 

The  Leaprofie  of  Whore  ftick  ever  to  her, 

Oh  fhe  has  ruin’d  my  Revenge. 

Enter  Gunner . 

Gun.  She  is  gone.  Sir. 

1  cannot  reach  her  with  my  Shot. 

Sejfe.'  Rife  Winds, 

Blow  till  ye  btirft  the  Air,  and  fwell  the  Seas, 

That  they  may  fink  tfie  Stars,  Oh  dance  her,  dance  her 

She: 
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She’s  impudently  Wanton,  dance  her,  dance  her. 

Mount  her  upon  your  Surges,  cool  her,  cool  her} 

She  runs  hot  like  a  Whore,  cool  her,  cool  her. 

Oh  now  a  fhot  to  fink  her,  cut  Cables, 

I  will  away,  and  where  fhe  fets  her  Foot, 

Although  it  be  in  Ferrand's  Court,  I’ll  follow  her. 

And  fuch  a  Father’s  Vengeance  fhall  llie  fuffer— - 

Dare  any  Man  Hand  by  me? 

Mafi.  All,  all. 

Boatf.  All,  Sir. 

Gun.  And  the  fame  Cup  you  tafte. 

Sejje.  Cut  Cables  then  ; 

Fori  fhall  never lleep,  nor  know  what  Peace  is. 

Till  f  have  pluckt  her  Heart  out. 

All  within.  Oh  main  there.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Ronvere,Cafl:ruccio,  Villio,  andGuard . 

Ron.  VOU  are  too  gentle,  Sir.  [Flour ijh  Cornets* 
1  Fer.  You  are  too  carelefs: 

The  Creatures  l  have  made,  no  way  regard  me: 

Why  fhould  I  give  you  Names,  Titles  of  Honour, 

Rob  Families  to  fill  your  private  Houfes  ; 

For  your  Advancement  draw  all  Curfes  on  me. 

Wake  tedious  Winter  Nights,  to  make  them  happy 
That  for  me  break  no  dumber? 

Ron.  What  we  can, 

We  dare  do. 

Fer.  Why  is  your  Sovereign’s  Life  then 
(In  which  you  live,  and  in  whole  fall  your  Honours, 
Your  Wealth,  your  Pomp,  your  Pride,  and  all  moil:  differ ) 
No  better  guarded?  Oh  my  cruel  Stars, 

That  mark  me  out  a  King,  railing  me  on 
This  Pinnacle  of  Greatnefs,  only  to  be 
The  nearer  blading  ! 

Fil.  W  hat  think  you  now,  Caflruccio  ? 

Is  not  this  a  merry  Life  l 
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Caft.  Still  thou  art  cozen’d  j 
It  is  a  glorious  royal  Difcontentment  ; 

How  bravely  it  becomes  him ! 

Fer.  To  be  made 

The-common  Butt,  for  every  Slave  to  ftiootat; 

No  peace,  no  reft  I  take,  but  their  Alarms 
Beat  at  my  Heart;  why  do  I  live,  or  feek  then. 

To  add  a  Day  more  to  thefe  glorious  Troubles? 

Or  to  what  end,  when  all  I  can  arrive  at, 

Is  but  the  fumming  up  of  Fears  and  Sorrows. 

What  Power  has  my  Command,  when  from  my  Bofom 
jlfcanio ,  my  moft  dear  and  lov’d  Af canto , 

Was  fnatch’d,  fpite  or  my  Will,  fpite  of  my  Succour? 
And  by  mine  own  proud  Slave,  retain’d  moft  miferable? 
And  ftil!  that  Villain  lives  to  nip  my  Pleafures, 

It  being  not  within  my  power  to  reach  him. 

Ron.  Time  may  reftore  all  this;  and  would  you  hear 
Whofe  Counfel  never  fail’d  you. 

Fer.  Tell  me  no  more, 

I  faint  beneath  the  burthen  of  my  Cares; 

And  yield  my  felf  moft  wretched. 

Ron.  On  my  Knees 

I  beg  it,  mighty  Sir,  vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

Fer.  Speak,  fpeak,  and!  thus  low,  fuch  is  my  Fortune, 
Will  hear  what  thou  canft  fay.  * 

J/il.  Look  but  on  this, 

Has  not  a  Man  that  has  blit  means  to  keep 
A  Hawk,  a  Greyhound,  and  a  Hunting  Nag, 
MorePleafure  than  this  King? 

Caft.  A  dull  Fool  Hill, 

Make  me  a  King,  and  let  me  fcratch  with  care, 

And  fee  who’ll  have  the  better;  give  me  Rule, 
Command,  Obedience,  Pleafure  of  a  King, 

And  let  the  Devil  roar:  The  greateft  Corrofive 
A  King  can  have,  is  of  more  precious  tickling, 

And  handled  to  the  height,  more  dear  Delight, 

Than  other  Mens  whole  Lives,  let  ’em  be  fafe  too* 

V it.  Think  of  the  mutinous  People. 

CaJI.  Hang  the  People, 

Give  me  the  Pleafure,  let  me  do  all,  awe  all, 

Enjoy 


The  double  M  <%th  l 2.  s 

'Enjoy  their  Wives  and  States  at  my  Bifcretioo, 

.And  peg  ’em  when  I  pleafe,  let  the  Slaves  mumble. 

ViL  But  fay  they  Ihouid  be  vex’d,  and  nie  againft  thee  ? 
Caft.  Let ’em  rife5  let ’em  rife;  give  me  the  Bridie  here. 
And  fee  if  they  can  crack  my  Girths:  Ah  VHUoy 
Under  the  Sun  there’s  nothing  fo  Voluptuous 
As  riding  of  this  Monfter,  till  he  founder. 

Fer.  Who’s  that  fo  loud  ? 

Caft .  I  am  Dumb  :  fs  not  this  rare? 

Kings  Looks  make  Pythagoreans  *  is  not  this 
A  happinefs,  Villio  ? 

ViL  Yes,  to  put  to  filence 
.A  fawning  Sycophant. 

Fer.  Thou  fpeakeft  truth  in  all, 

.And  Mercy  is  a  Vice,  when  there  needs  Rigour, 

Which  I  with  ail  feverity  will  practice; 

And  fince,  as  Subjefts  they  pay  not  Obedience, 

'They  fhall  be  forc’d  as  Slaves:  1  will  remove 
'Their  means  to  hurt,  and  with  the  means,  my  fears  3 
Go  you  the  fatal  Executioners 
Of  my  Commands,  and  in  our  Name  proclaim. 

That  from  this  hour  I  do  forbid  all  meetings. 

All  private  Conferences  in  the  City : 

| To  feaft  a  Neighbour  fhall  be  Death ;  to  talk. 

As  they  meet  in  the  Streets,  to  hold  Bifcourfe 
By  Writing,  nay  by  Signs;  fee  this  perform’d. 

And  I  will  call  your  cruelty,  to  thofe 
That  dare  repine  at  this,  to  me  true  Service. 

'§  1  Guard.  This  makes  for  113. 

^  Guard .  Ay,  now  we  have  Employments, 

If  we  grow  not  rich,  ’twere  fit  we  feould  be  Beggars. 

1  Fer.  Ronvere.  {Exit  Guard. 

Ron.  My  Lord. 

j  Caft.  Thou  Enemy  to  Majefey, 

1  What  thinkeft  thou  of  a  Kingdom  ? 

ViL  As  of  a  Man 

*■ 

I  That  hath  power  to  do  ill. 

Caft .  Or  a  thing  rather 
That  does  divide  an  Empire  with  the  Gods* 

1  Obferve  but  with  how  little  Breath  he  fhakes 
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A  populous  City,  which  would  (land  unmov'd 
Again  ft  a  Whiriwind. 

riL  Then  you  make  him  more 
Than  him  that  rules  the  Winds. 

Cafl.  For  me  I  do  profefs  it, 

Were  I  offer’d  to  be  any  thing  on  Earth, 

I  would  be  mighty  Ferrand . 

Fer.  Who  names  me? 

Deliver  thy  Thoughts  Slave,  thy  Thoughts,  and  truly. 
Or  be  no  more. 

Cafl.  They  rather  will  deferve 
Your  Favour  than  your  Fury  \  I  admire, 

( As  who  does  not,  that  is  a  Loyal  Subje6t?J 
Your  Wifdom,  Power,  your  perfeft  Happinefs, 

The  moft  bleft  of  Mankind. 

Fer.  Didft  thou  but  feel 
The  weighty  Sorrows  that  fit  on  a  Crown, 

Though  thou  fhouldft  find  one  in  the  Streets,  Caflruccioy 
Thou  would  ft  not  think  it  worth  the  taking  up* 

But  fince  thou  art  enamour’d  of  my  Fortune, 

Thou  fhalt  e’er  long  tafte  of  it. 

Cafl.  But  one  Day, 

And  then  let  me  expire. 

Fer.  Go  to  my  Wardrobe, 

And  of  the  richeft  things  I  wear,  cull  out 
What  thou  think’ ft  fit:  Do  you  attend  him,  Sirrah. 

Vil.  I  warrant  you  I  fhall  be  at  his  Elbow, 

The  Fool  will  never  leave  him.  [Ex.  Vi\.and  Caft. 
Cafl.  Made  for  ever.  [_A  Shout  within. 

Fer.  What  Shout  is  that,  draw  up  our  Guards. 

Enter  Virolet,  Afcanio,  and  a  Servant. 

Ron.  Thofe  rather 
Speak  Joy  than  Danger. 

Bring  her  to  my  Houfe, 

I  would  not  have  her  feen  here. 

Fer.  My  afcanio ! 

The  moft  deiir’d  of  all  Men,  let  me  die 
In  thefe  Embraces  >  how  wert  thou  redeem'd  B 
j4fca.  Sir,  this  is  my  Preferver. 

Fer .  At  mpre  Jxifure 
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I  will  enquire  the  Manner,  and  the  Means, 

I  cannot  fpare  fo  much  time  now  from  my 
More  flri&  Embraces  :  Virolet ,  welcome  too. 

This  Service  weighs  down  your  intended  Treafon. 

You  long  have  been  mine  Enemy  j  learn  now 
To  be  my  Friend,  and  loyal  $  I  ask  no  more, 

And  live  as  free  as  Ferrand.  Let  him  have 
The  Forty  thoufand  Crowns  I  gladly  promised 
For  my  Afcanio' s  Freedom  $  and  deliver 
His  Father  and  his  Wife  to  him  in  Safety. 

Something  hath  pafs’d  which  I  am  forry  for, 

But  ’twill  not  now  be  help’d.  Come,  my  Afcanio , 
And  reap  the  Harveft  of  my  Winter-Travels. 

My  beft  Afcanio^  my  lov’d  Afcanio . 

[ Flourijh  Cornets.  Exit  Fer.  Afcanio, 
Vir.  My  Lord,  all  former  Paflages  forgot, 

I  am  become  a  Suitor. 

Ron.  To  me,  Virolet? 

Vir.  To  you,  yet  will  not  beg  the  Courtefie, 

But  largely  pay  you  for  it. 

Ron.  To  the  purpofe. 

Vir.  The  Forty  thoufand  Crowns  the  King  hath  given 
i  will  beftow  on  you,  if  by  your  means 
I  may  have  Liberty  for  a  Divorce 
Between  me  and  my  Wife. 

Ron.  Your  Juliana  ? 

That  for  you  hath  endur’d  fo  much,  fo  nobly  ? 

Vir.  The  more  my  Sorrow  j  but  it  mull  be  fo. 

Ron.  I  will  not  hinder  it.  Without  a  Bribe, 

For  mine  own  Ends,  I  would  have  further’d  this, 

I  will  ufe  all  my  Power. 

Ron.  ’Tis  all  I  ask. 

Oh  my  curs’d  Fate,  that  ever  Man  fliould  hate 
Himfelf  for  being  belov’d,  or  be  compell’d 
To  call:  away  a  Jewel  Kings  would  buy, 

Tho’  with  the  Lofs  of  Crown  and  Monarchy !  [  Exeunt . 

Enter  Sefle,  Mafler ,  Boatfwain ,  and  Gunner. 

Seffe.  How  do  I  look  ? 

Mafi .  You  are  fo  ftrangely  alter’d, 

We  fcarcecan  know  you*  fo  young  again,  and  utterly 

From 
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From  that  you  were.  Figure,  or  any  Favour; 

Your  Friends  cannot  difcern  you. 

Sejfe .  I  have  none, 

None  but  my  fair  Revenge,  and  let  that  know  me! 

You  are  finely  alter’d  too. 

Boatf  To  pleafe  your  Humour, 

But  we  may  pafs  without  Difguife,  our  Living 
Was  never  in  their  Element. 

Gun .  This  Jew  fure, 

That  alter’d  you,  is  a  mad  Knave  : 

Sejfe.  Oh!  a  mofl  excellent  Fellow.  fSnow  off, 
Gun.  How  he  has  mew’d  your  Head,  has  rubb’d  the 
And  run  your  Beard  into  a  Peak  of  Twenty. 

Boatf.  Stopt  all  the  Crannies  in  your  Face. 

Maft.  Moil  rarely.  (Tparlding, 

Boatf  And  now  you  look  ,  as  plump,  your  Eyes  as 
As  if  you  were  to  leap  into  a  Lady  's  Saddle. 

Has  he  not  let  your  Nofe  awry  ? 

Sejfe.  The  better. 

Boatf  [  think  it  be  the  better,  but  ’tis  awry  lure  ; 
North  and  by  Eajl ,  ay,  there’s  the  Point  it  flands  in  $ 
Now  half  a  Point  to  the  Southward . 

Sejfe .  I  could  laugh, 

But  that  my  Bufinefs  requires  no  Mirth  now. 

Thou  art  a  merry  Fellow. 

Boatf  I  would  the  Jew,  Sir,  (in’t. 

Could  ffeer  my  Head  right  *,  for  1  have  fuch  a  Swimming 
Ever  fince  I  went  to  Sea  firft. 

Maft.  Take  Wine  and  purge  it. 

Boatf.  1  have  had  a  thoufand  Pills  of  Sack,  a  thoufand, 
A  thoufand  Pottle-Pills. 

Gun.  Take  more. 

Boatf.  Good  Doctor, 

Your  Patient  is  eafily  perfwaded. 

Maft.  The  next  fair  open  Weather. 

Methinks  this  Jew, 

If  he  were  truly  known  to  founder’d  Courtiers, 

And  decay’d  Ladies,  that  have  loll  their  Fleeces 
On  every  Bufh,  he  might  pick  a  pretty  Living,  (him: 
Boatf.  The  belt  of  all  our  Gallants  fhould  be  glad  of 

For 
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For  if  you  mark  their  Marches,  they  are  tender. 

Soft,  foft,  and  tender  ;  then  but  obferve  their  Bodies* 
And  you  {hall  find  them  cemented  by  a  Surgeon^ 

Or  feme  Phyficiam  for  a  Year  or  two. 

And  then  to  th’Tub  again,  for  a  new  Pickle, 

This  Jew  might  live  a  Gentile  here. 

Enter  two  Citizens  at  both  Boors ,  fainting  afar  off] 
Sejje.  Who  are  thefe? 

Stand  clofe  and  mark* 

Boatf.  Thefe  are  no  Men,  tVare  Motions* 

Seffe.  What  fad  and  ruthful  Faces  1 
Boatf.  How  they  duck  ! 

This  fenfelefi,  filent  Courtefie,  tnethijjjks. 

Shews  like  two  Turks  fainting  one  another. 

Upon  two  French  Porters  Backs, 

Seffe .  They  are  my  Country-men, 

And  this,  feme  forc’d  Infection  from  the  Tyrant  % 
What  are  you,  why  is  this?  Why  move  thus  filent. 

As  if  you  were  wand  ring  Shadows  ?  Why  fo  fad  ? 

Your  Tongues  feal’d  up:  Are  ye  of  feveral  Countries? 
You  underftand  not  one  another? 

Gun.  That’s  an  Englishman, 

He  looks  as  though  he  had  loft  his  Dog. 

Seffe.  Your  Habits 

Shew  ye  all  Neapolitans  ;  and  your  Faces 
Deliver  you  opprefs’d  Things :  Speak  boldly. 

Do  you  groan  and  labour  under  this  ftiffYoak? 

Maft.  They  {hake  their  Heads  and  weep, 

Seffe.  Oh  Mifery  ! 

Give  plenteous  Sorrow,  and  no  Tongues  to  feewem  ! 
This  is  a  ftudy’d  Cruelty. 

1  Cit.  Begone,  Sir, 

It  Teems  you  are  a  Stranger,  and  fave  your  felf. 

2 Cit.  You  wonder  here  at  us;  as  much  we  wonder 
To  hear  you  fpeak  fo  openly  and  boldly, 

The  King’s  Command  being  publifti’d  to  the  contrary; 
’Tis  Death  here,  above  two  to  talk  together  5 
And  that  muft  be  but  common  Salutation  neither, 

Short,  and  fo  part. 

Boatf.  How  ihould  a  Man  buy  Muftard* 
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If  he  be  forc’d  to  flay  the  making  of  it  ? 

Within.  Clear  all  the  Streets  before  the  King, 
i  Ctt.  Get  off.  Sir, 

And  thift,  as  we  mull  do.  [Exeunt  Citizens. 

Sejfe.  I’ll  fee  his  Glory. 

Mafl.  Stand  fail  now,  and  like  Men.  [Flour ijh  Colours . 
Enter  Callruccio,  like  the  King ,  in  the  niidfl  of  a 
Guard  j  and  ViWiO. 

Cafi.  Begin  the  Game,  Sir,  . 

And  pluck  me  down  the  Row 
Of  iHoufes  there. 

They  hide  the  View  o’  th’Hill ;  and  fink  thofe  Merchants, 
Their  Ships  are  foul,  and  ftink. 

Mafl.  This  is  a  fweet  Youth. 

Cafl.  All  that  are  taken  in  AfTemblies, 

Their  Houfes  and  their  Wives,  their  Wealths  are  forfeit, 
Their  Lives  at  your  Devotion.  Villains,  Knaves, 

I’ll  make  you  bow  andfhake,  I’ll  make  you  kneel,  Rogues. 
How  brave  ’tis  to  be  a  King  ? 

Gun.  Here’s  fine  Tumbling. 

Cafl.  No  Man  ihall  fit  i’  th’Temple  near  another. 
Boatf  Nor  lye  with  his  own  Wife. 

Cafl .  All  upon  Pain 
Of  prefent  Death,  forget  to  write. 

Boatf.  That’s  excellent, 

Carriers  and  Footpofis  will  be  arrant  Rebels. 

Cafl.  No  Chara&er,  or  Stamp,  that  may  deliver 
This  Man’s  Intention,  to  that  Man  i’th’Country. 

Gun.  Nay,  and  you  cut  off,  After  my  hearty  Com- 
Your  Friend  and  Oliver.  No  more.  (mendations, 
Cafl .  No  Man  finile, 

And  wear  Face  of  Mirth  :  That  Fellow’s  cunning. 

And  hides  a  double  Heart  lie’s  your  Prize, Tmoke  him. 
Enter  Viroiet,  Ronvere,  Afcanio,  and  Martia, 

faffing  over. 

SeJJe.  What  bafe  Abufe  is  this?  Ha  ?  ’tis  her  Face  fure, 
My  Prifoners  with  her  too?  By  Heav’n,  wild  Whore, 
Now  is  my  time. 

Mafl.  Do  what  you  will. 

Sejfe.  Stay,  hold  yet. 
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My  Country  fhall  beferv’d  firft,  let  her  go. 

We’ll  have  an  Hour  for  her  to  make  her  tremble. 

Now  fhew  our  felves,and  bids  you  with  your  Valours. 
Guard .  Here’s  a  whole  plump  of  Rogues. 

[Virolet  and  they  off  again . 
Seffe .  Now  for  your  Country. 

Cafi .  Away  with  ’em  and  hang  ’em  $  fhew  no  Mercy, 
I  fay  no  Mercy. 

Seffe.  Be  it  fo  upon  ’em. 

Guard.  Treafon,  Treafon,  Treafon. 

Boatf.  Cut  the  Slaves  to  Giggets. 

Gun .  Down  with  the  Bullbeefs. 

Seffe .  Hold,  hold,  1  command  you,* - -look  here. 

Cafi .  A  miferable  thing;  I  am  no  King,  Sir. 

Seffe .  Sirrah,  your  Fool’s  Face  has  preferv’d  your  Life. 
Wear  no  more  King’s  Coats, you  have  fcap’d  a  fcouring. 
Boatf.  Is’t  not  the  King. 

Seffe.  No,  ’tis  a  prating  Rafcal, 

The  Puppy  makes  him  Mirth. 

Cafi.  Yes,  Sir,  lama  Puppy. 

Boatf.  1  befeech  you  let  me  hang  him, 

I  II  do’t  in  my  Belt  ftraight. 

Cafi .  As  your  are  honourable,  * 

It  is  enough  you  may  hang  me. 

Gun .  I’ll  hang  a  Squib  at’s  Tail  I 

That  ihall  blow  both  his  Buttocks,  like  a  Petard.  i 
Cafi .  Do  any  thing. 

But  do  not  kill  me,  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Citizens. 

Boatf.  Let’s  flea  him,  and  have  him  Fly-blown., 

C/Y.  Away,  and  fave  your  Lives. 

The  King  himfelf  is  coming  on  5  if  you  flay. 

You  are  loll  for  ever;  let  notfo  much  Noblenefs 
Wilfully  periAi* 

Seffe.  How  near? 

2  C/Y.  He’s  here  behind  you. 

Seffe.  We  thank  you.  Vanifh.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Ferand,  and  Ronvere.  Flour  iff  Cornets. 

Fer.  Double  the  Guards,  and  take  in  Men  that  dare, 
Vol  V,  O  Thefe 
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Thefe  Slaves  are  frighted  5  where  are  the  proud  Rebels? 
To  what  Protedtion  fled?  What  Villain  leads  ’em? 
Under  our  Nofe  difturb’d  our  Reft? 

Ron <  We  {hall  hear, 

For  fuch  a  Search  I  have  fent,  to  hunt  the  Traitors, 
Fer.  Yet  better  Men  1  fay,  we  ftand  too  open. 

How  now  Caftntccio ?  How  do  you  like  our  Glory? 

Caft.  I  mult  confefs,  ’twas  fomewhat  more  than  my. 
This  open  Glory  agrees  not  with  my  Body*  ( Match,  Sir  ^ 
But  if  it  were  i’th'  Caftle,  or  fome  Strength, 

Where  1  might  have  my  fwinge. 

Vil.  You  have  been  fwing’d,  Brother  , 

How  thefe  Delights  have  tickled  you?  You  itch  yet? 
Will  you  walk  out  again  in  Pomp  ? 

Caft .  Good  Fool. 

Vil.  Thefe  Rogues  muft  be  rebuk’d, they  are  too  fawey, 
Thefe  peremptory  Knaves.  Will  you  walkout,  Sir, 

And  take  the  Remnant  of  your  Coronation? 

The  People  ftay  to  fee  it. 

Fer.  Do  not  vex  him, 

H’as  Grief  enough  in’s  Bones  5  you  lhall  to  the  Citadel,1 
And  like  my  felf  command,  there  ufe  your  Pleafurer 
But  take  heed  to  your  Perfon. 

Vil.  The  more  Danger, 

Still  the  more  Honour,  Brother. 

Caft.  If  I  reign  not  then, 

And  like  a  King,  and  thou  {halt  know  it,  Fool^ 

And  thou  fhalt  feel  it,  Fool. 

Vil.  Fools  Hill  are  Freemen, 

I’ll  fue  for  a  Protection, ’till  thy  Reign’s  out. 

Fer.  The  People  have  abus’d  the  Liberty 
I  late  allow’d,  I  now  proclaim  it  ftraiter. 

No  Men  fhall  walk  together,  nor  falute  *7 
For  they  that  do  lhall  die. 

Ron.  You  hit  the  right,  Sir; 

That  Liberty  cut  off,  you  are  free  from  Pra&ice. 

Fer.  Renew  my  Guards. 

Ron.  1  fhall. 

Fer.  And  keep  ftricb  Watches 
One  Hour  of  Joy  I  ask. 
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Ron .  You  fhall  have  many,  f Exeunt.  Flourjjh  Coronets 
Pandulpho  and  Juliana,  led  by  two  of  the  Guards ,  as  not 
yet  fully  recovered .  ( Lady, 

i  Guard.  You  are  now  at  Liberty,  in  your  ownHoufe, 
And  here  our  Charge  takes  end. 
pan.  ’Tis  now  a  Cuftom, 

We  muft  even  woe  thofe  Men  deferve  word  of  us. 

And  fo  we  thank  your  Labours  ;  there’s  to  drink. 

For  that  and  Mifchief  are  your  Occupations, 

And  to  mean  well  to  no  Man,  your  chiefeft  Harvefts. 

z  Guard .  You  give  liberally  j  we  hope,  Sir,  er’t  be 
To  be  oftner  acquainted  with  your  Bounty,  (long. 
And  fo  we  leave  you. 

Fan.  Do,  fori  doat  not  on  ye. 

JuL  But  where’s  my  Husband  ?  Whatfhould  I  do  here 
Or  what  Share  have  I  in  this  Joy,  call’d  Liberty, 
Without  his  Company  ?  Why  did  you  flatter  me. 

And  tell  me  he  was  return’d,  his  Service  honour’d  ? 


i  Guard.  He  is  fo,and  Hands  high  in  the  King’s  Favour, 
His  Friends  redeemed,  and  his  own  Liberty, 

From  which  yours  is  deriv’d,  confirm’d;  his  Service, 
To  his  own  Wifh,  rewarded;  So  farewel,  Lady. 

[Exe.  Guard. 

Pan.  Go  perfecute  the  Good,  and  hunt  ye  Hell-hounds, 
Ye  Leeches  of  the  Time,  flick  ’till  ye  burft,  Slaves  % 
How  does  my  Girl? 

Jul.  W  eak  yet,  but  full  of  Comfort. 

Fan.  Sit  down,  and  take  Home  Reft. 

Jul .  My  Heart’s  whole,  Father; 

That  joys  and  leaps,  to  hear  my  Firolet, 

My  Dear,  my  Life,  has  conquer’d  his  Afflictions. 

Fan.  Thofe  rude  Hands,  and  that  bloody  Will  that 
That  durft  upon  thy  tender  Body  print  i  (did  this, 
Thefe  Characters  of  Cruelty;  hear  me  Heav’n. 

Jul.  O  Sir,  be  fparing. 

Fan.  I’ll  (peak  it,  tho’  I  burft; 

And  tho’  the  Air  had  Ears,  and  ferv’d  the  Tyrant, 

Out  it  fhould  go-  O  hear  me  thou  great  Jo  (lice  > 

The  Miferies  that  wait  upon  their  Mifchiefs, 

Let  them  be  numberlefs,  and  no  Eye  pity 

O  z  Them, 
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Them,  when  their  Souls  are  loaden,  and  in  labour,  frour} 
A  nd wounded  through,  and  through,  with  guilt  and  hor- 
As  mine  is  now  with  Grief;  let  Men  laugh  at  ’em  (’em, 
Then,  when  their  month  ous  Sins,  like  Earth-quakes,fhake 
And  thole  Eyes,  that  forgot  Heav’n,  would  look  upward. 
The  bloody  ’larms  of  the  Confcience  beating, 

Let  Mercy  fly,  and  Day  ftruck  into  Darknefs, 

Leave  their  blind  Souls,  to  hunt  out  their  own  Horrours. 

Jul.  Enough,  enough,  we  mud  forget  dear  Father} 
For  then  we  are  glorious  Forms  ofHeav’n}  and  live, 
When  we  can  fuffer,  and  as  foon  forgive. 

But  where’s  my  Lord  ?  Methinks  I  have  feen  this  Houfe, 
And  have  been  in’t  before. 

Band.  Thine  own  Houfe,  Jewel. 

Jul.  Mine, without  him  ?  Or  his,  without  myCompany  ? 
I  think  it  cannot  be,  it  was  not  wont,  Father.  fHeav’nJ 
Band.  Some  bufinefs  with  the  King,  ("let  it  be  goody 
Retains  him  fure. 

Enter  Boy. 

Jul .  It  mu  ft  be  good  and  noble, 

For  all  Men  that  he  treats  with  tafte  of  Virtue} 

His  Words  and  Actions  are  his  own,  and  Honour’s 
Not  brought,  nor  compell’d  from  him. 

Band.  Here’s  the  Boy. 

Fie  can  confirm  us  more*,  how  fad  the  Child  looks? 
Come  hither  Lucio ,  how,  and  where’s  thy  Mafter? 

Jul.  Speak,  gentle  Boy. 

Band .  Is  he  return’d  in  fafety  ? 

Jul.  If  not,  and  that  thou  knoweft  is  miferable. 

Our  hopes  and  happinefs  declin’d  for  ever  } 

Study  a  Sorrow  excellent  as  thy  Mafter, 

Fhen  if  thou  canft  live,  leave  us. 

Luc.  Noble  Madam, 

'vy  Lord  is  fafe  return’d,  fife  to  his  Friends,  and  Fortune* 
fe  to  his  Country,  entertain’d  with  Honour, 

■  here  within  the  Houfe. 
tbl.  Do  not  mock  me. 

uc.  But  fuch  a  Melancholly  hangs  on  his  Mind, 

">  h  is  .Eyes  inhabit  fuch  fad  Shadows  j 
at  the  caufe  is - - 


Band* 
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Pand .  Go  tell  him  we  are  here,  Boy, 

There  mull  be  no  caufe  now. 

Jul.  Halt  thou  forgot  me  ? 

Luc.  No,  nobleil  Lady. 

Jul.  Tell  him  I  am  here. 

Tell  him  his  Wife  is  here,  found  my  Name  to  him, 
And  thou  (halt  fee  him  liart*  fpeak  Juliana, 

And  like  the  Sun  that  labours  through  a  Tempeft, 

How  fuddenly  he  will  difperfe  his  fadnefs  ? 

Pand.  Go  I  command  thee  inftantly. 

And  charge  him  on  his  Duty. 

Jul  On  his  Love,  Boy  ; 

I  would  fain  go  to  him. 

Pand.  Away,  away,  you  are  fooliih, 

JuL  Bear  all  my  Service,  fweet  Boy, 

Pand.  Art  thou  here  ftill  ?  fthee, 

Jul.  And  tell  him  what  thou  wilt  that  ihall  become 
Pand.  l’th’  Houfe,  and  know  we  are  here.  [Exit  goy. 
Jul.  No,  no,  he  did  not 
I  warrant  you  he  did  not :  Could  ycu  think 
His  Love  had  lefs  than  Wings,  had  he  but  Teen  me. 

His  ftrong  Aff.  £tlon  any  thing  but  Fire 
Confumingall  weak  lets  and  rubs  before  it, 

Till  he  had  met  my  Flame,  and  made  one  Body  ? 

If  ever  Heav’ns  high  Bleffings  met  in  one  Man, 

And  there  erefted  to  their  holy  Ufes 
A  (acred  Mind  fit  for  their  Services, 

Built  all  of  polifht  Honour,  ’twas  in  this  Mam 
Mi  (doubt  him  not. 

Pand.  I  know  he’s  truly  Noble; 

But  why  this  fadnefs,  when  the  general  Caufe 
Requires  a  Jubile  of  Joy  ? 

Jul.  I  know  not. 

Enter  Virolet  and  Boy. 

Pand.  Pray  Heav’n  you  find  it  not. 

Jul.  I  hope  1  fhall  not: 

O  here  he  comes,  and  with  him  all  my  Happmefs  $ 

He  ftays  and  thinks,  we  may  be  too  pnmannerly  \ 

Pray  give  him  leave.  £ Jbey  fland  off [ 

Pafid.  I  do  not  like  this  fadnefs, 

O  3  fifi 
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Fir.  O  hard  Condition  of  my  Mifery  ! 

Unheard  of  Plagues!  When  to  behold  that  Woman, 
That  chafte  and  virtuous  Woman,  that  preferv’d  me. 
That  pious  Wife,  wedded  to  my  Affli&ions, 

Muft  be  more  terrible  than  all  my  Dangers. 

O  Fortune,  thou  haft  robb’d  me  of  my  making, 

The  noble  Building  of  a  Man  demolifh’d, 

And  flung  me  headlong,  on  a  Sin  fo  bafe 

Man  and  Mankind  contemn,  even  Beafts  abhor  itj 

A  Sin  more  dull  than  Drink,  a  Shame  beyond  it$ 

So  foul,  and  far  from  Faith,  I  dare  not  name  it, 

But  it  will  cry  it  felf  out,  loud  Ingratitude. 

Your  Blefling,  Sir. 

Pan .  You  have  it  in  abundance; 

So  is  our  Joy,  to  fee  you  fafe. 

Vir.  My  Dear  one. 

Jul.  R’as  not  forgot  me  yet :  O  take  me  to  you.  Sir, 
Vir.  Muft  this  be  added  to  encreafe  my  Mifery, 

That  ftie  muft  weep  for  Joy,  and  lofe  that  Goodnefs  ? 
My  Juliana ,  even  the  beft  of  Women, 

Of  Wives  the  perfefteft;  let  me  fpeak  this, 

And  with  a  Modefty  declare  thy  Virtues, 

Chaffer  than  Chryftal,  on  the  Scythian  Clifts, 

The  more  the  proud  Winds  court,  the  more  the  purer. 
Sweeter  in  thy  Obedience  than  a  Sacrifice; 

And  in  thy  Mind  a  Saint,  that  even  yet  living 
Produced:  Miracles,  and  Women  daily, 

With  crooked  and  lame  Souls  creep  to  thy  Goodnefs, 
Which  having  toucht  at,  they  become  Examples. 

The  Fortitude  of  all  their  Sex  is  fable, 

Compar’d  to  thine  ;  and  they  thgt  fill’d  up  Glory, 

And  Admiration,  in  the  Age  behind  us. 

Out  of  their  celebrated  Urns  are  ftarted. 

To  flare  upon  the  Greatnefs  of  thy  Spirit; 

Wondring  what  new  Martyr  Heav’n  has  begot, 

To  fill  the  Times  with  Truth,  and  eafe their  Stories: 
Being  all  thefe,  and  excellent  in  Beauty, 
fFor  noble  things  dwell  in  the  nobleft  BuildingsJ 
Thou  haft  undone  thy  Husband,  made  him  wretched, 

A  miferable  Man,  my  Juliana , 

Thou 
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Thou  haft  made  thy  Virolet. 

Jul.  Now  Goodnefs  keep  me; 

Oh !  my  dear  Lord. 

Fan.  She  wrong  you?  what’s  the  meaning? 

Weep  not,  but  fpeak,  I  charge  you  on  Obedience  $ 
Your  Father  charges  you*,  fhe  make  you  miferable? 
That  you  your  felf  confefs. 

Vir.  I  do,  that  kills  me  \ 

And  far  left  I  have  fpoke  her  than  her  Merit. 

Jul.  It  is  fome  fin  of  Weaknefs,  or  of  Ignorance? 

For  fure  my  Will- - 

Fir.  No,  Tis  a  fin  of  Excellence  : 

Forgive  me  Heav’n,  that  I  prophane  thy  Bleffiiigs  : 

Sit  ftill,  I’ll  ihew  you  all.  [Exit  Vir. 

Fan.  What  means  this  Madnefs? 

For  fure  there  is  no  tafte  of  right  Man  in  it  j 
Grieves  he  our  liberty,  our  Prefervation  ? 

Or  has  the  greatnefs  of  the  deed  he  has  done, 

Made  him  forget,  for  whom,  and  how  he  did  it, 

And  looking  down  upon  us,  fcorn  the  benefit? 

Well  Firolet ,  if  thou  beeft  proud,  or  treacherous. 

Jul.  He  cannor,  Sir,  he  cannot;  he  will  fiiew  us5 
And  with  that  reafon  ground  his  W ords. 

Enter  Virolet,  Mania,  and  Roovere. 

Fan .  He  comes. 

What  Mafque  is  this  ?  what  admirable  Beauty  ? 

Pray  Heavhi  his  Heart  be  true. 

Jul.  A  goodly  Woman. 

Vir.  Tell  me,  my  Dear,  and  tell  me  without  flattery.,. 
As  you  are  nobly  honeft,  fpeak  the  Truth  j 
What  think  you  of  this  Lady? 

Jul.  She  is  moft  excellent. 

Vir.  Might  not  this  Beauty  tell  me  it’s  a  fweet  one? 
Without  more  fetting  off,  as  now  it  is, 

T  hanking  no  greater  Miftrefs  than  mecr  Nature, 

Stagger  a  confcant  Heart? 

Fan.  She  is  full  of  wonder! 

-But  yet;  yet  Virolet. 

Vir.  Pray  by  your  leave  Sir  ! 

Jul.  She  would  amaze. 

O  4  Vir? 
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Vir.  O  !  would  fhe  fo  ?  I  thank  you. 

Say  to  this  Beauty,  fhe  have  all  Additions* 

Wealth,  noble  Birth. 

Panel.  O  hold  there. 

Vir.  AH  Virtues, 

A  Mind  as  full  of  Candor  as  the  Truth  is, 

Ay,  and  a  loving  Lady. 

Jul  She  mufl  needs 
(l  am  bound  in  Confcience  to  confefs,)  deferve  much. 

Vir .  Nay,  fay  beyond  all  thefe,  fhe  be  fo  pious. 
That  even  on  Slaves  condemn’d  fhe  fhower  her  Benefits, 
And  melt  their  ftubborn  Bolts  with  her  foft  Pity, 

What  think  you  then  ? 

Fand.  For  fuch  a  noble  Office, 

At  thefe  Years  I  fhould  dote  my  felf.  Take  heed,  Boy. 

Jul.  If  you  be  he  that  have  receiv’d  thefe  Bleffings, 
And  this  the  Lady,  love  her,  honour  her  : 

You  cannot  do  too  much  to  fhew  your  Gratitude, 

Your  greatefl  Service  will  fhew  off  too  {lender. 

Vir.  This  is  the  Lady,  Lady  of  that  Bounty, 

That  Wealth,  that  noble  Name,  that  all  I  fpoke  of: 
The  Prince  of  Afcanio ,  and  my  felf,  the  Slaves 
Redeem’d,  brought  home,  flill  guarded  by  herGoodnefs, 
And  of  our  Liberties  you  tafte  the  Sweetnefs. 

Even  you  fhe  has  preferv’d  too,  lengthen’d  your  Lives. 
Jul.  And  what  Reward  do  you  purpofe  ?  It  mull  be  a 
main  one, 

If  LiOve  will  do  it,  we’ll  all  fo  love  her,  ferve  her* 

Vir.  It  mufl  be  my  Love. 

Jul  Ha ! 

Vir .  Mine,  my  only  Love, 

My  everlafling  Love. 

Pand.  How  ? 

Vir.  Pray  have  Patience. 

The  Recompence  fhe  ask’d,  and  I  have  render’d. 

Was  to  become  her  Husband.  Then  I  vow’d  it. 

And  fince  I  have  made  it  good* 

Fand.  Thou  durfl  not. 

Vir.  Done,  Sir.  ("with  j. 

Jul  Be  what  you  pleafe,  his  Happinefs  v 
Yog  have  been  mine:  Oh,  my  unhappy  Fortum 
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Panel.  Nay,  break  and  die. 

Jill.  It  cannot  yet :  I  muft  live* 

3Till  J  fee  this  Man  bleft  in  his  new  Love* 

And  then, 

Vand.  What  haft  thou  done,  thou  bale  one,  tell  me, 
Thou  barren  thing  of  Honefty,  and  Honour; 

What  haft  thou  wrought?  Is  not  this  fhe,  look  onher, 
Look  on  her,  with  the  Lyes  of  Gratitude, 

And  wipe  thy  falfe  Tears  oft  •'  is  not  this  ftie, 

That  three  times  on  the  Rack,  to  guard  thy  Safety, 
When  thou  ftood’ft  loft,  and  naked  to  the  Tyrant; 

Thy  aged  Father  here,  that  fharnes  to  know  thee, 
Ingag’d  i’th’  jaws  of  Danger;  was  not  this  /he, 

That  then  gave  up  her  Body  to  the  Torture? 

That  tender  Body,  that  the  Wind  lings  through; 

And  three  times,  when  her  Sinews,  crack’d  and  tortur’d. 
The  Beauties  of  her  Body  turn’d  to  Ruins; 

Even  then,  within  her  patient  Heart  Ihe  lock’d  thee, 
Then  hid  thee  from  the  Tyrant,  then  preferv’d  thee; 
And  canft  thou  be  that  Slave? 

Mart.  This  was  but  Duty, 

She  did  it  for  her  Husband,  and  Ihe  ought  it; 

She  has  had  the  Pleafure  of  him,  many  an  Hour, 

And  if  one  Minute’s  Pain  cannot  be  buffered; 

Mine  was  above  all  thefe,  a  nobler  Venture, 

I  fpeak  it  boldly,  for  I  loft  a  Father, 

He  has  one  ftilJ ;  3  left  my  Friends,  he  has  many; 
Expos’d  my  Life  and  Honour  to  a  Cruelty, 

That  if  it  had  feiz’d  on  me,  racks  and  tortures, 

Alas,  they  are  Triumphs  to  it;  and  had  it  hit, 

For  this  Man’s  Love,  it  fhould  have  fhew’d  a  Triumph, 
Twice  loft,  I  freed  him;  Roffana  loft  before  him, 

His  Fortunes  with  him,  and  his  Friends  behind  him: 
Twice  was  f  rack’d  my  fclf  for  his  Deliverance, 

In  Honour  firft  and  Name,  which  was  a  Torture 
The  Hangman  never  heard  of;  next  at  Sea, 

In  our  Efcape,  where  the  proud  Waves  took  Pleafure 
To  tofs  my  little  Boat  up  like  a  Bubble, 

Then  like  a  Meteor  in  the  Air  he  hung,  ,<■ 

Then  catch’d  and  Hung  him  in  the  depth  of  Darlnefs; 

The 
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The  Cannon  from  my  incenfed  Father’s  Ship, 

Ringing  our  Knell,  and  Rill  as  we  peep’d  upward, 
■Beating  the  raging  Surge,  with  Fire  and  Bullet, 

And  1  flood  fix’d  for  this  Man’s  fake,  and  fcorn’d  it  * 
.Compare  but  this. 

Vir .  ’Tis  too  true*  O  my  Fortune! 

That  I  muft  equally  be  bound  to  either. 

Jul.  You  have  the  better  and  the  nobler,  Lady, 

And  now  I  am  forc’d,  a  lover  of  her  Goodnefs  ; 

And  fo  far  have  you  wrought  for  his  deliverance, 

That  is  my  Lord,  fo  lovingly  and  nobly. 

That  now  methinks  1  flagger  in  my  Title. 

But  how  with  honefty  ?  for  I  am  a  poor  Lady, 

In  all  my  dutious  fervice  but  your  fhadow, 

Yet  would  be  juft  *,  how  with  fair  Fame  and  Credit, 

I  may  go  off;  I  would  not  be  a  Strumpet : 

O  my  dear  Sir,  you  know. 

Fir.  O  Truth,  thou  knowefl  too. 

Jul .  Nor  have  the  World  fufpeft,  I  fell  to  mifchief. 
Law .  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  here’s  that  has  done  it, 
A  fair  Divorce,  7tis  honeft  too. 

Van*  The  Devil, 

Honed  ?  to  put  her  off? 

Law .  Mod  honeft,  Sir, 

And  in  this  point  mod  ftrong. 

Van.  The  caufe,  the  caufe,  Sir? 

Law.  A  juft  caufe  too. 

Fan.  As  any  is  in  Hell,  Lawyer* 

Law.  For  Barrennefs,  fhe  never  brought  him  Children. 
Tan.  Why  art  thou  not  divorc’d  ?  thou  canft  not  get  ’em, 
Thy  Neighbours,  thy  rank  Neighbours:  Obafe  jugling, 
Is  me  not  young  ? 

Jul.  Women  at  more  Years,  Sir, 

Have  met  that  Blefling*  ’tis  in  Heav’ns  high  Power. 
Law.  You  never  can  have  any. 

Fan.  Why,  quick  Lawyer? 

My  Philofophical  Lawyer. 
v  Law.  The  Rack  has  fpoifcl  her. 

The  diftentions  of  thofe  parts  hath  ftopt  all  Fruitfulnefs. 
Fan.  O  I  could  curfe. 

*  •*  ’  r  £"7  7 
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Jul.  And  am  I  grown  fo  miferable. 

That  mine  own  Pity  muft  make  me  wretched  ?  I 
No  Caufe  againft  me,  but  my  Love  and  Duty  ? 
Farewel,  Sir,  like  Obedience,  thus  I  leave  you. 

My  long  Farewel.  I  do  not  grudge ;  I  grieve,  Sir  *7 
And  if  that  be  offenfive,  1  can  die, 

And  then  you  are  fairly  free.  Good  Lady,  love  him* 
You  have  a  noble  and  an  honeft  Gentleman; 

I  ever  found  him  fo,  the  World  has  {poke  him. 

And  let  it  be  your  part  ftill  to  deferve  him, 

Love  him  no  lefs  than  I  have  done,  and  ferve  him, 

And  Heav’n  fhall  blefs  you  ;  Y ou  fhall  blefs  my  Afhes* 
I  give  you  up  the  Houfe,  the  Name  of  Wife, 

Honour,  and  all  Refpeft  I  borrow’d  from  him, 

And  to  my  Grave  I  turn:  One  Farewel  more. 

Nothing  divide  your  Loves,  not  want  of  Children, 
Which  i  fhall  pray  againft,  and  make  you  fruitful: 
Grow  like  two  equal  Flames,  rife  high  and  glorious, 
And  in  your  honour’d  Age  burn  out  together. 

To  all  I  know,  Farewel. 

Ron .  Be  not  fo  griev’d,  Lady, 

A  nobler  Fortune. 

Jul.  Away,  thou  Parafite. 

Difturb  not  my  fad  Thoughts  ;  I  hate  thy  Greatnefs. 

Ron.  I  hate  not  you,  I  am  glad  fhe’s  off  thele  Hinges, 
Come,  let’s  purfue.  [E#.Ronvere<awJLaw. 

Fand  If  I  had  Breath  to  curfe  thee, 

Or  could  my  great  Heart  utter,  Farewel,  Villain, 

Thy  Houfe  nor  Face  again.  [E$it  Pand. 

Mart .  Let’em  go. 

And  now  let  us  rejoycc,  now  freely  take  me, 

And  now  embrace  me,  Firolet  \  give  the  Rites 
Of  a  brave  Husband  to  his  Love. 

Fir.  HI  take  my  Leave  too. 

Mart.  How?  take  your  Leive  too? 

Fir.  The  Houfe  is  furnifh’d  for  you  ; 

You  are  Miftrefs,  may  command. 

Mart.  Will  you  to  bed,  Sir  ? 

Vir.  Asfoon  to  Hell,  to  any  thing  I  hate  mod  : 

You  muft  excufe  me,  I  have  kept  mv  Word. 

You 
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You  are  my  Wife,  you  now  enjoy  my  Fortune, 

W  hich  I  have  done  to  recompence  your  Bounty  : 

But  to  yield  up  thofe  chart  Delights  and  Pleafures, 
Which  are  not  mine,  but  my  firft  Vows. 

Mar.  You  j  eft. 

Vir.  You  will  not  find  it  fo,  to  give  you  thofe 
I  have  Divorc’d,  and  loft  with  Juliana , 

And  all  fires  of  that  Nature - 

Man.  Are  you  a  Husband  ? 

Vir.  To  queftion  hers,  and  fatisfie  your  Flames, 

That  held  an  equal  Beauty,  equal  Bounty— - 

Good  Heav’n  forgive  \  no,  no,  the  ftridt  forbearance 
Of  all  thofe  Joys,  like  a  full  Sacrifice, 

I  offer  to  the  Sufferings  of  my  firft  Love. 

Honour,  and  Wealth,  Attendance,  State,  all  Duty, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  Will,  to  make  you  happy  > 

But  my  afflidted  Mind,  you  muft  give  leave.  Lady, 

My  weary  Trunk  muft  wander. 

Mart.  Not  enjoy  me? 

Go  from  me  too? 

Fir.  For  ever  thus  I  leave  you  *, 

And  howfoe’er  l  fare,  live  you  ff ill  happy.  [Exit  Vir. 

Mart .  Since  I  am  fcorn’d,  I’ll  hate  thee,  fcorn  thy  gifts 
Thou  miferable  Fool,  thou  Fool  to  pity,  (Too, 

And  fuch  a  rude,  demoiifh’d  thing,  1 11  leave  thee, 

In  my  Revenge*,  for  foolifh  Love,  farewel  now, 

And  Anger,  and  the  fpite  of  Woman  enter, 

That  all  the  World  fhall  fay,  that  read  this  Story, 

My  Hate,  and  not  my  Love,  begot  my  Glory. 

[Exit  Martia, 

ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Sefle,  Boa/fwainy  Mafter  and  Gunner. 

Seffe.  TIE  that  fears  Death,  or  Tortures,  let  him  leave 
II  me. 

The  flops  that  we  have  met  with,  crown  our  Conqueft, 
Common  Attempts  are  fit  for  common  Men^ 

The  rare,  the  rareft  Spirits,  Can  we  be  daunted? 
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We  that  have  fmil’d  at  Sea  at  certain  Ruins, 

Which  Men  on  Shore  but  hazarded  would  ihake  at; 
We  that  have  liv’d  free,  in  defpite  of  Fortune, 

[Laught  at  the  out-ftretch’d  Arm  of  Tyranny, 

As  if  ill  too  fliort  to  reach  us,  fliall  we  faint  now  ? 

No  my  brave  Mates,  I  know  your  fiery  Temper, 

And  that  you  can,  and  dare,  as  much  as  Men  j 
Calamity,  that  fevers  worldly  Friendfhips, 

Could  ne’er  divide  us,  you  are  ffcill  the  fame; 

The  conftant  followers  of  my  banifht  Fortunes; 

The  Inftruments  of  my  Revenge,  the  Hands 
!By  which  I  work,  and  fafhion  all  my  Projects* 

Mafl.  And  fuch  we  will  be  ever. 

Gun.  ’Slight  Sir,  cram  me 
Into  a  Cannon’s  Mouth,  and  (hoot  me  at 
Proud  FenamTs  Head  ;  may  only  he  fall  with  me, 
fMy  Life  I  rate  at  nothing. 

Boatfl  Could  1  but  get 

Within  my  Sword’s  length  of  him,  and  if  then 
IHe  fcape  me,  may  th’  account  of  all  his  Sins 
(Be  added  unto  mine. 

Mafl.  ’Tis  not  to  die,  Sir, 

I  But  to  die  unreveng’d,  that  (taggers  me; 

HFor  were  your  ends  ferv’d,  and  our  Country  free, 

We  would  fall  willing  Sacrifices, 

SeJJe.  To  rife  up 
‘Molt  glorious  Martyrs. 

Boatfl.  But  the  reafon  why 
'We  were  thefe  Shapes  ? 

Sejfe .  Only  to  get  accefs*, 

Tike  honefi:  Men,  we  never  fliall  approach  him, 

Such  are  his  fears,  but  thus  attir’d  like  Smtzersy 
And  fafhioning  our  Language  to  our  Habits; 

Bold,  bloody,  defperate,  we  may  be  admitted 
Among  his  Guard.  But  if  this  fail.  I’ll  try 
A  thoufand  others^  out-do  Proteus 
In  various  Shapes,  but  I  will  reach  his  Heart. 

And  feal  my  Anger  on’t. 

Enter  Ronyere  and  the  Guard ,  \ 

Mafl.  The  Lord  Ronvere. 

Boatf. 
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>  ,  i  . 

Boat f  Shall  we  begin  with  him  ? 

Sep.  He  is  not  ripe  yet, 

Nor  fit  to  fall :  As  you  fee  me  begin, 

With  all  care  imitate. 

Gun.  We  are  inftrudfced. 

Boat/.  Would  we  were  at  it  once. 

Ron .  Keep  a  ftridt  Watch, 

And  let  the  Guards  be  doubled,  this  laffc  Night 
The  King  had  fearful  Dreams. 

Sep.  ’Tis  a  good  Omen 
To  our  Attempts. 

Ron .  What  Men  are  thefe?  what  feek  you? 

Sep.  Imployment. 

Ron .  Of  what  nature  ? 

Sep.  W e  are  Soldiers  j 

We  have  feen  Towns  and  Churches  fet  on  fire  *, 

The  Kennels  running  Blood,  coy  Virgins  ravifh’d} 
The  Altars  ranfack’d,  and  the  Holy  Rdicks, 

Yea,  and  the  Saints  themfelves,  made  lawful  Spoils 
Unto  the  Conquerors  j  but  thefe  good  days  are  pad, 
And  we  made  Beggars,  by  this  idle  Peace, 

For  want  of  Adtion.  I  am,  Sir,  no  Stranger 
To  the  Government  of  this  State,  I  know  the  King 
Needs  Men,  that  only  do  what  he  Commands, 

And  feareh  no  farther:  ?tis  the  Profeffion 
Of  all  our  Nation,  to  ferve  faithfully, 

Where  they’re  be  ft  payed ;  and  if  you  entertain  us, 

I  do  not  know  the  thing  you  can  command, 

Which  we’ll  not  put  in  adt. 

Ron.  A  goodly  Perfonage. 

Mafl.  And  if  you  have  an  Enemy,  or  fo, 

That  you  would  have  difpatch’d. 

Gun.  They  are  here  can  fit  you. 

Boatf.  Or  if  there  be  an  Itch,  though  to  a  Man, 

Sep .  Youfhalltye 
Our  Confciences  in  your  Purfe-ftrings. 

Ron .  Gentlemen, 

I  like  your  freedom  5  I  am  now  in  hade. 

But  wait  for  my  return.  5  like  the  Rafcab, 

They  may  be  ufeful. 
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Seffe.  Well  attend  you,  Sir. 

Ron.  Do,  and  be  confident  of  Entertainment ; 

I  hope  you  will  deferve  it.  [ Exe,  Ron.  andGuard. 

SejJ'e.  O,  no  doubt.  Sir : 

Thus  far  we  are  prosperous ;  we’ll  be  his  Guard  5 
’Till  Tyranny  and  Pride  find  full  Reward.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Pandulpho  and  Juliana. 

Tan.  My  Blefling  ?  no,  a  Father’s  heavy  curfe, 
Purfue  and  overtake  him. 

Jul.  Gentle  Sir. 

Pan.  My  Name,  and  Family,  end  in  my  felfi3 
Rather  than  live  in  him. 

JuL  Dear  Sir,  forbear ; 

A  Father’s  curfes  hit  far  off,  and  kill  too. 

And  like  a  murthering  piece  aims  not  at  one. 

But  all  that  Hand  within  the  dangerous  leveL 
Some  Bullet  may  return  upon  your  felf  too. 

Though  againft  Nature,  if  you  flili  go  on 
In  this  unnatural  courfe. 

Tan .  Thou  art  not  made 
Of  that  fame  fluff  as  other  Women  are : 

Thy  Injuries  would  teach  Patience  to  blafpheme, 

Yet  ftili  thou  art  a  Dove. 

Jul.  I  know  not  Malice,  but  like  an  Innocent,  fufferf 
Pan.  More  miraculous! 

I’ll  have  a  Woman  Chronicled,  and  for  Goodoefs, 
Which  is  the  greateff  wonder.  Let  me  fee, 

I  have  no  Son  to  inherit  after  me  *, 

Him  I  difclaim. 

What  then?  I’ll  make  thy  Virtues  my  foie  Heir; 

Thy  Story  I’ll  have  written,  and  in  Gold  too  5 
In  Profe  and  Verfe,  and  by  the  ableff  Doers: 

A  word  or  two  of  a  kind  Step-father 

il’ll  have  put  in,  good  Kings  and  Queens  fhall  buy  iu 

And  if  the  Aftions  of  ill  great  Women, 

And  of  the  modern  times  too,  are  remembred, 

That  have  undone  their  Husbands  and  their  Families, 
What  will  our  Story  do?  It  fhall  be  fo. 

And  I  will  ftreight  about  it.  [IxhPm* 


Ent&r 
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Enter  Boy.  : ' 

JhL  Such  as  love 

Goodnefs  for  Glory,  have  it  for  Reward > 

I  love  mine  for  it  felf:  let  Innocence 

Be  written  on  my  Tomb,  though  ne’er  fo  humble, 

5Tis  all  I  am  ambitious  of.  But  I 
Forget  my  Vows, 

Boy.  ’Fore  me  you  are  not  model!:, 

Nor  is  this  Court-like.  Would  you  take  it  well. 

If  fhe  fhould  rudely  prefs  into  your  Clofet, 

When  from  your  feveral  Boxes  you  chufe  Paint, 

To  make  a  this  days  Face  with  ? 

'JuL  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Boy  '.  Pray  know  her  PleaLre  firft. 

JuL  To  whom  fpeak  you,  Boy? 

Boy .  Your  Ladifhip’s  Pardon.  That  proud  Lady  Thief, 
That  Hole  awray  my  Lord  from  your  Embraces, 

( Wrinkles  at  two  and  twenty  on  her  Cheeks  for’t, 

Or  Mercury  unallayed,  make  Blitters  on  itj 
Would  force  a  Vifit. 

Jtil.  And  dare  you  deny  her, 

Or  any  elfe  that  I  call  mine?  No  more. 

Attend  her  with  all  Reverence  and  Refpedt ; 

The  want  in  you  of  Manners,  my  Lord  may 
Conftrue  in  me  for  Malice.  I  will  teach  you 
How  to  etteem  and  love  the  Beauty  he  doats  on  ? 
Prepare  a  Banquet. 

Enter  Marti  a  and  Boy. 

Madam,  thus  my  Duty 

Stoops  to  the  favour  you  vouchfafe  your  Servant, 

In  honouring  her  Houfe. 

Mart.  Is  this  in  fcorn  ? 

JuL  No,  by  the  Life  of  Vholet :  Give  me  leave 
To  fwear  by  him,  as  by  a  Saint  I  worfhip, 

But  am  to  know  no  farther,  my  Heart  fpeaks  that 
My  Servants  have  been  rude,  and  this  Bo)b  doating 
Upon  my  Sorrows,  hath  forgot  his  Duty; 

In  which,  that  you  may  think  I  have  no  fnare, 

Sirrah,  upon  your  Knees,  ddlre  her  Pardon, 

Boy.  I  dare  not  difobey  you. 

Mart. 
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Mart.  Prethee  rife, 

My  Anger  never  looks  fo  low.-  I  thank  you, 

And  will  deferve  it,  if  we  may  be  private. 

I  came  to  fee  and  fpeak  with  you. 

Jul.  Be  gone.  [Exit  Boy . 

Good  Madam  fit. 

Mart .  I  rob  you  of  your  place  then, 

Jul.  You  have  defer v’d  a  better,  in  my  Bed  $ 

Make  ufe  of  this  too:  Now  your  pleafure,  Lady. 

If  in  your  Rreaft  there  be  a  worthy  Pity, 

That  brings  you  for  my  Comfort,  you  do  nobly : 

But  if  you  come  to  triumph  in  your  Conqueft, 

Or  tread  on  my  Calamities,  ’twill  wrong 
Your  other  Excellencies.  Let  it  fuffice, 

That  you  alone  enjoy  the  bed  of  Men, 

And  that  I  am  foriaken. 

Aiart .  He  the  beft  ? 

The  fcum  and  lhame  of  Mankind. 

Jul.  Vtrolet ,  Lady? 

Mart.  Bleft  in  him?  I  would  my  Youth  had  chofen 
Confirming  Feavers,  Bed-rid  Age, 

For  my  Companions,  rather  than  a  thing 
To  lay  whofe  Bafenefs  open,  would  even  poifon 
The  Tongue  that  fpeaks  it. 

Jul.  Certainly  from  you 
At  no  part  he  deferves  this*,  and  I  tell  you, 

Dtirfl  I  pretend  but  the  lead:  tittle  to  him, 

I  fiiould  not  hear  this. 

Mart.  He’s  an  impudent  Villain, 

Or  a  malicious  Wretch  \  to  you  ungrateful  5 
To  me  beyond  Exprefiion barbarous. 

I  more  than  hate  him;  from  you  he  deferves 
A  Death  moft  horrid :  From  me,  to  die  for  ever. 

And  know  no  end  of  Torments.  Would  you  haveComfort  ? 
W ould  you  wafh  off  the  (lain  that  flicks  upon  you, 

In  being  refus’d?  Would  you  redeem  your  Fame, 
Shipwrack’d  in  his  bafe  Wrongs  ?  If  you  defire  this, 

It  is  not  to  be  done  with  fiavifh  faffering, 

But  by  a  noble  Anger,  making  way 
Vol.  V.  P  To 
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To  a  tnofi  brave  Revenge,  we  may  call  Juftice> 

Our  Injuries  are  equal*,  join  with  me  then, 

And  (hare  the  Honour. 

Jul.  I  fear ce  underftand  you, 

And  know  I  (hall  be  moil  unapt  to  learn 
To  hate  the  Man,  I  ftill  mull  love  and  honour. 

Mart .  This  foolifh  Dotage  in  foft-hearted  Women, 
Makes  proud  Men  infolent  *,  but  take  your  way, 

I’ll  run  another  Courfe. 

Jul .  As  you  are  noble, 

Deliver  his  Offence. 

Mart.  He  has  denied 
The  Rites  due  to  a  W ife. 

Jul.  O  me  mod  happy, 

How  largely  am  I  paid  for  all  my  Sufferings? 

Moil  honed  Virolet ,  thou  juft  Performer 
Qf  all  thy  Promifes:  I  call  to  mind  now, 

When  1  was  happy  in  thofe  Joys  you  fpeak  of. 

In  a  chafte  Bed,  and  warranted  by  Law  too, 

He  oft  would  (wear,  that  if  he  fhould  furvive  me, 
(Which  then  I  knew  he  wifht  notj  never  Woman 
Should  taft  of  his  Embraces this  one  aft 
Makes  me  again  his  Debtor. 

Mart.  And  was  this 

The  caufe  my  Youth  and  Beauty  were  contemn’d  ? 

If  1  fit  down  here  !  well - 

Jul.  1  dare  thy  worft, 

Plot  what  thou  canft,  my  Piety  fhall  guard  him 
Againftmy  Malice.  Leave  my  Houfe  and  quickly, 

Thou  wilt  infeft  thefe  innocent  W  alls.  By  Virtue, 
l  will  inform  him  of  thy  bloody  purpofe, 

And  turn  it  on  thine  own  accurfed  Head  $ 

Believe’t  I  will.  [Exit  Juliana, 

Mart.  But  ’tis  not  in  thy  power 
To  hinder  what  1  have  decreed  againft  him. 

I  ll  fet  my  felf  to  Sale,  and  live  a  Strumpet  > 

Forget  my  Birth,  my  Father,  and  his  Honour, 

Rather  than  want  an  Inftrument  to  help  me 
In  my  Revenge.  The  Captain  of  the  Guard ; 

Bleft  Opportunity  courts  me. 


'Enter 
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Enter  Ronvere. 

Ron.  Sad  and  troubled  ? 

How  brave  her  Anger  fhews  ?  How  it  fets  off 
Her  natural  Beauty?  Under  what  happy  Star 
Was  Vtrolet  born,  to  be  belov’d  and  fought  to. 

By  two  incomparable  Women?  MobJdt  Lady, 

I  have  heard  your  Wrongs,  and  pity  them  3  and  if 
The  fervice  of  my  Life  could  give  me  hope 
To  gain  your  Favour,  I  fhould  be  molt  proud 
To  be  commanded. 

Mart.  T'is  in  you,  my  Lord, 

To  make  me  your  glad  Servant, 

Ron.  Name  the  means. 

Mart.* Tisnot  Preferment,  Jewels,  Gold,  or  Courtlhip* 
He  that  defires  to  reap  the  Harveft  of 
My  Youth  and  Beauty,  muft:  begin  in  Blood, 

And  right  my  Wrongs. 

Ron.  1  apprehend  you  Madam, 

And  reft  allur'd  5tis  done  3  I  am  provided 
Of  Inftruments  to  fit  you:  To  the  King 
I’ll  inftantly  prefentyouj  if  I  fail, 

He  Ihali  makegood  your  aims.  He’s  lefs  than  Man, 

That  to  atchieve  your  Favour,  would  not  do 
Deeds,  fiends  would  fear  to  put  their  Agents  to.  [ [Exeunt . 

Enter  Virolet  Reading. 

Vir.  @hfod  invitus  facts  ^  non  eft  fcelus.  ’Tis  an  Axiorne, 
Now  whether  willingly  1  have  departed 
With  that  \  lov’d  3  with  that,  above  her  Life 
Lov’d  me  again,  crown'd  me  a  happy  Husband, 

Was  full  of  Children;  her  Affli&ions, 

That  1  begot,  fhat  when  our  Age  muft  perifh. 

And  all  our  painted  Frailties  turn’d  to  Allies, 
j  Then  fhall  they  ftand  and  propagate  our  Honours- 
I  Whether  this  done,  and  taking  to  proteftion 
A  new  ftrange  Beauty,  it  was  a  ufeful  one ; 

1  How,  to  my  Lull?  If  it  be  fo,  I  am  finful* 

And  guilty  of  that  Crime  I  would  fling  from  me. 

W as  there  not  in  it  this  fair  courfe  of  Virtue  ? 

This  pious  Courfe,  to  fave  my  Friends,  my  Country, 
That  even  then  had  put  on  a  mourning  Garment, 

P  z  And 
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And  wept  the  defolation  of  her  Children? 

Her  nobleff  Children?  Did  not  fhe  thruft  me  on, 

And  to  my  Duty  clapt  the  fpur  of  Honour? 

Was  there  a  way,  without  this  Woman,  left  me  ^ 

To  bring  ’em  off?  The  marrying  of  this  Woman? 

If  not,  why  am  I  (lung  thus?  Why  tormented? 

Or  had  there  been  a  wild  D$fire  join’d  with  it  ? 

How  eafily,  both  thefe,  and  all  their  Beauties 
Alight  I  have  made  rny  mine  own?  Why  am  l  toucht 
H  aving  perform’d  the  great  Redemption,  _  (thus, 
Both  of  my  Friends  and  Famil)  ?  Fairly  done  it? 
Without  bafe  and  lafcivious  ends*,  O  HeavY, 

Why  am  I  ffill  at  War  thus?  Why  this  a  Mifchief, 
That  Honeffy  and  Honour  had  propounded, 

Ay,  and  abfolv’d  m y  tender  Will,  and  chid  me, 

Nay  then  unwillingly  flung  me  on? 

Enter  Juliana  and  the  Boy . 

Boy.  He’s  here,  Madam  *, 

This  is  the  melanchoily  Walk  he  lives  in, 

And  chufesever  to  increafe  his  fadnels. 

7 ul.  Stand  by. 

Vir.  ’Tis  fhe^  how  I  fhake  now  and  tremble? 

The  Virtues  of  that  Mind  are  Torments  to  me. 

7 ul.  Sir,  if  my  hated  Face  ffiall  ftir  your  Anger, 

Or  this  forbidden  Path  1  tread  in  vex  you  *, 

My  Love  and  fair  Obedience  left  behind  me, 

Your  Pardon  asked,  l  ffiall  return  and  bids  you. 


Vir .  Pray  ftay  a  little,  1  delight  to  fee  you*. 

May  not  we  yet,  though  Fortune  have  divided  us. 
And  fet  an  envious  Hop  between  our  Pleafures, 
Look  thus  one  at  another?  Sigh  and  weep  thus? 
And  read  in  one  anothers  Eyes,  the  Legends, 

And  Wonders  of  our  old  Loves?  Be  not  fearful. 
Though  you  be  now  a  Saint,  I  may  adore  you: 
May  I  not  take  this  Hand,  and  on  it  facrifice 
The  forrows  of  my  Heart  ?  W  hite  feal  of  Virtue. 
Jul.  My  Lord,  you  wrong  your  Wedlock. 

Vir.  W  ere  die  here, 

And  with  her  all  fevere  Eyes  to  behold  us. 

We  might  do  this  ?  I  might  name  Juliana^ 
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And  to  the  reverence  of  that  Name,  bow  thus.* 

I  might  figh  Juliana  lhe  was  mine  once* 

But  l  too  weak  a  Guard  for  thairgreat  Treafure 
And  whilft  the  has  a  Name,  believe  me  Lady, 

Th  is  broken  Heart  fhall  never  want  a  Sorrow. 

Jul.  Forget  her  Sir,  your  Honour  now  commands  you. 
You  are  anothers,  keep  thofe  Griefs  for  her, 

Sherichly  can  reward  ’em.  I  would  have  fpofen  with  you. 

Vir.  What  is  your  Will?  For  nothing  you  can  ask. 

So  full  of  Goodnefs  are  your  Words  and  Meaning?, 

Muff  be  denied :  Speak  boldly. 

Jul.  I  thank  you.  Sir.  1  come  not 
T o  beg,  or  flatter,  only  to  be  believ'd, 

That  I  defire.*  For  I  fhall  tell  a  Story, 

So  far  from  feeming  Truth,  yet  a  moll  true  one  \ 

So  horrible  in  Nature,  and  fo  horrid; 

So  beyond  Wickednefs,  that  when  you  hear  it, 
ft  muff  appear  the  praCfice  of  another, 

The  Gaft  and  Malice  of  fome  one  you  have  wrong’d  much, 
And  me  you  may  imagine,  me  accufe  too, 

Unlefs  you  call  to  Mind  my  daily  Sufferings  $ 

The  infinite  Obedience  I  have  born  you, 

That  hates  all  Name  and  Nature  of  Revenge. 

My  Love,  that  nothing  but  my  Death  can  fever, 

Rather  than  hers  l  fpeak  of 
Vir ,  Juliana , 

To  make  a  doubt  of  what  you  fhall  deliver, 

After  my  full  experience  of  your  Virtues, 

Were  to  dilfruft  a  Providence;  to  think  you  can  lie, 

Or  being  wrong’d,  leek  after  foul  repairings, 

To  forge  a  Creed  again  ft  my  Faith. 

Jul .  I  mull  do  fo,  for  it  concerns  your  Life,  St* 

And  if  that  word  may  ftjr  you,  hear  and  profper  : 
l  fhould  be  dumb  elfe,  were  not  you  at  ftake  here. 

Viy.  What  fewFiiends  have  I  found,  that  dare  deliver 
This  loaden Trunk  from  his  Afflictions? 

What  pitying  Hand,  of  all  that  feels  my  Miferies, 

Brings  fuch  a  benefit  ? 

Jul,  wife  and  Manly, 

P  |  ’  ;  And 
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And  with  your  Honour  fall,  when  Heav’n  fhall  call  you, 
Not  by  a  hellifh  Mifchief. 

Vir.  Speak,  my  bleft  one. 

How  weak  and  poor  I  am,  now  fhe  is  from  me  ? 

JuL  Your  Wife. 

Vir.  How’s  that? 

JuL  Your  Wife. 

Vtr.  Be  tender  of  her,  I  fhall  believe  elfe - —  j 

JuL  L,muft  be  true*  your  Ear,  Sir, 

For  ’tisfo  horrible,  if  the  Air  catch  it,  * 

Into  a  thoufand  Plagues,  a  thoufand  Monfters, 

It  will  dilperfe  it  felf,  and  fright  Refinance.  [Whiff  ers. 

Vir.  She  feek  my  Life  with  you?  Make  you  her  Agent  ? 
Another  Love?  O  fpeak  but  Truth. 

JuL  Be  patient,  ! 

Dear  as  I  love  you,  elfe  I  leave  you  wretched. 

Vir.  Forward,  ’tis  well,  it  fhall  be  welcome  to  me } 

I  have  liv’d  too  long,  numbred  too  many  Days, 

Yet  never  found  the  benefit  of  living;  j 

Now  when  I  come  to  reap  it  with  my  Service, 

And  hunt  for  that  my  Youth  and  Honour  aims  at, 

The  Sun  fets  on  my  Fortune  red  and  bloody. 

And  everlafting  Night  begins  to  dole  me. 

*Tis  time  to  Die. 

Enter  Martia  and  Ronvere. 

JuL  She  comes  her  felf. 

Ron.  Believe  Lady, 

And  on  this  Angel  Hand  your  Servant  feals  it, 

You  fhall  be  Miftrefs  of  your  whole  Defires, 

And  what  ye  fhall  command.  ; 

Mart.  Ha  Minion, 

My  precious  Dame,  are  you  there?  Nay  go  forward, 
Make  your  Complaints,  and  pour  out  your  feign’d  pities,  | 
Slave,  like  to  him  you  ferve:  lam  the  fame  ftill. 

And  what  I  purpofe,  let  the  World  take  witnefs. 

Shall  be  fo  finifht,  and  to  fuch  Example, 

Spite  of  your  poor  preventions  *,  my  dear  Gentleman, 

My  honourable  Man,  are  you  there  too  ? 

You  and  your  hot  Defire?  Your  mercy,  Sir, 

I  had  forgot  your  Greatnefs.  i 
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Jul.  ’Tis  not  well.  Lady.  (rately 

Mart,  Lord,  how  I  hate  this  Fellow  now ;  how  defpe- 
My  Stomach  ftands  againft  him  3  this  bale  Fellow, 

This  gelded  Fool! 

Jul.  Did  you  never  hear  of  Modefty? 

Mart.  Yes,  when  I  heard  of  you,  and  fo  believ’d  it, 
Thcu  bloodlefs,  brainlefs  FooL 
Fir.  How  ? 

Mart.  Thou  defpifed  Fool, 

Thou  only  Sign  of  Man,  how  I  contemn  thee! 

Thou  woven  Worthy  in  a  Piece  of  Arras*, 

Fit  only  to  enjoy  a  Wall}  thou  Beaft 
Beaten  to  ufe  :  Flave  I  preferv’d  a  Beauty, 

A  Youth,  a  Love,  to  have  my  Willies  blafted? 

My  Dotings,  and  the  Joys  1  came  to  offer, 

Muft  they  be  loft,  and  flighted  by  a  Dormoufe? 

JuL  Ufe  more  Refpecfc,  and  Woman  'nvxli  become 
At  ieaft,  lefs  Tongue,  (you; 

Mart.  I’ll  ufe  all  Violence^ 

Let  him  look  for’t. 

Jul.  Dare  you  ftain  thofe  Beauties, 

Thofe  heav’nly  Stamps,  that  raife  up  Men  toWoisdor, 
W  ith  harfh  and  crooked  Motions  ?  Are  you  foe 
That  overdid  all  Ages,  with  your  Honour; 

And  in  a  little  Hour  dare  lofe  this  Triumph? 

Is  not  this  Man  your  Husband  ? 

Mart.  He’s  my  Halter  % 

Which  ( having  filed  my  Pardon )  I'  fling  off  thus* 

And  with  him  all  1  brought  him,  but  my  Anger*, 
Which  I  will  nouvifh  to  the  Defolation, 

Not  only  of  his  Folly,  but  his  Friends, 

And  his  whole  Name. 

Vir,  ’Tis  well,  I  have  defendd  it. 

And  if  I  were  a  Woman,  I  would  rail  too. 

Mart .  Nature  ne’er  promifed  thee  a  thing  fo  noble. 
Take  back  your  Love,  your  Vow,  I  give  it  freely  1 
1  poorly  fcorn  it;  graze  now  where  you  pleafe  : 

That  that  the  dulnefs  of  thy  Soul  negle&ed. 

Kings  fue  for  now.  And  mark  me,  Vir  ole  t , 

Thou  Imagfc  of  a  Man,  obferve  my  Words  well. 

P  4  At 
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At  fuch  a  bloody  rate  I’ll  fell  this  Beauty, 

This  Handfomnels  thou  fcorn’ft  and  fling’ft  away, 

Thy  proud  ungrateful  Life  fliallfhake  at  }  take  your  Houfe, 
The  petty  things  you  left  me  give  another*, 

And  laft,  take  home  your  Trinket:  Fare  you  well,  Sin 
Ron.  You  have  fpoke  like  your  felf; 

Y’are  a  brave  Lady.  {Exeunt  Ronvere  and  Martia. 
Jul.  Why  do  you  fmile,  Sir? 

Vir,  O  my  Juliana , 

The  Happinefs  this  Woman’s  Scorn  has  given  me, 
Makes  me  a  Man  again  ;  proclaims  it  felf, 

In  fuch  a  general  Joy,  through  all  my  Miferies, 

That  now  methinks — — 

Jul.  Look  to  your  felf,  dear  Sir, 

And  trifle  not  with  Danger  that  attends  you  y 
Be  joyful  when  y’are  free. 

Vir.  Did  you  not  hear  her? 

She  gave  me  back  my  Vow,  my  Love,  my  Freedom ; 

I  am  free,  free  as  Air  5  and  though  to  morrow 
Her  bloody  Will  meet'with  my  Life,  and  fink  it, 

And  in  her  Execution  rear  me  piecemeal: 

Yet  have  I  time  once  more  to  meet  my  Wifnes, 

Once  more  to  embrace  my  be  A,  my  noble  A,  true  A 
And  Time  that’s  warranted. 

Jul.  Good  Sir,  forbear  it  •, 

Though  I  confefs,  equal  with  your  Defires 
My  Willies  rife,  as  covetous  of  your  Love, 

And  to  as  warm  Alarms  fpur  my  Will  to  * 

Yet  pardon  me,  the  Seal  o’th’ Church  dividing  us, 

And  hanging  like  a  threatning  Flame  between  us3 
/We  mult  not  meet,  I  dare  not. 

Vir.  That  poor  disjointing, 

That  only  flxong  Necefiity  thruft  on  you, 
ri  Not  Crime,  nor  ftudied  Caufe  of  mine}  how  fweetly, 
And  nobly  I  will  bind  again  and  cherifh  > 

How  1  will  recompence  one  dear  Embrace  now, 

One  free  Affedtion!  How  I  burn  to  meet  it ! 

Look  now  upon  me. 

Jul.  I  behold  you  willingly. 

And  willingly  would  yield,  but  for  my  Crtdit 

'  "  :  "  '  /  ■  ~  Tlte 
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The  Love  you  fil'd  had  was  preferv’d  with  Honour, 
The  lad  ihall  not  cry  Whore';  you  fhali  not  purchafe 
From  me  a  Pleafure,  that  have  equally 
Lov’d  your  fair  Fame  as  you,  at  fuch  a  Rate ; 

Your  Hondly  and  Virtue  mud  be  bankrupt. 

If  i  had  lov’d  your  Lull,  and  not  your  Luftre* 

The  glorious  Luftre  of  your  match lefs  Goodnefs, 

I  would  compel  you  now  to  be  ! — -forgive  me, 
Forgive  me,  Sir,  how  fondly  Hill  I  love  you ! 

Yet  nobly  too  5  make  the  way  ftraight  before  me, 

And  let  but  holy  Hymen  once  more  guide  me, 

Under  the  Ax  upon  the  Rack  again. 

Even  in  the  Bed  of  all  Afflidtions, 

Where  nothing  fings  our  Nuptials  but  dire  Sorrows, 
With  all  my  Youth  and  Pleafure  I’ll  embrace  you, 
Make  Tyrrany  and  Death  dand  dill  affrighted, 

And  at  our  meeting  Souls  amaze  our  Mifehiefs} 

?Till  when,  high  Heav’n  defend  you,  and  Peace  guide  you. 
Be  wife  and  manly,  make  your  Fate  your  own. 

By  being  Mader  of  a  Providence, 

That  may  controul  it. 

Fir,  Stay  a  little  with  me. 

My  Thoughts  have  chid  themfelves :  May  I  not  kifs  you  ? 
Upon  my  truth  I  am  an  honed. 

Jul,  1  believe  ye} 

But  yet  what  that  may  raife  in  both  our  Fancies, 

What  Idues  fuch  warm  Parents  breed. 

Fir.  1  obey  you, 

And  take  my  Leave  as  from  the  Saint  that  keeps  me. 

I  will  be  right  again,  and  once  more  happy 
In  thy  unimitable  Love. 

JuL  I’ll  pray  for  ye, 

And  when  you  fall  I  have  not  long  to  follow.  [Exeunt 
Enter  SefTe,  Majier ,  Boat f wain ,  and  Gunner ,  at  one  Boor  $ 
Martia  and  Ronvere,  at  mother . 

Sejfe.  Now  we  have  got  free  Credit  with  theCaptain. 
Mafi.  Soft,  foft,  he’s  here  again:  Is  not  that  Lady— « 
Or  have  I  lod  mine  Eyes  ?  a  fait  Rhume.  feizes  ’em  } 

But  I  fhould  know  that  Face. 
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Boat/.  Make  him  not  madder, 

Let  him  forget  the  Woman}  fleer  a  Lar-Board 
Maft.  He  will  not  kill  her. 

Boat/.  Any  thing  he  meets; 

He’s  like  a  Hornet  now,  he  hums,  and  buzzes  ; 
Nothing  but  Blood  and  Horror. 

Maft.  I  would  favethe  Lady, 

For  fucn  another  Lady. 

Boatf,  There’s  the  Point  $ 

And  you  know  there  want  W omen  of  her  Mettle 

M«J1.  'Tis  true,  they  b„„g  fuel,  ChrUrcn  now, 
Such  Demilances. 

Thtii  Fatners  Socks  will  make  them  chi  iftning  Cloaths 

Umi.  No  more,  they  view  us. 

Sejfe.  You  lhall  play  a  while, 

And  fun  your  felf  in  this  Felicity, 

You  lhall  you  glorious  Whore,  I  know  you  ftill. 

But  1  ihall  pick  an  Hour  when  molt  fecureiy  , 

I  lay  no  more.  1 

^  Ron.  Do  you  fee  thofe?  thofe  are  they 
Shall  aft  your  Will  j  come  hither  my  good  Fellows. 

You  are  now  the  King’s.  Are  they  not  goodly  Fellows  ? 

lartn  qlmey.havfi  v,°.ne  eaouSh5  if  they  have  flout 

4^7?  Stdl  the  old  Wench.  (Heart  toit. 

L.ejje .  I  ray  Captain,  let  me  ask  you 

,\v  ncCie  s  i-hat?  ’Tis  a  rude  Queftion* 

But  i  deirre  to  know. 

Ron.  She  is  for  the  King,  Sir  , 

Let  that  fuffice  for  Anfwer, 

Sejfe.  Is  ihe  fo,  Sir? 

In  good  time  may  fhe  curfe  it. 

Mull  I  breed  Hacknies  for  his  Grace  * 

;  What  wouldft  thou  do 
To  merit  fuch  a  Lady’s  Favour7 

Softs.  Any  tiling.  ftunes? 

Ron.  1  hat  can  lupply  thy  Wants,,  and  raife  thy  For- 
ftejje  Let  her  command,  and  fee  what  1  dare  execute 
I  keep  my  Confoience  here;  if  any  Man 

Wu°iC  per'UI1,,and  would  have  kirn  hun  bled, 

Vy  hole  families  between  her  and  her  Withes  - 

Maft, 
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Maft.  W e  have  feen  bleeding  Throats, Sir,  Cities  fack’d, 
And  Infants  ftuck  upon  their  Pikes. 

Boat/.  Houfes  a  fire,  and  handfom  Mothers  weeping. 
SeJJe.  Which  we  have  heaped  upon  the  Pile  like  Sacri- 
Churches  and  Altars,  Priefts  and  all  Devotions,  ( frees. 
Tumbled  together  into  one  rude  Chaos . 

Gun.  W e  know  no  Fear,  Sir, but  want  of Imployment. 
SeJJe.  Nor  other  Faith  but  what  our  Purfes  preach. 
To  gain  our  Ends  we  can  do  any  thing, 

And  turn  our  Souls  into  a  thoufand  Figures  ; 

But  when  we  come  to  do — - 
Mart.  I  like  thefe  Fellows. 

Ron.  Be  ready  and  wait  here,  within  this  Hour 
Fllfhew  you  to  the  King,  and  he  fhall  like  ye,* 

And  if  you  can  devife  fome  Entertainment 
To  fill  his  Mirth,  fuch  as  your  Country  ufes, 

Prefent  it,  and  Pll  fee  it  grac’d. 

After  this  Comicic  Scene  we  fhall  employ  you, 

For  one  muft  die. 

SeJJe .  What  is  he,  Sir?  fpeak  boldly, 

For  we  dare  boldly  do. 

Ron.  This  Lady’s  Husband  *, 

His  Name  is  Virolet. 

Sejfe.  We  fhall  difpatch  it.  [Exe» Marcia  and  Ronvere. 
O  damned,  damned  thing.*  A  bafe  Whore  fir  ft. 

And  then  a  Murtherer.  I’ll  look  to  you. 

Boatf.  Can  fhe  be  grown  fo  ftrange  ? 

SeJJe.  She  has  an  itch; 

I’ll  fcratch  you  my  dear  Daughter,  I’ll  fo  claw  you  i 
I’ll  curry  your  hot  Hide  5  married  and  honour’d  ? 

And  turn  thofe  holy  Bleflings  into  Brothels? 

Your  Beauty  into  Blood  ?  I’ll  hunt  your  Hotnefs. 

I’ll  hunt  you  like  a  Train. 

Maji.  We  did  all  pity  her. 

SeJJe.  Hang  her,  fhe  is  not  worth  Man’s  Memory  5 
She’s  falfe  and  bafe,  and  let  her  fright  all  Stories. 

Well,  though  thou  be’ft  mine  Enemy  1 11  right  thee, 
And  right  thee  nobly, 

Boatf.  Faith,  Sir,  fince  fhe  muft  go. 

Let’s  fpare  as  few  as  may  be. 
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Seje,  We’ll  take  all, 

And  like  a  Torrent  i weep  the  Slaves  before  us. 

You  dare  endure  the  worft  ? 

Maft.  You  know  our  Hearts,  Sir, 

And  they  {hall  bleed  the  laft,  e’er  we  ftart  from  ye. 

Gun.  We  can  but  die,  and  e’er  we  come  to  that, 

W/  e  fhall  pick  out  fome  few  Examples  for  us. 

?  SeP-  Then  wait  the  firft  Occafion,  and  like  Curtins, 
I’ll  leap  the  Gulph  before  you,  fearlefs  leap  it: 

Then  follow  me  like  Men,  and  if  our  Virtues 
,May  buoy  our  Country  up,  and  fet  her  finning 
In  her  firlt  State*  our  fair  Revenges  taken, 

We  have  our  noble  Ends,  or  elfe  our  Aihes.  [  Exeunt . 


A  C  T  V.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Afcanio,  and  Martia  above. 

Man.  A  S  you  are  noble,  keep  me  from  difcovery, 
X.  And  let  me  only  run  a  Stranger’s  Fortune  • 
For  when  the  King  fnall  find  I  am  his  Daughter 
He  ever  holds  molt  Ominous,  and  hates  moll: 

U  nh  what  Eyes  can  he  look,  how  entertain  me. 

But  with  his  Fears  and  Cruelties? 

Afcet.  I  have  found  you  j 
Sulpedl  not,  1  am  bound  to  what  you  like  befl 
What  you  intend,  I  dare  not  be  fo  curious  ’ 

Jo  quefhon now,  and  what  you  are,  lies  hid  here- 
Enter  l' errand  and  Ronvere  above . 
ihe  King  comes,  make  your  Fortune,  I  fhall  joy  in’t. 

on.  L  i,  tnings  are  ready,  Sir,  to  make  you  merry  j 
And  fuch  a  King,  you  fhall  behold  him  now. 

,  Fer-  I  long  for’t, 

For  1  have  need  of  Mirth. 

Ron,  7  he  Lady,  Sir. 

Fer.  Now  as  lam  a  King,  a  fprightly  Beauty, 

■ /i ^ 'P^ I  My  Thanks  Ronvere, 

My  belt  Thanks,  on  your  Lips  I  fed  your  Wilkes 

1  Be 
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Be  what  you  can,  imagine  mine,  and  happy. 

And  now  fit  down  and  finile  ,  come,  my  Afcanio , 

And  let  this  Monarch  enter. 

Enter  Sefie,  Mafiey ,  Boatfivain ,  Gunner ,  and  Sailors . 
Jfaw.  Thefe  are  the  Switzer 
I  told  your  Grace  of. 

Fer .  Goodly  promifing  Fellows, 

With  Faces  to  keep  Fools  in  awe,  I  like  ’em  ; 

Go  guard  the  Prefence  well,  and  do  your  Duties, 

To  Morrow  l  fhall  take  a  farther  View. 

Sejje.  You  ill  all.  Sir, 

Or  1  lhall  lofe  my  Will;  how  the  Whore’s  mounted? 
How  fire  fits  thron’d  ?  thou  blazing  muddy  Meteor, 
That  frighted:  the  under  World  with  luftful  Flalhes, 
How  I  fiiall  dafii  thy  Flames  ?  Away,  no  W ord  more, 

[Exe.  Sefie  and  his  Company .  Flour ijh  Cornets . 
Enter  Villio,  Caftruccio,  Do, dor ,  and  a  Guard. 

Fer.  Now,  here  he  comes  in  Glory;  be  merry  Mailers, 
A  Banquet  too  ?  [Meat  conveyed  away. 

Ron.  O,  he  mud:  fit  in  State,  Sir! 

Afca.  How  rarely  he  is  ufher’d  ?  Can  he  think  now 
He  is  a  King  indeed  ? 

Ron.  Mark  but  his  Countenance. 

Cafl.  Let  me  have  Pleafures  infinite,  and  to  the  Height, 
And  Women  in  abundance,  many  Women  : 

Enter  Ladies. 

I  will  difport  my  Grace, 

Stand  there  and  long  for  me. 

What  have  ye  brought  me  here  ?  Is  this  a  Feafl 
Fit  for  a  Prince  ?  a  mighty  Prince?  Are  thefe  things, 
Thefe  Preparations,  ha? 

DoS.  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace  ?  fMarchpanes, 
Cafl .  It  does  not  pleafe  my  Grace :  Where  are  the 
The  Cuflards  double  Royal,  and  the  Subtiltiesf 
Why,  what  weak  things  are  you  to  ferve  a  Prince  thus  ? 
Where  be  the  delicates  o’th’  Earth  and  Air? 

The  hidden  Secrets  of  the  Sea  ?  Am  I  a  Plow-mao, 

You  pop  me  up  with  Porridge?  Hang  the  Cooks. 

Fer.  O  mod:  Kingly.* 

What  a  Majeftick  anger? 

Cafl. 
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Cafl,  Give  me  Tome  Wine. 

Afca.  He  cools  again  now. 

Cafl.  Fool,  where  are  my  Players? 

Let  me  have  all  in  Pomp;  let ’em  play  fome  Love  matter 
To  make  the  Ladies  itch.  I’ll  be  with  you  anon,  Ladies 
You  black  Eyes,  I’ll  be  with  you  .* 

Give  me  fome  Wine  I  fay, 

And  let  me  have  a  Mask  of  Cuckolds  enter, 

Of  mine  own  Cuckolds, 

And  let  them  come  in,  peeping  and  rejoicing, 

Juft  as  I  kifs  their  Wives,  and  fomewhat  glorying. 

Some  Wine  I  fay,  then  for  an  excellent  Night-piece, 
To  die w  my  Glory  to  my  Loves,  and  Minions, 

I  will  have  fome  great  Caftle  burnt. 

T/7.  Hark  you,  Brother; 

If  that  be  to  pleafe  thefe  Ladies,  ten  to  one 
Thw  Fire  fhft  takes  upon  your  own,  look  to  that; 

Then  you  may  ihew  a  Night-piece. 

Cafl.  Where’s  this  Wine? 

Why  fhall  l  choak  ?  do  ye  long  all  to  be  tortur’d  ? 

DoB.  Here,  Sir. 

Cafl.  W  hat  is  this?  why,  Doctor. 

DoB.  Wine  a  d  Water,  Sir. 

’Tis  Sovereign  for  your  heat,  you  muft  endure  it. 

Moft  excellent  to  cool  your  Night-piece,  Sir. 
DoB.  You  are  of  a  high  and  cholerick  Complexion. 
And  you  muft  have  allays. 

Cafl.  Shall  I  have  no  fheer  Wine  then  ? 


DoB.  Not  tor  a  World  :  I  tender  your  dear  Life,  Sir: 

And  he  is  no  faithful  Subject _ . 

Vil.  No,  by  no  means ; 

Of  this  you  may  drink,  and  never  hang,  nor  quarter. 
Nor  never  whip  the  Fool,  this  Liquor’s  merciful. 

Cafl.  I  will  ftt  down  and  eat  then :  Kings,  when  they're 
May  eat,  I  hope.^  ("hungry, 

DoB.  Yes,  but  they  eat  difcreetly. 

r  ^0me?  tafe  this  Diih,  and  Cut  me  liberally  ; 

I  like  Sauce  well. 


DoB.  Fie,  ’tis  too  hot,  Sir; 

Too  deeply  feafon’d  with  the  Spice,  away  with’t, 
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You  muft  acquaint  your  Stomach  with  thofe  Diets 
Are  temperately  nourifhing. 

Caft.  But  pray  Hay,  Doctor, 

And  let  me  have  my  Meat  again- 
Do£l.  By  no  means ; 

I  have  a  charge  concerns  my  Life. 

Caft.  No  Meat  neither  $ 

Do  Kings  never  eat.  Doctor  ? 

Dock.  Very  little.  Sir,  >•■ 

And  that  too  very  choice* 

Vil.  Your  King  never  ileeps,  Brother, 

He  muft  not  Deep,  his  Cares  ftili  keep  him  waking* 
Now  he  that  Eats  and  Drinks  much  is  a  Domiouie $ 
The  third  part  o f  a  Wafer  is  a  Weeks  Diet* 

Caft.  Appoint  me  fo meriting  then. 

Dock.  1  here, 

Caft.  This  1  feel  good, 

But  it  melts  too  fuddenly  \  yet,  how,  that  gone  too! 

Ye  are  not  mad/  I  charge  you.  [Take  away, 

DoU.  For  your  Health,  Sir, 

A  little  quickens  Nature,  much  deprefles. 

Caft.  Eat  nothing  for  my  Health?  that’s  a  new  Diet* 
Let  me  have  fomething,  fomething  has  fome  favour. 
Why  thou  uncourteous  Do&or,  {hall  I  hang  thee? 

Dock.  ’Tis  better,  Sir,  than  I  fhould  let  you  furfeit : 
My  Death  were  nothing. 

Vil.  To  lofe  a  King,  were  terrible. 

Caft.  N ay,  then  I’ll  carve  my  felf,ril  ftay  no  Ceremonies* 
This  is  a  Partridge  Pye,  I  am  fure  that's  nourishing, 

Or  Galen  is  an  Afs :  ’tis  rarely  feafon'd : 

Ha,  Doctor,  have  I  hit  right?  a  mark,  a  mark  there? 

Vil.  W  hat  ails  thy  Grace  ?  [Take  away. 

Caft.  Retrieve  thofe  Partridges. 

Or  as  I  am  a  King - 

Dock.  Pray  Sir  be  patient, 

They  are  flown  too  far. 

Vil.  Thefe  are  breath’d  Pies  an*t  pleafe  you, 

And  your  Hawks  are  fuch  Buzards. 

Caft.  A  King,  and  have  nothing. 

Nor  can  have  nothing! 
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Vtl.  What  think  you  of  Pudding? 

A  Pudding  Royal  ? 

Caft.  To  be  royally  ftarv’d, 

Whip  me  this  Fool  to  Death  •  he  is  a  Blockhead. 

Fii  Let  'em  think  they  whip  me,  as  we  think  you  a 
'Twill  be  enough.  ("King: 

Caft .  As  for  you  dainty  Dodtor,  the  Table  taken  away, 
All  gone,  all  fnatch’d  away,  and  1  unfatisfied, 

Without  my  Wits,  being  a  King  and  hungry? 

Suffer  but  this  thy  Treafon?  I  tell  thee  Doctor, 

I  tell  it  thee,  in  earned:,  and  in  Anger, 

I  am  damnably  hungry,  my  very  Grace  is  hungry. 

FiL  A  hungry  Grace  is  fitted:  to  no  Meal,  Sir.  (Sir, 
Foci.  Some  two  hours  hence,  you  fhall  fee  more :  but  fti.il, 
You  muff  retain  an  excellent  and  ftri£t  Diet. 

Fil.  It  diarpens  you, and  makes  your  Wit  fo  poynant,S4r, 
Your  very  words  will  kill. 

»  DoS.  A  bit  of  Marmalade 
No  bigger  than  a  Peafe. 

Vil.  And  that  well  butter’d. 

The  Air  thrice  purified,  and  three  times  fpirited, 
Becomes  a  King :  your  rare  Conferve  of  nothing 
Breeds  no  Offence. 

Caft,  Am  I  turn’d  King  Camelion9 
And  keep  my  Court  i’th’  Air  ? 

Fer .  They  vex  him  cruelly. 

Afca.  In  two  days  more  they’ll  ftarve  him. 

Fer.  Now  the  Women,  there’s  no  Food  left  but  they. 
Afca,  They’ll  prove  fmall  Nourilhment; 

Yet  h’as  another  Stomach  and  a  great  one, 

I  fee  byJiis  Eye. 

Caft.  l5il  have  mine  own  Power  here; 

Mine  own  Authority,  I  need  no  Tutor. 

Do£tor,  this  is  no  Diet. 

Doci.  It  may  be,  Sir. 

Ptl,  By’r  Lady,  it  may  turn  to  a  dry  Diet ; 

And  how  thy  Grace  will  ward  that- - - 

Caft.  Stand  off,  Do&or*, 

And  talk  to  thofe  that  want  Faith. 

Fer ,  Hot  and  mighty. 
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Afca.  He  will  cool  apace,  no  doubt. 

Caft.  Fair,  plump,  and  red, 

A  Forehead  high,  an  Eye  revives  the  dead*, 

A  Lip  like  ripeft  Fruit,  inviting  (till. 

VtL  But  O,  the  rufhy  Well,  below  the  Hill, 

Take  heed  of  that,  for  though  it  never  fail. 

Take  heed  I  fay,  for  thereby  hangs  a  TaiJL 
Caft.  I’ll  get  ye  all  with  Child. 

Ftl.  With  one  Child,  Brother, 

So  many  Men  in  a  Blue  Coat. 

Caft.  Had  I  fed  well, 

And  drunk  good  flore  of  Wine,  ye  had  been  blefh  all, 
Bleft  all  with  double  Births  5  come  kifs  me  greedily. 
And  think  no  more  upon  your  foolifh  Husbands, 

They  are  tranfitory  things  $  a  King’s  Fame  meets  you. 
Do$.  Vanifh  away.  [Ex.  Women . 

Caft.  How,  they  gone  too  ?  my  Guard  there  \ 

Take  me  this  Devil  DoHor,  and  that  Fool  there, 

And  fow  ’em  in  a  Sack  *,  bring  back  the  Women, 

The  lovely  Women  \  drown  thefe  Rogues,  or  hang  ’em. 

Afca.  He  is  in  earned.  Sir, 

I  mud  needs  take  him  off. 

Enter  Sefle,  AI after ,  Boatjlvain ,  Gunner  and  Sailors .  * 
Fer.  In  ferious  earned. 

Sejfe.  Now,  now  be  free. 

Now  Liberty,  now  Country-men  fhake  from  ye 
The  Tyrant’s  Yoke. 

All.  Liberty,  Liberty,  Liberty ! 

Guard.  Treafon,  Treafon,  Treafon. 

Fer.  We  are  betray’d,  fly  to  the  Town,  cry  Treafon, 
And  raife  our  faithful  Friends  j  O  my  Afcanio . 

Afca.  Make  hafte,  we  have  way  enough. 

Guard.  Treafon,  Treafon.  [£v.  Fer.  Afca.  and  Guard. 
Sejfe. Spate  none, put  all  to  th’Sword :  A  vengeance  fhake 
Art  thou  turn’d  King  again?  (thee, 

Caft.  1  am  a  Rafcal : 

Spare  me  but  this  time,  if  ever  I  fee  King  more, 

Or  once  believe  in  King. 

Sejfe.  The  Ports  are  ours, 

TheTreafure  and  the  Port,  fight  bravely  Gentlemen  *, 
Vol.  V.  OL  ‘  Cry 


z 5  o  i  The  double  Marriage. 

Cry  to  the  Town,  cry  Liberty  and  Honour; 

[Crying  Liberty  and  Freedom  within. 

Waken  their  perfecuted  Souls,  dy  loudly, 

We’ll  fhare  the  Wealth  among  ye. 

Cajl.  Do  you  hear,  Captain? 

If  ever  you  hear  me  name  a  King. 

Sejje-  You  fhall  not. 

Caji.  Or  though  I  live  under  one,  obey  him. 

Gun .  This  Rogue  again. 

Sejje-  Away  with  him,  good  Gunner. 

Caji.  Why  look  ye,  Sir;  I’ll  put  you  to  no  charge; 
I’ll  never  eat. 

Gun .  I’ll  take  a  courfe,  you  fhall  not* 

Come,  no  more  words. 

Enter  Boatfwain. 

Caji.  Say  nothing  when  you  kill  me. 

Sejje.  He’s  taken  to  the  Tower’s  ftrength; 

Now  Hand  fure  Gentlemen, 

We  have  him  in  a  pen,  he  cannot  fcape  us, 

The  reft  o’th’  Caftle’s  ours ;  Liberty,  Liberty! 

What,  is  this  City  up? 

Boatf.  They  are  up  and  glorious, 

And  rouling  like  a  ftorm  they  come;  their  Tents 
Ring  nothing  but  Liberty  and  Freedom. 

The  Women  are  in  Arms  too.  • 

Sejje.  Let  ’em  come  all  ; 

Honour  and  Liberty. 

All.  Honour  and  Liberty.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  J  uliana. 

Jul  This  W oman  threats,  her  Eyes,  even  red  with  fury. 
Which  like  prodigious  Meteors  foretold 
Affur’d  Deftrudhon,  are  ftill  before  me. 

Befides,  i  know  fuch  Natures  unacquainted 
With  any  mean,  or  in  their  Love,  or  Hatred  ; 

And  flic  that  dar’d  all  dangers  to  poflefs  him, 

Will  check  at  nothing,  to  revenge  the  lofs 
Of  what  the  held  fo  clear.  I  iirft  difeover  d 
Her  bloody  purpofes,  which  fhe  made  good. 

And  openly  profefs’d  ’em*,  that  in  me 
Was  but  a  cold  AfFeftion*,  Charity 

Com- 


Mo$ 


The  double  Marriage. 

Commands  To  much  to  all $  for  Fir  ole 
Methinks  I  fhould  forget  my  Sexes  weaknefs. 

Rife  up,  and  dare  beyond  a  W Oman’s  llrength  ; 
Then  do  not  counfel:  He  is  too  fecure, 

And  in  my  judgment,  ’twere  a  greater  Service 
To  free  him  from  a  deadly  Enemy, 

Than  to  get  him  a  Friend.  I  undertook  too* 

To  crofs  her  Plots,  oppos’d  my  Piety, 

Againlt  her  Malice >  and  fhall  Virtue  differ? 

No,  Martia ,  wer’t  thou  here  equally  armed, 

I  have  caufe,  fpite  of  thy  mafculine  Breeding, 

That  would  allure  the  Vidlory :  My  Angel 
Direct  and  help  me. 

Enter  Virolet  like  Ronvere. 

Vir.  The  State  in  Combuition, 

Part  of  the  Cittadel  forc’d,  the  Treafure  feiz’d  on  5 
The  Guards  corrupted,  arm  themfelves  againlt 
Their  late  protected  Mailer*  Fen  and  fled  too, 

And  with  fmall  llrength,  into  the  Callle’s  lower. 
The  only  Aventine ,  that  now  is  left  him  ? 

And  yet  the  Undertakers,  nay,  Performers, 

Of  fuch  a  brave  and  glorious  Enterprize, 

Are  yet  unknown  ^  they  did  proceed  like  Men, 

I  like  a  Child  *  and  had  I  never  trulled 
So  deep  a  pradtice  unto  Ih  allow  Fools, 

Belides  my  Soul’s  peace,  in  my  J uliana. 

The  Honour  of  this  Adtion  had  been  mine, 

In  which,  accurs’d,  1  now  can  claim  no  fhare. 

juL  Ronvere !  ’tis  he,  a  thing,  next  to  the  Devil 
1  moll  detell,  and  like  him  terrible  * 

Mania's  right  Hand,  the  Inftruraent  I  fear  too. 
That  is  to  put  her  bloody  Will  into  adfc. 

Have  I  not  Will  enough,  and  Caufe  too  mighty? 
Weak  Womens  fear,  fly  from  me. 

Vir.  Sure  this  Habit, 

This  Likenefs  to  Ronvere ,  which  I  have  lludied. 
Either  admits  me  fafe  to  my  deflgn, 

Which  I  too  cowardly  have  halted  after, 

And  fuffer’d  to  be  ravilh’d  from  my  Glory  ? 
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'■*  if  s 

Or  finks  me  and  my  Miferies  together  * 

Either  concludes  me  happy. 

Jul.  He  fbinds  mufing, 

Some  Mifchief  is  now  hatching  : 

In  the  full  meditation  of  his  Wickednefs, 

I’ll  fink  his  curfed  Soul:  Guide  my  Hand,  Heav’n, 

And  to  my  tender  Arm  give  Strength  and  Fortune, 
That  I  may  do  a  pious  deed,  all  Ages 
Shall  blefs  my  Name  for*  all  remembrance  crown  me, 
Vir.  It  fhall  be  fo. 

Jul.  It  fhall  not}  take  that  Token, 

And  bear  it  to  the  luftful  Arms  of  Martia , 

Tell  her,  for  Vtrolet's  dear  fake,  I  fent  it. 

Vi ir.  O  I  am  happy,  let  me  fee  thee, 

That  I  may  blefs  the  hand  that  gave  me  Liberty; 

O  courteous  Hand,  nay  thou  haft  done  moil:  nobly. 

And  Heav’n  has  guided  thee,  ’twas  their  great  Jullice  % 
O  blefled  Wound  that  I  could  come  to  kifs  thee/ 

How  beautiful  and  fweet  thou  fhew’lt  ! 

Jul.  Oh! 

Vir.  Sigh  not, 

Nor  weep  not,  Dear,  fhed  not  thofe  fovereign  Balfims 
Into  my  Blood,  which  mull  recover  me*, 

Then  I  fhall  live  again  to  do  a  mifchief, 

Againfi:  the  mightinefs  of  Love  and  Virtue, 

Some  bale  unhallowed  Hand  fhall  rob  thy  right  of. 

Help  me,  I  faint :  fo. 

Jul.  O  unhappy  Wench! 

How  has  my  Zeal  abus’d  me;  you  that  guard  Virtue, 
Were  ye  afleep  ?  or  do  you  laugh  at  Innocence, 

You  fuffer’d  this  miflake?  O  my  dear  yirolet ! 

An  everlafting  curie  follow  that  form 
I  fimek  thee  in,  his  Name  be  ever  blafled ; 

For  his  accurfed  fhadow  has  betray’d 
The  fweetnefs  of  all  Youth,  the.Noblenefs, 

The  Honour,  and  the  Valour;  wither’d  for  ever 
The  Beauty  and  the  Bravery  of  all  Mankind : 

O  my  dull  Devil’s  Eyes. 

Vir.  I  do  forgive  you, 

By  this,  and  this,  I  do:  I  know  you  were  cozen’d} 

The 
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The  Shadow  of  Ronvere ,  I  know  you  aim’d  .at, 

And  not  at  mq;  but  ’twas  moft  neceflary 
I  fhould  be  ftrtick,  fome  Hand  above  direfted  you; 
For  Juliana  £ould  not  lhew  her  Juftice, 

Without  depriving  high  Heav’n  of  his  Glory, 

Or  any  Subjeft  fit  for  her,  but  Vholet : 

Forgive  me  too,  and  take  my  laft  Breath,  fwcet  one. 
This  the  new  Marriage  of  our  Souls  together  \ 

Think  of  me  Juliana ,  but  not  often, 

For  fear  my  Faults  fhould  burthen  your  Affedions. 

Pray  for  me,  for  I  faint, 

Jul.  O  flay  a  little, 

A  little,  little,  Sir.  [Offers  to  hill  her  [elf  \ 

Vir.  Fie,  Juliana, 

Jul.  Shall  I  out-live  the  Virtue,  I  have  murder'd? 
Vir.  Hold,  or  thou  hat’ft  my  Peace ;  give  me  the  Dag- 
On  your  Obedience,  and  your  Love,  deliver  it,  ( ger. 
If  you  do  thus,  we  fiiall  not  meet  in  Heav’n,  Sweet  j 
No  guilty  Blood  comes  there  |  kill  your  Intentions, 
And  then  you  conquer;  there  where  I  am  going. 
Would  vou  not  meet  me.  Dear? 

Jul  Yes. 

Vir .  And  fiill  love  me? 

Jul .  And  Hill  behold  you. 

Vir.  Live  then  ’till  Heav’n  calls  you. 

Then  ripe  and  full  of  Sweetnefs  you  rife  fainteei 
Then  I  that  went  before  you  to  prepare. 

Shall  meet  and  welcome  you,  and  daily  court  you 
With  Hymns  of  holy  Love — —I  go  out: 

Give  me  your  Hand,  farewel,  in  Peace  farewel. 
Remember  me,  farewel.  [Dies. 

Jul .  Sleep  you  fweet  Glaffes, 

An  everlafting  Slumber  crown  thofe  Cryftals, 

All  my  Delight  adieu,  farewel,  dear  Virolet , 

Dear,  dear,  molt  dear}  O  I  can  weep  no  more. 

My  Body  now  is  Fire,  and  all  confuming. 

Here  will  1  fit,  forget  the  World  and  all  things, 

And  only  wait  what  Heav’n  fhall  turn  me  to. 

For  now  methinks  I  Ihould  not  live.  [She  fits  down. 

CL  3  Enter 
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Enter  Pandulpho. 

Vand.  O  my  fweet  Daughter, 

The  Work  is  finifh’d  now,  I  promis’d  thee: 

Here  are  thy  Virtues  {hewed,  here  regiiler’d, 

And  here  {hall  live  for  ever. 

Jal.  Blot  it,  burn  it, 

I  have  no  Virtue,  hateful  I  am  a^Hell  is, 

Pand.  Is  not  this  Virolet  ? 

Jul.  Ask  no  more  Queilions  *, 

Miilakinghim,  I  kill’d  him. 

Tand.  O  my  Son, 

Nature  turns  to  my  Heart  again,  my  dear  Son, 

Son  of  my  Age,  would’il  thou  go  out  fo  quickly  ? 

So  poorly  take  thy  Leave,  and  never  fee  me? 

Was  this  a  kind  Streak,  Daughter?  Could  you  love  him, 
Honour  his  Father,  aud  io  deadly  ilrike  him  ? 

O  wither’d  timelefs  Youth,  ^re  all  thy  Promifes, 

Thy  goodly  Growth  of  Honours,  come  to  this? 

Do  I  halt  it  ill  i’tli’ World,  and  trouble  Nature, 

When  her  main  Pieces  founder,  and  fail  daily  ? 

Enter  Boy ,  and  three  Servants. 

Boy.  He  does  weep  certain:  What  Body’s  that  lyes 
How  do  you  do,  Sir  ^  (by  him?* 

Band.  O  look  there,  Lucio , 

Thy  Matter,  thy  belt  Mailer. 

Boy.  Woe  is  me. 

They  have  kill’d  him,  (lain  him  bafely*  O  my  Mailer! 
Vand  Well  Daughter,  wells  what  Heart  had  you  to 
do  this? 

I  know  he  did  you  Wrong;  but’twas  his  Fortune, 

And  not  his  Fault,  for  my  fake  that  have  lov’d  you, 

But  1  fee  now  you  fcorn  me  too. 

Boy.  O  Miilrefs  ? 

Can  you  fit  there,  and  his  cold  Body  breathleis? 

Bafely  upon  the  Earth  ? 

Pan.  Let  her  alone,  Boy, 

She  glories  in  his  end. 

Boy.  You  ilralf  not  fit  here, 

And  fuffer  him  you  loved,-— ha!  Good  Sir,  come  hither, 
Come  hither  quickly,  heave  her  up  ;  O  Heav’n,  Sir, 

O  God,  my  Heart,  fhe’s  cold,  cold  and  fliff  too. 

Stiff  as  a  Stake,  ihe’s  dead.  Vand. 
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Panel  She’s  gone,  ne’er  bend  her. 

I  know  her  Heart,  fhe  could  not  want  his  Company; 
Blefting  go  with  thy  Soul,  fweet  Angels  foadow  it. 

O,  that  1  were  the  third  now,  what  a  Happinefs  ? 

But  I  muft  live,  to  fee  you  laid  in  Earth  both, 

Then  build  a  Chappel  to  your  Memories, 

Where  all  my  Wealth  foall  fafhion  out  your  Stories, 
Then  dig  a  httle  Grave  befides,  and  all’s  done. 

How  fv.  eet  fhe  hots,  her  Eyes  are  open  foiling, 

I  thought  foe  had  been  alive.  You  are  my  Charge,  Sir, 
.  And  amongft  you,  I’ll  fee  his  Goods  diftributed. 

Take  up  the  Bodies,  mourn  in  Heart  my  Friends, 

You  have  loft  two  noble  Succours  *,  follow  me. 

And  thou,  fad  Country,  weep  this  Mifery.  [ 'Exeunt . 

Enter  Sefle,  Boatfwain ,  Mafler ,  Gunner 5  Citizens ,  and 
Soldier s-y  as  many  as  may  be. 

Sejfe .  Keep  the  Ports  ftrongly  rnann’d,  and  let  none  enter 
But  fuch  as  are  known  Patriots. 

All  Liberty,  Liberty! 

Sejfe.  ”1  is  a  fubftantial  Thing,  and  not  a  Word, 

You  Men  of  Naplesy  which  if  once  taken  from  us, 

All  other  Bleftings  leave  us;  ’tis  a  Jewel 
Worth  pun  haling,  at  the  dear  rate  of  Life, 

And  fo  to  be  defended.  O  remember 

What  you  have  fuffer’d,  fince  you  parted  with  itj 

And  if  again  you  wifo  not  to  be  Slaves, 

And  Properties  to  Ferrand's  Pride  and  Lull:, 

Take  noble  Courage,  and  make  perfect  what 
Is  happily  begun. 

1  Lit.  Our  great  Prefer ver. 

You  have  infranchis’d  us,  from  wretched  Bondage. 

z  Cit.  And  might  be  known,  to  whom  we  owe  our  Free* 
We  to  the  Death  would  follow  him.  fdom, 

3  Cit.  Make  him  King, 

The  Tyrant  once  remov’d. 

Sejfe .  That’s  not  my  end. 

’Twas  not  Ambition  that  brought  me  hither. 

With  thefe  my  faithful  Friends,  nor  hope  of  Spoil 
For  when  we  did  pofiefs  the  Tyrant’s  Treafure, 

By  Force  extorted  from  you,  and  employed, 
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To  load  you  with  mofl  miferable  Thraldom, 

We  did  not  make  it  ours,  but  with  it  purchas’d 
The  help  of  thefe,  to  get  you  Liberty, 

That  for  the  fame  Price  kept  you  in  Subjeftion. 

Nor  are  we  Switzers ,  worthy  Country  Men, 

But  Neapolitans :  Now  eye  me  well  *, 

And  tho’  the  reverend  Emblems  of  mine  Age, 

My  filver  Locks  are  fhorne,  my  Beard  cut  off, 

Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  Colour  j 

Tho*  fourteen  Years  you  have  not  feen  this  Face, 

You  may  remember  it,  and  call  to  Mind 

There  was  a  Duke  of  Sejfe,  a  much  wrong’d  Prince, 

Wrong’d  by  this  Tyrant  Ferranti . 

1  Cit ,  Now  I  know  him. 

2  Cit.  ’Tis  he,  long  live  the  Duke  of  Sejfe. 

Sejfe.  I  thank  you. 

The  injuries  I  receiv’d,  I  mu  ft  confefs, 

Made  me  forget  the  Love  I  owed  this  Country, 

For  which  I  hope,  I  have  given  Satisfadlion, 

In  being  the  firft  that  (tir’d,  to  give  it  Freedom; 

And  with  your  Loves  and  furtherance,  will  call  back 
Long  banifht  Peace,  and  Plenty,  to  this  People. 

2  Cit.  Lead  where  you  pleafe,  we’ll  follow, 
i  Cit.  Dare  all  Dangers. 

Enter  Pandulpho,  the  Bodies  of  Virolet  and  Juliana 

upon  a  Hearje. 

Sejfe.  What  folemn  Funeral's  this? 

Band.  There  reft  a  while, 

And  if’t  be  poffible  there  can  be  added 
Wings  to  your  fwift  defire  of  juft  Revenge, 

Hear  (if  my  Tears  will  give  way  to  my  WordsJ 
In  brief  a  molt  fad  Story. 

Sejfe.  Speak,  what  are  they  ? 

I  know  thee  well,  Pandulpho. 

Pand.  My  be  ft  Lord  ? 

As  far  as  Sorrow  will  give  Leave,  mofl  welcome ; 
This  Pirolet  was,  and  but  a  Son  of  mine, 

1  might  fay,  the  mofl  hopeful  of  our  Gentry*, 

And  though  unfortunate,  never  ignoble: 

But  I’ll  fpeak  him  no  farther.  Look  on  this, 
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This  Face,  that  in  a  Savage  would  move  Pity, 

The  Wonder  of  her  Sex,  and  having  laid 
’Tis  Juliana ,  Eloquence  will  want  Words 
To  fet  out  her  defervings;  this  bled  Lady, 

That  did  endure  the  Rack  to  fave  her  Husband, 

That  Husband,  who,  in  being  forc’d  to  leave  her, 
Endur’d  a  thoufand  Tortures  5  by  what  Pradtice, 

I  know  not,  ("but  ’twas  fure  a  cunning  one/ 

Are  made,  the  lad  I  hope,  but  fad  Examples 
Of  Fen  and' s  Tyranny.  Convey  the  Bodies  hence. 

SeJJ'e .  Exprefs  your  Sorrow 
In  your  Revenge,  not  Tears,  my  worthy  Soldiers: 
That  fertile  Earth  that  teem’d  fo  many  Children, 

To  feed  his  Cruelty,  in  her  wounded  Womb 
Can  hardly  now  receive  ’em. 

Boatf.  We  are  cold. 

Cold  Walls  fhall  not  keep  him  from  us.  ('for  a 

Gun .  Were  he  covered  with  Mountains,  and  room  only 
Bullet  to  be  fent  level  at  him,  I  would  fpeed  him. 

Mafi.  Let’s  fcale  this  petty  Tower;  at  Sea  we  are  Fal- 
And  fly  unto  the  Main-Top  in  a  Moment.  ('con’s 

What  then  can  flop  us  here? 

1  Cit.  We  11  tear  him  Fiece-meaL 
2,  Cit.  Or  eat  a  Paflage  to  him. 

Sejfe.  Let  Difcretion 
Diredt  your  Anger  5  that’s  a  Vidfory, 

Which  is  got  with  lead  Lofs,  let  us  make  ours  fuch: 
And  therefore  Friends,  while  we  hold  parley  here,  \ 
Raife  your  Scalado  on  the  other  fide, 

But  enter’d  wreak  your  Sufferings. 

[Exeunt  Sailors  and  Soldiers , 

1  Cit .  In  our  Wrongs 
There  was  no  Mean. 

z  Cit .  Nor  in  our  full  Revenge 
Will  we  know  any. 

Sejfe .  Be  appeas’d,  good  Man, 

No  Sorrow  can  redeem  them  from  Death’s  Frifon; 
What  his  inevitable  Hand  hath  feiz’d  on. 

The  World  cannot  recover.  All  the  Comfort 
That  I  can  give  to  you,  is  to  fee  Vengeance 
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Pour’d  dreadfully  upon  the  Author’s  Head, 

Of  which  their  Allies  may  be  fenfible, 

That  have  fain  by  him.  [Sound  a  Parley. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Martia,  Afcanio,  and  Ronvere,  abcrve. 

Pand.  They  appear. 

Fer.  ’Tis  not  that  we  efteem  rebellious  Traitors 
Worthy  an  Anfwer  to  their  proudeft  Summons, 

That  we  vouchfafe  our  Prefence,  or  to  exchange 
One  Syllable  with  ’em;  but  to  let  fuch  know, 

Though  circled  round  with  Treafon,  all  points  bent 
As  to  their  Center  at  my  Heart,  ’tis  free, 

Free  from  fear,  Villains,  and  in  this  weak  Tower 

Ferrand  commands  as  abfolute,  as  when 

He  trod  upon  your  Necks,  and  as  much  fcorns  you. 

And  when  the  Sun  of  M  j  ftv  {hall  break  through4* 

The  Clouds  of  your  Rebeil  on.  every  Beam, 

Inftead  of  comfortable  Hear^  fhall  fend 
Confuming  Plagues  among  you,  and  you  call 
That  Government  which  you  term’d  Tyrannous, 
Hereafter,  gentle. 

Sejfe.  Flatter  not  thy  felf 
With  thefe  deluding  hopes,  thou  cruel  Bead:, 

Thou  art  i  th  toil,  and  the  glad  Huntfman  prouder. 

By  whom  thou  art  taken,  of  his  Prey,  than  if 
(Like  tbeej  he  fliould  command,  and  fpoii  his  Foreft. 

Fer.  W  h  at  art  thou? 

Sejfe.  To  thy  horror,  Duke  of  SeJJe . 

Fer .  The  Devil. 

Sejfe.  Referv’d  for  thy  Damnation. 

Fer.  Why  fhakes  my  Love  ? 

Mart.  O  I  am  loft  for  ever ; 

Mountains  divide  me  from  him,  fome  kind  Hand 
Prevent  our  fearful  meeting  .*  Or  lead  me 
T o  the  fteep  Rock,  whole  rugged  Brows  are  bent 
Upon  the  fwelling  Main;  there  let  me  hide  me: 

And  as  our  Bodies  then  fhall  be  divided, 

May  our  Souls  never  meet. 

Fer.  Whence  grows  this,  Sweeteft? 

Mart.  There  are  a  thoufand  Furies  in  his  Looks  $ 

And  in  his  deadly  dlence  more  loud  Horrour, 
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Than  when  in  Hell  the  tortur’d  and  tormentors 
Contend  whofe  fhrieks  are  greater.  Wretched  me ! 

It  is  my  Father. 

Seffe.  Yes,  and  I  will  own  her,  Sir, 

Till  my  Revenge.  It  is  my  Daughter,  Ferrand; 

My  Daughter  thou  haft  whor’d. 

Fer .  I  triumph  in  it : 

To  know  fhe’s  thine,  affords  me  more  true  Pleafure, . 
Than  the  Aft  gave  mei,  when  even  at  the  height, 

I  crack’d  her  Virgin  Z^one.  Her  ftiame  dwell  on  thee. 
And  all  thy  Family;  may  they  never  know 
A  female  Iffue,  but  a  W  hore ;  Afcanio , 

^Ronvere ,  look  cheerful;  be  thou  a  Man  too. 

And  learn  of  me  to  die.  That  we  might  fall. 

And  in  our  Ruins  fwallow  up  this  Kingdom, 

3SFay  the  whole  World,  and  make  a  fecond  Chaos , 

And  if  from  thence  a  new  Beginning  rife, 

Be  it  Recorded  this  did  end  with  us ; 

And  from  our  Duft  hath  Embry  on. 

Ron ,  I  liv’d  with  you, 

And  will  die  with  you;  your  Example  makes  me 
Equally  bold. 

Afca .  And  I  refolv’d  to  bear 
Whate’er  my  Fate  appoints  me. 

Sejfe .  They  are  ours, 

Now  to  the  Spoil. 

Boatf  Pity  the  Lady,  to  all  elfe  be  deaf.  X Exeunt* 

Within.  Kill,  kill,  kill. 

[. Alarum ,  Flo,  Trumpets ,  Retreat „ 
Enter  Seffe  with  Ferrand’^  Head,  the  Citizens ,  Mafier , 
Boatjwain^  Gunner ,  Soldiers  bringing  in  Afcanio  and 
Mania. 

Seffe.  Cruel  beginnings  meet  with  cruel  ends; 

And  the  beft  Sacrifice  to  Heav’n  for  Peace, 

Is  Tyrants  Blood,  and  thofe  that  ftuck  faft  to  him, 
Flefh’d  inftruments  in  his  commands  to  Mifchief, 

With  him  difpatch’d. 

Boatf.  They  are  cut  off 
Seffe.  Tis  well. 

All .  Thanks  to  the  Duke  of  Seffe * 

'  Sejfe. 
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Sejfe.  Pay  that  to  Heav’n, 

And  for  a  general  Joy,  give  general  Thanks: 

For  Bleffings  ne’er  defcend  from  Heav’n,  but  when 
A  grateful  Sacrifice  afcends  from  Men. 

To  your  Devotion,  leave  me,  there’s  a  Scene 
Which  I  would  aft  alone }  yet  you  may  flay, 

For  wanting  juft  Spectators,  ’twill  be  nothing. 

The  reft  forbear  me. 

Cit.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty ! 

Mart,  I  would  1  were  as  far  beneath  the  Centre, 

As  now  I  ftand  above  it*  how  I  tremble! 

Thrice  happy  they  that  died,  I  dying  live 
To  ftand  the  Whirlwind  of  a  Father’s  Fury. 

Now  it  moves  toward  me. 

Sejfe.'  Thou,  I  want  a  Name 
By  which  to  ftile  thee All  articulate  founds 
That  do  exprefs  the  mifchief  of  vile  Woman, 

Fhat  ai  e,  or  have  been,  or  fhall  be,  are  weak 
1  o  (peak  thee  to  the. height.  Wdtch,  Parricide, 
ror  thou,  in  taking  leave  of  Modefty, 

Hall  killd  thy  Father,  and  his  Honour  loft; 

He  s  hut  a  walking  Shadow  to  torment  thee. 

Fo  leave,  and  rob  thy  Father;  then  fet  free 
Ins  I’ ocs,  whole  Slavery  he  did  prefer 
Above  ad  Freafure,  was  a  ftrong  defeazance 
To  cut  oft*  even  the  fureft  bonds  of  Mercy. 

After  all  thhs,  having  given  up  thy  felf, 

Like  to  a  fenfual  Beaft,  a  Have  to  Luft, 

Fo  play  the  Whore,  and  then  (high  Heav’n,  it  racks  me) 
1  o  find  out  none  to  quench  thy  Appetite, 

But  the  moil;  cruel  King,  whom  next  to  Hell 
Thy  Father  hated,  and  whofe  black  Embraces 

hou  fhouldft  have  fled  from,  as  the  whips  of  Furies; 
Vv  hat  canft  thou  look  for? 

Lvtcr  Pandulpho,  and  the  Bodies  born  on  the  Herfe . 
t  ^  Mart,  Death  ;  and ’t is  not  in  you 
lo  huit  me  farther;  my  old  Refolution, 

I ake  new  the  place  of  Fear;,  in  this  I  liv’d, 

In  this  AM  die,  your  Daughter. 
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Pjt^.  Look  but  here ; 

You  had,  I  know,  a  guilty  Hand  in  this  \ 

Repent  it,  Lady. 

Mart.  Juliana  dead? 

And  ffirolet  ? 

Pand.  By  her  unwilling  Hand. 

Mart .  Fates,  you  are  equal.  What  can  now  fall  on  me, 
That  I  will  fhrink  at?  Now  unmov’d  1  dare 
Look  on  your  Anger,  and  not  bend  a  Knee 
To  ask  your  Pardon*,  let  your  Rage  run  higher 
Than  Billows  rais’d  up  by  a  violent  Temped:, 

And  be,  as  that  is,  deaf  to  all  intreaties  j 
They  are  dead,  and  I  prepar’d  $  for  in  their  fall 
All  my  defires  are  fum’d  up. 

Sejje.  Impudent  too? 

Die  in  it.  Wretch. 

Boatf.  Stay,  Sir.  [Boat [wain  kills  her . 

Sejje.  How  dared:  thou,  Villain, 

Snatch  from  my  Sword  the  honour  of  my  Juftice? 

Boatf.  1  never  did  you  better  Service,  Sir, 

Yet  have  been  ever  faithful.  I  confefs 

That  fhe  deferv’d  to  die,  but  by  whofe  Hand? 

Not  by  a  Father’s..  Double  all  her  Guilt, 

It  could  not  make  you  innocent,  had  you  done  it. 

I n  me  ’tis  Murder,  in  you  ’twere  a  Crime 
Heav’n  could  not  pardon.  Witnefs  that  I  love  you, 

And  in  that  Love  I  did  it. 

Sejje.  Thou  art  noble, 

I  thank  thee  for’t,  the  thought  of  her  die  with  her. 

Afca.  My  turn  is  next;  fince  fhe  could  find  no  Mercy, 
What  am  I  to  expect  ? 

Cit.  With  one  Voice,  Sir, 

The  Citizens  falute  you  with  the  Stile 
Of  King  of  Naples. 

Sejje .  I  muff  be  excus’d. 

The  Burden  is  too  heavy  for  my  Shoulder, 

Beflow  it  where  3tis  due.  Stand  forth  jifeanio , 

It  does  belong  to  you;  live  long  and  wear  it, 

And  warn’d  by  the  Example  of  yout  Uncle, 
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Learn  that  you  are  to  govern  Men,  not  Beafts  : 

And  that  it  is  a  moil  improvident  Head, 

That  ftrives  to  hurt  the  Limbs  that  do  fupport  it. 

Give  burial  to  the  Dead }  for  me,  and  mine, 

We  will  again  to  Sea,  and  never  know 

The  Place*  which  in  my  Birth  firft  gave  me  Woe. 

[  Flourijh  Trumpets.  Exeunt  omnet. 
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.  MEN. 

ON  Philippo,  King  of  Spain. 

Otrante,  a  Spanijh  County  in  love  with  Florimel. 
Julio,  A  Nobleman ,  Uncle  to  Antonio. 

Bellides,  Father  to  Ifmenia,  Enemy  to  Julio. 

Lifauro,  Brother  to  Ifmenia,  Bellfdes  Son. 

Terzo,  Kinjman  to  Lifauro,  and  Friend  to  Bellides. 
Antonio,  in  love  with  Ifmenia,  an  Enemy  to  Bellides. 
Martino,  Friend  to  Antonio*  and  his  fecret  Rival, 
Gerafto,  Friend  to  Otrante. 

Pe  d  1 0,  1  nn  n 

Moncado,  \Tm  ^w,mu 
Goftanzo,  1 

Giraldo,  >  Three  Gentlemen ,  Friends  to  Julio. 
Philippo,  ) 

Vertigo,  A  French  Taylor . 

Lords ,  attending  the  King  in  Progrefs. 

Franio,  a  Miller ,  fuppofed  Father  to  Florimel. 
Builopha,  Franio  his  Sony  a  Clown . 

Pedro,  a  Songjler . 

CwiJLihle. 

Officers. 

Servants. 


WOMEN. 

Ifmenia,  Daughter  to  Bellides,  Miftrefs  of  Antonio. 
Aminta,  Coufin  to  Ifmenia,  and  her  private  Competrix  in 
Antonio’.*  Love. 

Florimel,  fuppofed  Daughter  to  Franio,  Daughter  to  Julio, 
Jlolen  from  him  a  Child. 

Gillian,  Franio  the  Miller's  Wife. 

Country  Maids . 
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ACT!  SCENE  L 

Enter  Lifauro,  Terzo,  Ifmenia,  and  Aminta. 

LISAURO. 

E  T  the  Coach  go  round,  we’ll  walk  along 
thefe  Meadows,  (Sifter, 

And  meet  at  Port  again:  Come  my  fair 
Thefe  cool  Shades  will  delight  ye. 

Amin .  Pray  be  merry,  ( ye. 

The  Birds  fing  as  they  meant  to  entertain 
Every  thing  fmiles  abroad;  methinks  the  River, 

As  he  fteals  by,  curies  up  his  Head,  to  view  ye : 

Every  thing  is  in  Love. 

Ifm .  You  would  have  it  fo. 

You  that  are  fair,  are  eafie  of  belief,  Coufin, 

The  theam  Aides  from  your  Tongue. 

Amin .  I  fair?  I  thank  ye, 

Mine’s  but  Shadow  when  your  Sun  fhines  by  me. 

Ifm.  No  more  of  this,  you  know  your  worth,  Aminta * 
Where  are  we  now? 

Amin.  Hard  by  the  Town,  Ifmenia . 

Ter.  Clofe  by  the  Gates.  ^ 

Ifm.  ’Tis  a  fine  Air.  * 

Lif  A  delicate  j  c 

The  way  fo  fweet  and  even,  that  the  Coach 
Would  be  a  tumbling  trouble  to  our  Pleafures: 
Methinks  I  am  very  merry. 
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Ifni .  I  am  lad. 

Amin.  You  are  eter  to  when  we  entreat  ye,  Coufin. 
Ifm.  I  have  no  mfon;  fuch  a  trembling  here 
Over  my  Heart  mdhinks. 

Amin .  Sure  you  are  failing. 

Or  not  flept  well  to  Night;  fomeDream,  Ifmenia ?  (cent, 
Ifm.  My  Dreamsare  like  my  Thoughts,  honell  and  inno- 
Yours  are  unhappy*,  who  are  thefe  that  coail  us? 

You  told  me  the  Walk  was  private. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martine. 

Ter.  Tis  molt  commonly.  fnefs, 

Ifm.  Two  proper  Men:  It  feems  they  have  fome  bufi- 
W  ith  me  none  fure ;  I  do  not  like  their  Faces  ; 

They  are  not  of  our  Company. 

Ter .  No,  Coufin  : 

Lifauro ,  we  are  dog’d. 

Lif  1  find  it,  Coufin. 

Ant.  W  hat  handfome  Lady  ? 

Alar.  Yes,  file’s  very  handfome ; 

They  are  handfome  both. 

Ant.  Martine ,  ftay  we  are  cozen’d. 

Mar.  1  will  go  up }  a  Woman  is  no  Wild-fire. 

Ant.  Now  by  my  Life  fheis  fweet:  Stay  good  Martine^ 
They  are  of  our  Enemies,  the  Houfe  o £ Belides  ; 

Our  mortal  Enemies. 

Mar.  Lc  t  ’em  be  Devils, 

They  appear  fo  handfomly,  I  will  go  forward; 

If  thefe  be  Enemies-,  I’ll  ne’er  feek  Friends  more. 

Ant.  Prithee  Forbear,  the  Gentlewomen.  ' 

Mar.  That’s  it,  Man, 

That  moves  me  like  a  Gin. 

Fray  ye  fiand  off,  Ladies. 

Inf,  '  They  are  both  our  Enemies,  both  hate  us  equally ; 
By  this  fair  Day  our  mortal  Foes. 

Ter.  I  know  cm, 

And  come  here  to  affront*  how  they  gape  at  us? 

I  hey  fiiall  have  gaping  work. 

Ifm.  Why  your  Swords,  Gentlemen? 

7  er .  Pray  ye  Hand  you  off,  Coufin, 

And  good  now  leave  your  whifiling,  we  are  abus’d  all: 
Back,  back,  i  fay.  T  *  Lif. 
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Lif  Go  back. 

Ant.  We  are  no  Dogs,  Sir, 

To  run  back  on  Command. 

Ter .  We’ll  make  ye  run,  Sir. 

Ant.  Having  a  civil  Charge  of  handfome  Ladies, 
We  are  your  Servants*,  pray  ye  no  Quarrel,  Gentlemen, 
There’s  way  enough  for  both. 

Lif.  We’ll  make  it  wider.  (have  at  ye. 

Ant.  If  you  will  fight >  arm’d  from  this  Saint, 
Jfm.  O  me  unhappy,  are  ye  Gentlemen  ? 

Diicreet,  and  civil,  and  in  open  View  thus? 

Amin.  What  will  Men  think  of  us  *nay  you  may  kill  us. 
Mercy  o’me, through  ray  Petticoat*  what  bloody  Gentle¬ 
men  !  ( nocent, 

Ifm. Make  way  through  me,  ye  had  bell,  and  kill  an  In- 
Brother,  why  Cou fin,  by  this  Light  I’ll  die  too : 

This  Gentleman  is  temperate  *  be  you  merciful; 

Alas,  the  Swords. 

Amin.  You  had  belt  run  me  through, 

’Twill  be  a  valiant  Thrufh 
Ifm.  I  faint  amongft  ye. 

Ant.  Pray  ye  be  not  fearful :  I  have  done, fweet  Lady, 
My  Sword’s  already  awfcl,  and  fhall  obey  ye; 

I  come  not  here  to  violate  fweet  Beauty, 

I  bow  to  that. 

Ifm.  Brother,  you  fee  this  Gentleman, 

This  noble  Gentleman. 

Lif :  Let  him  avoid  then, 
j  And  leave  our  Walk. 

Ant.  The  Lady  may  command,  Sir, 
i  She  bears  an  Eye  more  dreadful  than  your  Weapon. 

Ifm .  What  a  fweet  Nature  this  Man  has?  dear  Bro- 
!  Put  up  your  Sword.  ( ther. 

Ter.  Let  them  put  up,  and  walk,  then.  ('us; 

Ant.  No  more  loud  Words,  there’s  time  enough  before 
i  For  fiiame  put  up,  do  Honour  to  thefe  Beauties. 

Alar.  Our  way  is  this, 
i  We  will  not  be  deny’d  it. 

Ter.  And  ours  is  this,  we  will  not  be  crofs’d  in  it. 
Ant.  What  e’er  your  way  is.  Lady,  ’tis  a  fair  one* 
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And  may  it  never  meet  with  rude  Hands  more, 

Nor  rough  uncivil  Tongues.  [ Exeunt . 

Jfm.  1  thank  ye,  Sir, 

Indeed  l  thank  ye  nobly  j  a  brave  Enemy, 

Here’s  a  Tweet  Temper  now.*  This  is  a  Man,  Brother, 
This  Gentleman’s  anger  is  lb  nobly  fcated, 

That  it  becomes  him,  yours  proclaim  ye  Monfters. 
What  if  he  be  our  Houfc-Foe  ?  we  may  brag  orft  5 
We  have  ne’er  a  Friend  in  all  our  Houfe  To  honourable- 
I  had  rather  from  an  Enemy,  my  Brother, 

Learn  worthy  diftances  and  modeft  difference, 

Than  from  a  Race  of  empty  Friends,  loud  nothings: 

I  am  hurt  between  ye. 

Amin.  So  am  I,  1  fear  too.  Dear  Coufin, 

W  hy  look  ye  pale  ?  W  here  are  ye  hurt  ? 

Jfm.  1  know  not, 

But  here  methinks. 

Lif.  Unlace  her,  gentle  Coufin. 

Jfm.  My  Heart,  my  Heart,  and  yet  I  blefs  the  hurter. 
Amin .  Is  it  fo  dangerous? 

Jfm .  Nay,  nay,  I  faint  not. 

-Amin.  Here  is  no  Blood  that  I  find,  fare  tis  inward. 
Jfm.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis  inward  j  ’xwas  a  fubtle  Weapon, 
The  hurt  not  to  be  cur’d  I  fear. 

Lif  The  Coach  there. 

-Amin.  May  be  a  fright. 

Jfm.  Aminta ,  ’twas  a  Tweet  one. 

And  yet  a  cruel. 

Amin.  Now  I  find  the  wound  plain  : 

A  wondrous  handfome  Gentleman. 

Jfm.  Oh  no  deeper: 

Prithee  be  filent,  Wench,  it  may  be  thy  cafe. 

Amin.  You  muff  be  fearchedi  the  Wound  will  rancle. 
And  of  fo  fweet  a  Nature.  (Coufin, 


Jfm.  Dear  Aminta , 

Make  it  not  Torer. 

Amin.  And  on  my  Life  admires  ye* 

Jfm.  Call  the  Coach,  Coufin. 

Amin.  The  Coach,  the  Coach. 

Ter.  ’Tis  ready,  bring  the  Coach  there. 
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Lif.  Weil  my  brave  Enemies,  we  fliall  yet  meet  ye, 
And  our  old  Hate  fliall  teftifie. 

E’er.  It  fliall 5  Goufin.  j 'Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martine. 

Am.  Their  Swords,  alas,  I  weigh ’em  not,  dear  Friend, 
The  Indifcretion  of  the  Owners  blunts  ’em  5 
The  Fury  of  the  Houfe  affrights  not  me. 

It  fpends  it  felf  in  Words:  Oh  me,  Martine , 

There  was  a  two-edg’d  Eye,  a  Lady  carry’d 
A  Weapon  that  no  Valour  can  avoid. 

Nor  Art,  the  Hand  of  Spirit,  put  afide. 

O  Friend,  it  broke  out  on  me  like  a  Bullet 
Wrapt  in  a  Cloud  of  Fire ;  that  Point,  Martine , 

Dazled  my  Senfe,  and  was  too  fubtle  for  me, 

Shot  like  a  Comet  in  my  Face,  and  wounded, 

To  my  Eternal  Ruin,  my  Heart’s  Valour. 

Mar.  Methinks  lhe  was  no  fuch  Piece. 

Ant.  Blafpheme  not,  Sir, 

She  is  fo  far  beyond  weak  Commendation, 

That  Impudence  will  blufh  to  think  ill  of  her. 

Mar.  I  fee  it  not,  and  yet  I  have  both  Eyes  open. 
And  I  could  judge,  I  know  there  is  no  Beauty 
’Till  our  Eyes  give  it  ’em,  and  make  ’em  handfome  j 
What’s  red  and  white,  unlefs  we  do  allow  ’em? 

A  green  Faceelfe;  aftd  methinks  fuch  another. 

Ant .  Peace  thou  lewd  Heretickj  thou  Judge  of  Beauties? 
Thou  haft  an  excellent  Senfe  for  a  Sign-Poft,  Friend, 
Doff  thou  not  fee  ?  I’ll  fwear  thou  art  foon  blind  elfe, 
As  blind  as  Ignorance*,  when  fhe  appear’d  fir  ft 
Aurora  breaking  in  the  Eaft,  and  through  her  Face, 

As  if  the  Hours  and  Graces  had  ftrew’d  Rofes, 

A  Blufh  of  Wonder  flying;  when  he  was  frighted 
At  our  uncivil  Swords,  didft  thou  not  mark 
How  far  beyond  the  Purity  of  Snow 
The  foft  Wind  drives  whitenefs  of  Innocence, 

Or  any  thing  that  bears  celeffial  Palenefs, 

She  appear’d  o’th’  fudden?  Didft  thou  notfeeherTears 
When flae  entreated?  O  thou  Reprobate! 
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Didft  thou  not  fee  thole  orient  Tears  flow’d  from  her, 
The  little  Worlds  of  Love?  A  fet,  Mar  tine , 

Of  fuch  fan&ifled  Beads,  and  a  holy  Heart  to  love, 

I  could  live  ever  a  religious  Hermit. 

Mar .  I  do  believe  a  little,  and  yet  methinks 
She  was  of  the  lowed:  Stature. 

Ant.  A  rich  Diamond 

Set  neat  and  deep.  Nature’s  chief  Art,  Mar  tine , 

Is  to  referve  her  Models  curious, 

Not  cumberfome  and  great*  and  fuch  an  one 
i  or  tear  ilie  fliould  exceed,  upon  her  Matter 
Has  flie  fram’d  this  *  oh  ’tis  a  Spark  of  Beauty, 

And  where  they  appear  fo  excellent  in  little, 

They  will  but  flame  in  great*  Extention  fpoils  ’em: 
Martine  learn  this,  the  narrower  that  our  Eyes 
Keep  way  unto  our  Objedt,  dill  the  Tweeter 
I  hat  comes  unto  us:  Great  Bodies  are  like  Countries, 
Difcovering  dill,  1  oil  and  no  Pleafure  finds  ’em. 

Mar,  A  rare  Cofmographer  for  a  fmall  Ifland, 

Now  I  believe  die  is  handfome. 

Ant .  Believe  heartily, 

Let  thy  Belief,  though  long  a  coming,  fave  thee. 
Mar.  She  was,  certain,  fair. 

A  at .  But  hark  ye,  Friend  Martine , 

Do  not  believe  your  felt  too  far  before  me, 

For  then  you  may  wrong  me,  Sir. 

Mar.  Who  bid  ye  teach  me? 

Do  you  fliow  me  Meat,  and  ditch  my  Lips,  Antonio  ? 
Is  that  fair  Play? 

Ant,  Now  if  thou  fliouldd  abufe  me, 

And  yet  I  know  thee  for  an  errant  Wencher, 

A  mod  immoderate  thing,  thou  cand  not  love  long. 

Mar .  A  little  ferves  my  turn,  I  fly  at  all  Games, 

But  I  believe. 

Ant.  How  if  we  never  fee  her  more? 

She  is  our  Foamy. 

Mar.  Why  are  you  jealous  then? 

As  far  as  l  conceive  fhe  hates  cur  whole  Houfe. 

Ant.  \  et,  good  Alar  tine. 

Alar.  Come,  come,  1  have  mercy  on  ye: 
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You  fliall  enjoy  her  in  your  Dreatn,  Antonio , 

And  I’ll  not  hinder  $  though  now  1  perfuade  my  felt 

Enter  Aminta  with  a  Letter , 

Ant.  Sit  with  Perfuafion  down,  and  you  deal  liondl 
I  will  look  better  on  her. 

Mar.  Stay,  who’s  this,  Friend?  ■ 

Ant.  Js’t  not  the  other  Gentlewoman  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  a  Letter, 

She  brings  no  Challenge  fure  j  if  Aie  do,  Antonio , 

I  hope  fhell  be  a  Second  too  >  I  am  for  her. 

Amin .  A  good  Hour,  Gentlemen. 

Ant .  You  are  welcome,  Lady; 

’Tis  like  our  late  rude  Paflage  has  pour'd  on  us 
Some  Rejprehenfion. 

Amin.  No,  I  bring  no  Anger, 

Though  fomedeferv’d  it. 

Ant.  Sure  we  were  all  to  blame,  Lady  ; 

But  for  my  part,  in  all  Humility 

And  with  no  little  Shame,  I  ask  your  Pardons, 

Indeed  I  wear  no  Sword  to  fright  (weet  Beauties. 

Amin .  You  have  it,  and  this  Letter  $  pray  ye  i 
And  my  Commiffion’s  done. 

Mar.  Have  ye  none  for,  me.  Lady  ? 

Amin.  Not  at  this  time. 

Mar.  I  am  forry  for  t  *,  I  can  read  too. 

Amin.  I  am  glad ;  but  Sir,  to  keep  you  in  your 
You  may  chance  meet  with  one  ill  written. 

Mar.  Thank  ye. 

So  it  be  a  Womans,  I  can  pick  the  Meanir 
For  likely  they  have  hut  one  end. 

Amin.  You  fay  true,  Sir. 

Ant »  Martine ,  my  Wi  flies  are  come  home 
Loaden  with  brave  Return;  moft  happy 
I  am  a  blefled  Man  ”,  where’s  the  Gentlewoman? 
Mar.  Gone,  the  Spirit’s  gone,  what  News? 

Ant .  5Tis  from  the  Lady } 

From  her  we  fawj  from  that  Lime  Miracle, 

I  know  her  Name  now  j  read  but  thefe  three  Lines  f 
Read  with  Devotion,  Friend,  the  Lines  are  holy. 
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Mar  tine  reads. 

J  dare  not  chide  ye  in  my  Letter ,  S/>, 

5 Twill  he  too  gentle :  If  you  pleafe  to  look  me 
In  the  Wefl-llreet,  and  find  a  fair  Stone  Window 
Carved  with  white  Cupid }  there  I'll  entertain  ye  : 

Mght  and  Difcretion  guide  ye.  Call  me  Ifmenia, 

Ant.  Give  it  me  again:  Come,  come,  fly,  fly,  I  am  all 
Mar.  There  may  be  Danger.  (Fire. 

Ant.  So  there  is  to  drink, 

When  Men  are  thirfty,  to  eat  haftily 

When  we  are  hungry :  So  there  is  in  Sleep,  Friend, 

Obftru&ions  then  may  rife  and  Another  us ; 

We  may  die  laughing,  choak’d  even  at  Devotions : 

An  Apoplexy,  or  a  Hidden  Palfie, 

May  ftrike  us  down. 

Mar.  May  be  a  Train  to  catch  ye. 

Ant.  Then  I  am  caught  5  and  let  Love  anfwer  for  it, 
9Tis  not  my  Folly,  but  his  Infamy. 

And  if  he  be  ador’d,  and  dare  do  vile  things. - - 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  go. 

Ant.  She  is  a  Lady,  Sir, 

A  Maid,  I  think,  and  where  that  holy  Spell 
Is  flung  about  me,  I  ne’er  fear  a  Villany. 

’Tis  altnoft  Night  5  away  Friend, 

Mar .  I  am  ready, 

I  think  I  know  the  Houfe  too. 

Ant.  Then  are  we  happy.  [Exeuffi. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta. 

Jfm.  Did  you  meet  him  ? 

Amin.  Yes. 

Jfm.  And  did  you  give  my  Letter  ? 

Amin .  To  what  end  went  I? 

I  fin.  Are  ye  fure  it  was  he? 

W as  it  that  Gentleman  ? 

Amin.  Do  you  think  I  was  blind  ? 

I  went  to  feek  no  Carrier,  nor  no  Midwife.  fFriend. 
life.  What  kind  of  Man  was  he  ?  Thou  may’ll  be  deciv’d, 

Amin . 
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Amin ,  A  Man  withaNofe  on’s  Face  :  I  think  lie  ha 
And  Hands,  for  fare  he  took  it.  (Eyes  too, 

Ifm.  What  an  Anfwer?  ( troubled  ? 

Amin-  What  Quell; ions  are  thefe  to  one  that’s  hot  and 
Do  you  think  me  a  Babe?  Am  I  not  able,  Coulin, 

At  my  Years  and  Difcretion,  to  deliver 
A  Letter  handfomely?  Is  that  luch  a  hard  thing? 

Why  every  Wafer-woman  will  undertake  it: 

A  Sempiler’s  Girl,  or  a  Tailor’s  Wife  will  not  mifs  itJ 
A  Puritan  Beliefs,  Coufin,  would  fcorn  thefe  Queftions* 
My  Legs  are  weary. 

Ifm.  I’ll  make  ’em  well  again. 

Amin,  Are  they  at  Supper  ? 

Ifm.  Y  es,  and  I  am  not  well, 

IMor  delire  no  Company:  Look  out,  ’tis  darkifh. 

Amin .  I  fee  nothing  yet*,  allure  your  felf,  Ifmwify 
If  he  be  a  Man,  he  will  not  mifs. 

Ifm,  It  may  be  he  is  modeil, 

And  that  may  pull  him  back  from  feeing  me*, 

Or  has  made  fome  wild  Conltrudlion  of  my  Eafinefs  * 

I  blufh  to  think  what  I  writ. 

Amin.  What  fhould  ye  blufh  at  ? 

Blulh  when  you  a£t  your  Thoughts,  not  when  you  write 
Blufh  foft  between  a  Pair  of  Sheets,  fweet  Coulin.  (’em; 
Though  he  be  a  curious  carried  Gentleman,!  cannot  think 
He’s  fo  unnatural  to  leave  a  Woman, 

A  young,  a  noble,  and  a  beauteous  Woman, 

Leave  her  in  her  Delires:  Men  of  this  Age 
Are  rather  prone  to  come  before  they  are  fent  for. 
Hark,  I  hear  fomething:  Up  to  th’  Chamber,  Coulin, 
You  may  fpoii  all  elfe. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martine, 

Ifm.  Let  me  fee,  they  are  Gentlemens 
It  may  be  they. 

Amin ,  They  are  they ;  get  ye  up. 

And  like  a  Land-ftar  draw  him. 


Ifm,  I  am  fhame-fac’d. 

Ant.  This  is  the  Street. 

[Exit* 

Mart,  1  am  looking  for  the  Houfe 

Clofe,  clofe,  pray  ye  clofe  here. 

Ant , 
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Ant .  No,  this  is  a  Merchant’s  *, 

I  know  the  Man  well: 

Mar.  And  this  a  Pothecary’s :  I  have  lain  here  many 
For  a  loofenefs  in  my  Hilts.  (times. 

Ant.  Have  ye  not  paft  it  ? 

Mar .  No  fare: 

There  is  no  Houfe  of  mark  that  we  have  fcaped  yet. 

Ant.  What  place  is  this  ? 

Mar .  Speak  fofter,  ’may  be  Spies } 

If  any,  this,  a  goodly  Window  too, 

Carv’d  far  above,  that  I  perceive  \  ’tis  dark, 

But  fhe  hasfuch  a  Luflre. 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta  above  with  a  Taper . 

Ant.  Yes  Mar  tine , 

So  radiant  fhe  appears. 

Mar.  Elfe  we  may  mifs,  Sir.* 

The  Night  grows  vengeance  black,  pray  Heav’nfhe  fhine 
Hark, hark,  a  Window,  and  a  Candle  too.  (clear: 

Ant .  Step  clofe,  ’tis  fhe}  I  fee  the  Cloud  dtfperfc. 
And  now  the  beauteous  Planet. 

Mar.  Ha,  ’tis  indeed, 

Now  by  the  foul  of  Love  a  Divine  Creature. 

Jfm.  Sir,  Sir. 

Ant.  Moll  blefled  Lady. 

Jfm.  ’Pray  ye  Hand  out. 

Amin.  You  need  not  fear,  there’s  no  Body  now  flirring* 
Mar.  Beyond  his  commendation  I  am  taken, 

Infinite  ftrangcly  taken. 

Amin.  1  love  that  Gentleman, 

Methinks  he  has  a  dainty  nimble  Body.* 

I  love  him  heartily. 

Jfm.  ’Tis  t  he  right  Gentleman  > 

But  what  to  fay  to  him.  Sir. 

Amin .  Speak. 

Ant •  I  wait  Hill, 

And  will  do  till  1  grow  another  Pillar, 

To  prop  this  Houfe,  fo  it  pleafe  you. 

Jfm.  Speak  foftly, 

And  ’pray  ye  fpeak  truly  too. 

Ant.  1  never  ly’d,  Lady. 

.  ,  ’  “  Jfm- 
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Ifni.  And  don’t  think  me  impudent  to  ask  ye, 

I  know  ye  are  an  Enemy,  fpeak  low, 

But  I  would  make  ye  a  Friend. 

Ant.  I  am  Friend  to  Beauty, 

There’s  no  Handfomnefs,  I  dare  be  Foe  to.1 
Ifm.  Are  ye  married  ? 

Ant,  No. 

Ifm.  Are  ye  betrothed  ? 

Ant.  No,  neither. 

Ifm .  Indeed,  fair  Sir? 

Ant.  Indeed,  fair  Sweet,  I  am  not. 

Mod;  beauteous  Virgin,  I  am  free  as  you  are. 

Ifm.  That  may  be,  Sir,  then  ye  are  miferable, 

For  1  am  bound. 

Ant .  Happy  the  Bonds  that  hold  ye ; 

Or  do  you  put  them  on  your  felf  for  Pleafure? 

Sure  they  be  fweeter  far  than  Liberty  •* 

There  is  no  bleffednefs  but  in  iuch  Bondage. 

Give  me  that  freedom.  Madam,  I  befeech  ye, 

('Since  you  have  queftion’d  me  fo  cunningly) 

To  ask  you  whom  you  are  bound  to  3  he  mu  it  be  certain 
More  than  Human,  that  bounds  in  fuch  a  Beauty: 
Happy  that  happy  Chain,  fuch  Links  are  Heav’nly. 

Ifm.  Pray  ye  do  not  mock  me,  Sir. 

Ant.  Pray  ye,  Lady,  tell  me. 

Ifm.  Will  ye  believe,  and  will  ye  keep  it  to  ye  ? 

And  not  lcorn  what  I  fpeak  ? 

Ant.  I  dare  not,  Madam, 

As  Oracle  what  you  fay,  I  dare  fwear  to. 

Ifm.  I’ll  fet  the  Candle  by,  for  I  fhall  blufh  now  ; 
Fie,  how  it  doubles  in  my  Mouth?  It  mud  oqt, 

’Tis  you  I  am  bound  to. 

Ant.  Speak  that  work  again. 

I  underftand  ye  not. 

Ifm.  ’Tis  you  1  am  bound  to. 

Ant.  Here  is  another  Gentleman. 

Jfm.  ’Tis  you.  Sir. 

Amin .  He  may  be  lov’d  too. 

Mar.  Not  by  thee,  firfh  curfe  me. 

I/m.  And  if  I  knew  your  Name. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Antonio,  Madam, 

JJm.  Antonio ,  take  this  Kifs,  ’tis  you  I  am  bound  to. 
Ant .  And  when  I  fet  ye  free,  may  Iieav’n  forfakeme, 
Jfmenia. 

Jfm.  Yes,  now  I  perceive  ye  love  me, 

You  have  learn’d  my  Name. 

A::t.  Hear  but  fome  Vows  I  make  to  ye  : 

Hear  but  the  Protections  of  a  true  Love. 

Jfm.  No,  no,  not  now:  Vowsfhould  be  cheerful  things^ 
Done  in  the  cleared:  Light,  and  nobled  Tedimony : 

No  Vow,  dear  Sir,  tie  not  my  fair  Belief 
To  fuch  drift  Terms:,  thofe  Men  have  broken  Credits, 
Loofe  and  difmembred  Faiths,  my  dear  Antonio 7 
That  fplinter  ’em  with  Vows :  Am  1  not  too  bold? 
Correct  me  when  you  pleafe. 

Ant.  I  had  rather  hear  ye, 

For  fo  fweet  Mufick  never  ftruck  mine  Ears  yet  ? 

Will  you  believe  now?  ‘ 

JJm.  Yes. 

Ant.  I  am  yours. 

JJm.  Speak  louder. 

If  ye  anfwer  the  Pried  fo  low,  you  will  lofe  your  Wedding. 
Alar.  Would  I  might  fpeak,  I  would  hollow. 

Ant.  Take  my  Heart, 

And  if  it  be  not  firm  and  honed  to  you, 

Hcav'n -  <*  -■ 

Jfm.  Peace,  no  more  .*  I'll  keep  your  Heart  and  credit  it. 
Keep  you  your  word  *,  when  will  you  come  again,  Friend  ? 
For  this  time  we  have  woo’d  indifferently. 

I  would  fain  fee  ye,  whenl  dare  be  bolder. 

Ant.  Why  any  Night*  only,  dear  noble  Midrefs, 
Pardon  three  Days,  my  Uncle  Julio 
Has  bound  me  to  attend  him  upon  Promife, 

Upon  expedition  too  *,  we  have  rare  Sports  there, 

Rare  Country  Sports,  I  would  you  could  but  fee  ’em. 
Dare  ye  fo  honour  me  ? 

Jfm.  I  dare  not  be  there, 

You  know  I  dare  not,  no,  I  mud  not,  Friend, 

W  here  I  may  come  with  honourable  Freedom 
Alas,  I  am  ill  too,  we  in  Love. 

Ant* 
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'  * 

Ant .  You  flout  me, 

Ifm.  Truft  me,  I  do  not*  I  fpeak  truth,  I  am  fickly, 
And  am  in  Love,  but  you  muft  be  Phyfician. 

Ant.  I’ll  make  a  Plaifter  of  my  beft  Affedtion. 

Ifm.  Be  gone,  we  have  fupp’d,  I  hear  the  People  ftir, 
Take  my  beft  W i flics ,  give  me  nocaufe,  Antoni o9 
To  curfe  this  happy  Night. 

Ant.  I’ll  lofe  my  Lifefirft: 

A  thoufand  Rifles. 

Ifm.  Take  ten  thoufand  back  again. 

Mar,  I  am  dumb  with  Admiration  5  fliall  we  go.  Sir  ? 

[ Exeunt , 

Ifm.  Doit  thou  know  his  Uncle? 

Amin.  No.  but  I  can  ask,  Coufin. 

Ifm.  1T1  tell  thee  more  of  that,  come,  let’s  to  Bed  both® 
And  give  me  handfome  Dreams,  Love,  I  befeech  thee. 
Amin.  ’Has  given  ye  a  handfogie  Subject. 

Ifm .  Pluck  to  the  Windows.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II.  SCENE  L 

Enter  Buftopha. 

Buft.  ^THE  thundering  Seas,  whofe  watry  Fire  wafhcs 
A  The  whiting  Mops: 

The  gentle  Whale  whofe  Feet  fo  fell 
Flies  o’er  the  Mountains  tops. 

Fra.  within.  Boy. 

Buft .  The  thundring. 

Fra.  Why  Boy  Buftofha. 

Buft.  Here  I  am  j  the  gentle  Whale. 

Enter  Franio. 

Fra t  Oh,  are  you  here,  Sir?  where’s  your  Sifter  ? 
Buft.  The  gentle  Whale  flies  o’er  the  Mountain  tops* 
Fra .  Where’s  your  Sifter,  Man? 

Buft.  Waflies  the  whiting-Mops. 

Fra.  Thouly’ft,  fhe  has  none  to  wafh  Mops? 

The  Boy  is  half  way  out  of  his  W  its,  fare  : 

‘  ^  - ~  . "  ‘  '  Sirrah* 
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Sirrah,  who  am  I  ? 

Bufl.  The  thundring  Seas. 

Fra .  Mad,  flark  mad. 

Bufl.  Will  you  not  give  a  Man  leave  to  Con?  (''Sirrah, 
Fra .  Yes,  and  fefle  too,  e’er  I  have  done  with  you 
Am  1  your  Father?  ('thing 

Bufl.  I  he  Queftion  is  too  hard  lor  Child,  ask  me  any 
That  I  have  learn’d,  and  I’ll  anfwer  you.  (Father  ? 
Fra,  Is  that  a  hard  Queftion  ?  Sirrah,  am  not  I  your 
Bufl .  If  I  had  my  Mother-wit  I  could  tell  you. 

Fra.  Are  you  a  Thief  ? 

Bufl.  So  far  forth  as  the  Son  of  a  Miller. 

Fra .  Will  you  be  hang’d? 

Bn ft.  Let  it  go  by  Elderfhip.  The  gentle  Whale - . 

Fra.  Sirrah,  lay  by  your  foolifh  Study  there, 

And  beat  your  Brains  about  your  own  Affairs:  or - 

Bufl.  I  thank  you  *,  you’d  have  me  go  under  the  Sails, 
And  beat  my  Brains  about  your  Mill?  a  natural 

Father  you  are,- - . 

Fra.  I  charge  you  go  not  to  the  Sports  to  Day* 

Fall  Night  I  gave  you  leave,  now  I  recant. 

Bufl.  Is  the  Wind  turn’d  fiuce  laid  Night  ? 

Fra.  Marry  is  it.  Sir,  go  no  farther  than  my  Mill* 
There’s  my  Command  upon  you. 

Bufl.  I  may  go  round  about  then  as  your  Mill  does? 

I  will  fee  your  Mill  gelded, and  his  Stones  fry’d  in  Steaks, 
E’r  I  deceive  the  Country  fo  *,  have  I  not  my  part  to 
How  dial!  the  Sports  go  forward, if l  be  not  there?  ( ftudy? 
Fra.  They'll  want  their  Fool  indeed,  if  you  be’ft  not 
Bufl.  Confider  that,  and  go  your  felf.  (there. 

Fra.  I  have  fears,  Sir,  that  I  cannot  utter. 

You  go  not,  nor  your  Sifter  j  there’s  my  Charge. 

Bufl.  The  price  of  your  golden  Thumb  cannot  hold 
Fra.  I,  this  was  fport  that  I  have  tightly  lov’d,  ( me. 

I  could  have  kept  Company  with  the  Hounds. 

Bufl.  You  are  fit  for  no  other  Company  yet.  (i  faith  r 
Fra,  Run  with  the  Hare,  and  been  in  the  Whore’s  tail 
Bufl.  That  was  before  1  was -born, 

I  did  ever  miftrull  l  \yas  a  Ballard, 

Becauie  Lapis  is  in  the  lingular  number  with  me. 

Enter 
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Enter  Otrante  and  Gerafto. 

Otr.  Leave  thou  that  Game,  Gerafto ,  and  chafe  here  ; 
Do  thou  but  follow  it  with  my  defires, 

Thou’lt  not  return  home  empty. 

Ger,  lam  prepar’d. 

My  Lord,  with  Advantages  j  and  fee 
Yonder’s  the  Subject  I  mull:  work  upon. 

Otr .  Her  Brother  ’tis:  Methinks  it  lhotild  be  eafie 
That  grofs  Compound  cannot  but  diffufe 
The  Soul  in  fuch  a  Latitude  of  eafe. 

As  to  make  dull  her  Faculties,  and  lazie» 

What  Wit  above  the  leaft  can  be  in  him, 

That  Reafon  ties  together  ? 

Ger.  I  have  prov’d  it,  Sir, 

And  know  the  depth  of  it :  I  have  the  way 
To  make  him  follow  me  a  Hackney-pace, 

With  all  that  Fielh  about  him  \  yes,  and  dragg 
His  Sifter  after  him :  This  baits  the  old  one. 

Rid  you  him,  and  leave  me  to  the  other.  [Exit. 

Otr .  ’Tis  well:  Oh  Fra?iio ,  the  good  Day  to  you  5 
You  were  not  wont  to  hear  this  Mufick  ftanding 
The  Beagle  and  the  Bugle  ye  have  lov’d. 

In  the  fir  ft  rank  of  Huntfmen. 

Buft.  The  Dogs  cry  out  of  him  now. 

Fra.  Sirrah,  leave  your  barking,  I’ll  bite  you  elfe: 

Buft.  Curr,  Curr. 

Era.  Slave,  do’ft  call  me  Dog  ? 

Otr.  Oh  fie,  Sir,  he  fpeak’s  Latins  to  you, 

He  would  know  why  you’ll  bite  him.  ( my  Lord. 

Buft.  Refponde  cur;0  You  fee  his  Underftanding, 

Fra.  I  {hall  have  a  time  to  curry  you  for  this: 

But,  my  Lord,  to  anfwer  you,  the  Days  have  been 
I  muft  have  footed  it  before  this  Horn-pipe, 

Though  I  had  hazarded  my  Mill  a  fire, 

And  let  the  Stones  grind  empty.*  But  thofe  Dancings 
Are  done  with  me  5  I  have  good  will  to  it  ftill. 

And  that’s  the  beft  I  can  do, 

Otr.  Come,  come,  you  fhall  be  hors’d; 

Your  Company  deferves  him,  though  you  kill  him, 
Run  him  blind,  I  care  not. 

Buft , 
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Bufl.  He’ll  do’t  o’th’  purpofe,  my  Lord,  to  bring 
him  up  to  the  Mill. 

Fra.  Do  not  tempt  me  too  far,  my  Lord.  (now.* 
Qtr.  There’s  a  foot  i’th’  Stirrop  $  I’ll  not  leave  you 
You  fhall  fee  the  Game  fall  once  again.  -  (you, 
Fra .  Well,  my  Lord,  I’ll  make  ready  my  Legs  for 
And  try  ’em  once  a  Horfeback.  Sirrah,  my  Charge,  keep 
it.  [Exit. 

Bufl.  Yes, when  you  pare  down  your  difh  for  Confcience 
When  your  Thumb’s  coin’d  into  bone  &  legalis ,  (Take, 
When  you  are  a  true  Man-Miller. 

Otr.  What's  the  matter Buflopha?  (has  the  Staggers, 
Bufl.  My  Lord ;  if  you  have  e’er  a  drunken  Jade  that 
That  will  fall  twice  the  height  of  our  Mill  with  him,  fet 
him  (  out  o’the 

OMT  back  on  him,  agalled  Jennet  that  will  winch  him 
Saddle,  and  break  one  on’s  Necks,  or  a  ftrank  of  him  > 
(there  was 

A  Fool  going  that  way,  but  the  Afs  had  better  luck*,J 
Or  one  of  your  brave  Barbaries ,  that  would  pafs  the 
Straits,  and  run  (would 

Into  his  own  Country  with  him*,  the  firft  Moor  he  met, 
Cut  his  Throat  for  Complexions  fake,  there’s  as  deadly 
feud  between 

A  Moor  and  a  Miller,  as  between  Black  and  White. 

Otr .  Fie,  fie,  this  is  unnatural,  Bufloplu, 

Unlefs  on  fome  ftrong  caufe. 

Bufl.  Be  Judge,  my  Lord,  (Country 

I  am  ftudied  in  my  Part }  the  Julian  Feaft  is  to  Day,  the 
Ex  pedis  me,  I  fpeak  all  the  dumb  fhews  *  my  Sifter  cho- 
fen  for  (mercy, 

A  Nimph.  The  gentle  Whale  whofe  feet  fo  fell:  Cry 
That  was  fome  of  ray- part  j  but  his  Charge  is  to  keep 
And  difaptioint  the  Revels.  (the  Mill, 

(Jtr.  Indeed, there  it  fpeaks  fhrewdly  for  thee,  the  Coun- 
Bifl.  1,  and  for  mine  own  Grace  too.  (try  expe&ing. 
Otr.  Yes, and  being  iludied  too, and  the  mainSpeaker  too. 
Bufl.  The  main?  Why  all  my  Speech  lies  in  the  Main, 
And  the  dry  Ground  together:  The  thundering  Seas, 
whofe,  &c. 

Otr.  Nay 
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Otr i  Nay,  then  thou  mu  ft  go,  thou’lt  be  much  con.”* 
But  then  o’th’  other  fide.  Obedience.  (demn’d  elfe* 
Buji.  Obedience? 

But  ipenk  you  Confcience  now,  my  Lord, 

Am  not  I  paft  asking  Blcffing  at  thefe  Years  ? 

Speak  as  yeu’re  a  Lord,  if  you  had  a  Miller  to  your 
Father. 

Otr.  Imuft  yield  to  you,  Buflophay  your  Reafons 
Arc  fo  ftrong,  I  cannot  contradid  :  This  I  think. 

If  you  go,  your  Sifter  ought  to  go  along  with  you. 

Bufl.  There  I  ftumble  now  .*  She  is  not  at  Age. 

Otr.  Why,  file’s  fifteen,  and  upwards. 

Bufl.  Thereabouts. 

Otr »  That’s  Woman’s  ripe  Age*,  as  full  as  thou  aft 
At  one  and  twenty  :  She’s  manable,  is  file  not? 

Bufl.  1  think  hot;  poor  Heart,  file  was  never try’d, in 
my  Confcience. 

’Tis  a  coy  thing  ;  file  will  not  kifs  you  a  Clowmnot  ifhe 
W ould  kifs  her. 

Otr.  What,  Man? 

Bufl.  Not  ifhe  would  kifs  her,  I  fay.  y 
Otr.  Oh,  ’twas  cleanlier  than  I  expelled  y  well,  Sir, 
Til  leave  lyou  to  your  own  ;  but  Opinion  is, 

You  may  take  her  along:  This  is  half  way : 

The  reft,  Geraflo,  and  I  hunt  my  Prey.— \JZxit. 

Bufl.  Away  with  the  old  Miller,  my  Lord, and  the  Mill 
Strikes  fail  prefently. 

E?iter  Pedro,  with  Gerafto  Hind ,  fingin g. 
SONG. 

Ger.  Come  follow  you  Country  LaJ/es^ 

And  you  /hall  fee  fuch  Sport  as  paffes: 

Tou  /hall  dance ,  and  I  will  fingy 
Pedro,  he  /hall  rub  the  String : 

Each  fall  have  a  loofe-bodied  Gown 
£)f  greeny  and  laugh  dill  you  lye  down. 

Come  follow  me ,  come  follow ,  Sox 
Enter  Florimel. 

Bufl.  O  fweet  Diegd,  the  fweeteft  Diego  $  ftay,  Sifter 
Florimel . 

Eh.  What’s  that,  Brother? 

j  ,  V  O  L,  V,  S  Bufl . 
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Bufl .  Did  ft  not  hear  D/Vgtf?  Hear  him,  and  thou’It  be 
ravifti’d. 

I  have  heard  him  fing,  yet  unravifli’d,  Brother. 
Bufl.  You  had  the  better  Luck,  baler.  I  was  ravifh’d 
By  my  own  Confent  j  come  away,  for  the  Sports. 

Flo.  I  have  the  Fear  of  a  Father  on  me,  Brother. 
Bufl.  Out  y  the  Thief  is  as  fafe  as  in  his  Mill  ;  he’s 
hunting  with  our 

Great  Landlord,  the  Don  Otrante .  Strike  up,  Diego . 

Flo.  But  fay  he  return  before  us,  where’s  our  Excufe? 
Bufl.  Strike  up,  Diego.  Haft  no  Strings  to  thy  Apron? 
Flo .  Well,  the  Fault  lye  upon  your  Head,  Brother. 
Bw/?.MyFaults  never  mount  fo  high, Girl, they  rife  but  to 
My  Middle  at  moft.  Strike  up,  Diego . 

Ger. Follow  me  by  the  Ear, I’ll  lead  thee  on,  Buftopha^ and 
Pretty  Florimel  thy  Sifter  ;  oh  that  l  could  fee  her. 

Bufl .  Oh  DiegOy  there’s  two  Pities  upon  thee  5  great 
Pity  thou  art  blind ; 

And  as  great  a  Pity,  thou  canft  not  fee. 

SONG. 

Ger.  Tou  fljall  have  Crowns  of  Rofesy  Daifies, 

Buds )  where  the  Hony -maker  gates ; 

You  fljall  tafle  the  golden  Thighs , 

Such  as  in  Wax-Chamber  lyes . 

What  Fruit  plea fe  you,  tafle ,  freely  fully 
’ Till  you  have  all  your  Bellies  full . 

Come  follow  mey  See. 

Bufl.  Oh,  DiegOy  the  Don  was  not  fo  fweet  when  he 
perfum’d  the  Steeple.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II; 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martine. 

Mar.  YVhy,  how  now,  Friend,  thou  art  notloftagain? 
Ant.  Not  loft?  Why,  all  the  World’s  a  Wildernefsj 
Some  Places  peopled  more  by  braver  Beafts 
Than  others  are;  but  Faces,  Faces,  Man, 

May  a  Man  be  caught  with  Faces? 

Mar.  Without  Wonder, 

'Tis  Odds  again!!  him:  May  not  a  good  Face 
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Lead  a  Man  about  by  th’Nofe  ?  ’las, 

The  Nofe  is  but  a  part  againft  the  whole. 

Ant.  But  is  it  poffible  that  two  Faces 
Should  be  fo  twin’d  in  Form,  Complexion, 

Figure,  Afpe£t?  that  neither  Wen,  nor  Mole, 

The  Table  of  the  Brow,  the  Eyes  Lullre, 

The  Lips  cherry  ;  neither  the  Blufli  nor  Smile 
Should  give  the  one  Diftin&ion  from  the  other  ? 

Does  Nature  work  in  Molds? 

Mar,  Altogether, 

We  are  all  one  Mold,  one  Dull. 

Ant.  Thy  Reafon’s  mouldy. 

I  fpeak  from  the  Form,  thou  the  Matter. 

Why?  was’t  not  ever  one  of  Nature’s  Glories,  : 

Nay,  her  great  Piece  of  wonder,  that  amongft 

So  many  Millions  Millions  of  her  Works 

She  left  the  Eye  Diftinftion,  to  cull  out 

The  one  from  th’otherj  yet  all  one  Name,  the  Face? 

Mar.  You  mu  ft  compare  ’em  by  fome  other  part 
Of  the  Body,  if  the  Face  cannot  do’t. 

Ant.  Didft  ask  her  Name? 

Mar.  Yes,  and  who  gave  it  her; 

And  what  they  promis’d  more,  befides  a  Spoon, 

And  what  Apoftles  Pifture :  She  is  chriftened  too,  J 
In  Token  wherefore  fhe  is  called  Ifabella, 

The  Daughter  of  a  Country  plow  Swain  by.% 

If  this  be  not  true,  flic  lyes. 

Ant.  She  cannot; 

It  would  be  feen  a  Blifter  on  her  Lip, 

Should  Falfhood  touch  it,  it  is  fo  tender  * 

Had  her  Name  held,  Jthad  been  Ifmenia , 

And  not  another  of  her  Name. 

Mar.  Shall  I  fpeak?  f^like? 

Ant .  Yes, if  thou’lt  fpeak  truth*  Is  fhe  notj wondrous 
Mar,  As  two  Garments  of  the  fame  Fafliion, 

Cut  from  the  fame  Piece }  yet  if  any  excel. 

This  has  the  firfl ;  and  in  my  Judgment  ’tis  lb. 

Ant.  ’Tis  ray  Opinion. 

Mar,  Were  it  the  Face 

S  z 
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Where  mine  Eye  Ihould  dwell,  I  would  pleafe  both 
With  this,  as  foon  as  one  with  the  other 

„  inl  An.d  ye“he  otI'c£  is  the  Cafe  of  this, 
oad  1  not  look  d  upon  Ifmenia 

1  ne’er  had  ibid  beyond  good  Morrow’s  time 
In  view  ot  this. 

Mar.  Would  I  could  leave  him  here 
’Twere  a  free  Paflage  to  Ifmenia-.  ’ 

1  muft  now  blow,  as  to  put  out  the  Fire, 

\  et  Iundle  t  more.  You  not  confider,  Sir, 

1  he  great  Difparity  is  in  their  Bloods, 

wttCK  Fortu.n5s  •'  There’s  the  rich  Beauty, 

Th  k  tj'ffP0°r  Hotuci‘nefs  is  not  endow’d  with} 

"  here  s  difference  enough.  * 

Ant.  The  leaf!  ofjall.0 

Equality  is  no  Rule  in  Love’s  Grammar  • 

I  nat  foie  Jnhappi  fiefs’  is  left  to  Princes 

}  0 fwry  Blood  :  We  are  free  Difpcfers 

Xjl  the  Power  to  equalize  their  Bloods 

Cp  to  our  own  j  we  cannot  keep  it  back, 

Tis  a  due  Debt  from  us.  ’ 

Mar.  Ay,  Sir,  had  you;.*  5  1 

No  Father  nor  Unde,  nor  fuch  hinderers, 

d°  ™h  yom'  «f“ 

Ant.  As  it  is;  ’tfendthing: 

Tb"  ,0° ,ate’  “s1™  n  ** 

Mar  Indeed,  to  fay  (both, 

}  °“r  °PPofition  from  the  other  part 

Oftzvr;  Ther,c  you  run  thc 

Y„,  y  H  a,Llfe>  hacl  you  Supply} 

dCa -elt  Enetty  in  Lo' e 

For  Lor  t&S&r  aD°*Ut  hjm:  T™H  be  fnbre  hard 
Vi  }  V”  ™*  t0  come  home  to  voU 
Than  yo(l  to  go  to  Country  Iftbel 

Ant  T,; fh  >  •  E>,ter  ^lho- 

Mar  No  n-  "*  not  1'car  rera°'res  me.  ‘  .  Si 

nt  ?orc*  y°ar  Uncle. 

Wclddtac  Nephfw°dfrjT  vP°n  yo»>  Gentlemen  : 

i  -  j  fe‘i£.  it  to  your  Friend,  Sir,  It 
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It  may  be  happier  receiv’d  from  you, 

In  his  Acceptance. 

Ant .  I  made  bold,  Uncle, 

To  do  it  before  ;  and  I  think  he  believes  it. 

Mar.  ’Twas  never  doubted,  Sir. 

Jul.  Here  are  Sports,  Dons, 

That  you  mull  look  on  with  a  loving  Eye, 

And  without  Cenfure,  Tefs  it  be  giving 
My  Country  Neighbours  Loves  their  yearly  Offerings, 
That  mull  not  be  refus’d;  though’t  be  more  Pain 
To  the  Spectator,  than  the  painful  Aftor  j 
’Twill  abide  no  more  Tefl  than  the  Tinfel 
We  clad  our  Masks  in  for  an  Hour’s  wearing, 

Or  the  Livery  Lace  fometimes  on  the  Cloaks 
Of  a  great  Don’s  Followers :  I  fpeak  no  further 
Than  our  own  Country,  Sir. 

Mar.  For  my  part,  Sir, 

The  more  abfurd,  ’t  fhall  be  the  better  welcome. 

JuL  Y ou’ll  find  the  Guefl  you  look  for :  I  h£ard,Gou.Gn, 
Y  ou  were  at  Toledo  th’  other  Day. 

Ant.  Not  late.  Sir. 

Jul.  Oh  fie!  Muff  1  be  plainer?  You  chang’d  the  Point 
With  Tirfo  and  Lifauro ,  two  of  the  Stock 
Of  our  Antagonifts,  the  Belides. 

Ant .  A  meer  Proffer,  Sir  \  the  Prevention 
Was  quick  with  us:  We  had  done  fomewhat  elfej 
This  Gentleman  was  engag’d  in’t. 

Jul.  I  am 

The  Enemy  to  his  Foe  for  it«  That  wild-fire 
Will  crave  more  than  fair  Water  to  quench  it9 
Ifufpedf:  Whence  it  will  come,  I  know  not. 

Enter  two  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Ant.  I  was  about  a  gentle  Reconcilement, 

But  I  do  fear  I  fh  all  go  back  again. 

Jul.  Come,  come-,  the  Sports  are  coming  on  us* 
Nay,  I  have  more  Guefls  to  grace  it  :  Welcome 
Don  GoJlancO)  Giraldo ,  Philipp',  Seat,  feat  all.  [Muficfc* 

Enter  a  Cupid. 

Cupid.  Love  is  little,  and  therefore  I  prefent  him^ 
Love  is  a  Fire,  therefore  you  may  lament  him, 
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Mar.  Alas  poor  Love, who  are  they  that  can  quench  him  ? 
Jul.  He's  not  without  thofe  Members,  fear  him  not. 
Cup .  Love  fhoots,  therefore  I  bear  his  Bow  about. 
And  Love  is  blind,  therefore  my  Eyes  are  out.  ( before. 
Mar.  I  never  heard  Love  give  Reafon  for  what  he  did 
Enter  Buftopha,  for  Paris. 

Cup .  Let  fuch  as  can  fee,  fee  fuch  as  cannot:  Behold, 
Our  Goddefles  all  three  firive  for  the  Ball  of  Gold  : 

And  here  fair  Paris  comes,  the  hopeful  Youth  of  Troy , 
Queen  Hecub's  darling  Son,  King  Priam's  only  Joy.fther. 
Mar .  Is  this  Paris  ?  I  fhould  have  taken  him  for  Hecdor  ra- 
Buft .  Paris  at  this  time:  Pray  you  hold  your  prating. 
Ant.  Paris  can  be  angry. 

JuL  Oh  at  this  time 

You  muft  pardon  him*  he  comes  as  a  Judge. 

Mar . - Mercy  on  all  that  looks  upon  him,  lay  I. 

Buft.  Thethundring  Seas  whofe  watry  Fire  wafhes  the 
Whiting  Mops.  ("tain  Tops. 

The  gentle  Whale, whofe  Feet  fo  fell,  flies  o’er  the  Moun- 
No  Roars  fo  fierce,no  Throats  fo  deep,no  Howls  can  bring 
fuch  Fears, 

As  Paris  can,  if  Garden  from  he  call  his  Dogs  and  Bears. 
Mar.  Ay,  thofe  they  were  that  I  fear’d  all  this  while. 
Buft.  Yes  Jack -an- Apes i 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  good  Paris .  fo’th’  way  then: 
Buft.  You  may  hold  your  Peace,  and  Hand  further  out 
-The  Lines  will  fall  where  they  light,  (Mirth, 

Yes  Jack-an-Apes ,  he  hath  to  Sports,  and  Faces  make  like 
Whilft  bellowing  Bulls,  the  horned  Beads,  do  tofsfrom 
Blind  Bear  there  is,  as  £uptdb\\n&.  (Ground  to  Earth  : 
Ant.  That  Bear  would  be  whip’d  for  lofing  of  his  Eyes. 
Buft.  Be-wbipped  Man  may  fee. 

But  we  prefect  no  fuch  Content,  but  Nymphs  fuch  as  they 
Ant.  Thefe  are  long  Lines.  (be. 

Mar.  Ban  you  blame  him,  leading  Bulls  and  Bears  in  ’em. 
Enter  Shepherd  finging ,  with  Ifmenia,  Aminta,  Florimel^ 
(as  Juno,  Pallas,  Venus) three  Nymphs  attending. 
Buft.  Go  Cupid  olind,  conduft  the  dumb,  for  Ladiesxnufl 
not  fpeak  he  e.  (fick  break  here. 

Let  Shepherds  ling  with  dancing  Feet,  and  Cordsof  Mu- 

SONG . 
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SONG .  (muftfall. 

Now  Ladies  fight,  with  Heels  fo  light, by  Lot  your  Luck 
Where  Paris  pleafe,  to  do  you  Eafe,and  give  the  golden 
Ball.  [Dance, 

Mar .  If  you  plaid  Paris  now ,  Ant  onioy  where  would  you. 
Ant.  I  prithee,  Friend,  fbeftow  it  ? 

Take  the  full  Freedom  of  Thought,  but  no  Words. 

Mar .  ’Proteft  there’s  a  third,  which  by  her  Habit 
Should  perfonate  Venus>  and  by  Confequence 
Of  the  Story,  receive  the  Honour’s  Prize : 

And  were  I  a  Paris ,  there  it  fhould  be. 

Do  you  note  her? 

Ant.  No  5  mine  Eye  is  fo  fixed, 

I  cannot  move  it. 

Cup.  The  Dance  is  ended  y  now  to  Judgment,  Paris,. 
Bujl.  Here  Junoy  here  •,  but  flay,  I  do  efpy 
A  pretty  Gleek  coming  from  Falla's  Eye  : 

Here  Vallasy  here  \  yet  flay  again,  methinks 
I  fee  the  Eye  of  lovely  Venus  winks : 

Oh  clofe  them  both;  fhut  in  thofe  golden  Eyn, 

And  I  will  kiis  thofe  fweet  blind  Cheeks  of  thine. 

Juno  is  angry,  yes  and  Pallas  frowns , 

Would  Paris  now  were  gone  from  Ida's  Dowos^ 

They  both  are  fair,  but  Venus  has  the  Mole, 

The  faireft  Hair,  and  fweeteft  dimple  Hole: 

To  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  neither ; 

Can  one  Man  pleafe  three  Ladies  altogether? 

No';  take  it  Venus ,  tofs  it  at  thyPkafure, 

Thou  art  the  Lovers  Friend  beyond  his  Meafure. 

Jul.  Paris  has  done  what  Man  can  do,  pleas’d  one* 
Who  can  do  more?  Y 

Alar .  Stay,  here’s  another  Perfon. 

Enter  Geraflo,  as  Mars. 

Get.  Come  lovely  Venus ,  leave  this  lower  Orb, 

And  mount  with  Mars ,  up  to  his  glorious  Sphere.  1 
Bujl.  How  now,  what’s  he  ? 

Flo.  Fm  ignorant  what  to  do,  Sir. 

Ger.  Thy  filver  Yoke  of  Doves  are  in  the  T&aoi* 

And  thou  ihait  fly  thorough  Apollo' $  Beam; 
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X  li  fee  thee  i edited  in  thy  golden  Throne, 

And  hold  with  Mars  a  fweet  Conjunftion.  [ Exit . 

Btfft-  Ha!  What  Fellow’s  this?  h’as  carry’d  away  my 
He  never  rehears’d  his  Part  with  me  before.  (Sifter  Venus: 
JieL  What  follows  now,  Prince  Paris ? 

[Flo.  within - Help ,  help ,  help. 

Bujtm  Fieii  and  Cry,  I  think  Sir,  this  is  Venus' s  Voice, 
Mme  own  Sifter  Florimel's. 

p^/7*  is  there  fame  Tragick-Aft  behind? 

J,W*  no,  altogether  Comical  \  Mars  and  Venus 
Are  in  the  old  Conjun£Fion,  it  feems. 

ptldar.  ’Tis  very  improper  then,  for  Venus 
A  era  cries  cot  when  fhe  conjoins  with  Mars.  /fure, 
uj  •  That  s  tine  indeed  $  they  are  out  of  their  Parts 
„  tlS  Bo°l':-k°lders  Fault,  PH  go  fee. _ [Exl 

MM  y°u  «ur  Country  Revels,  Gentlemen? 
shl  Gent.  Oh,  they  commend  themfelves.  Sir. 

Ant.  Methinks  now 

juno  and  Minerva  fhould  take  Revenge  on  Paris, 

It  cannot  end  without  it. 

Ai!ar.  I  did  expert, 

Mead  of  Mars ,  the  Storm-Goaler  Bolus, 

And  Juno  proff  ring  her  Deiopeiu 
As  fatis  faction  to  the  bluftring  God,  v 
To  fend  his  Toilers  forth.  * 

Jul.  It  may  fo  follow, 

Ect  s  not  prejudicate  the  FXiftory. 

„  „  Enter  Buftopha. 

Buft.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh. 

Jul.  So  here’s  a  Palhon  towards. ' 

„  Helpy  help,  it  you  be  Gentlemen  >  my  Sifter, 
My  Venus,  file’s  ftollen  away. 

Jul  1  he  Story  changeslfrom  our  Expectation.  (Mars 
hiijt, Help,  my  F  ather  the  Miller  will  hang  me  clfe,  God 
Is  a  bawdy  Villain;  he  laid  fhe  fhould  ride  upon  Doves : 
daas  hors’d,  fhe’s  hors’d,  whether  fhe  will  or  no. 

v.  "/?  lUr,C  ^  Fe’s  fenous.  (horfe  in  the  Breech 
s  kors’d  upon  a  double  Gelding, and  a  Stone- 

Kr  >  the  poor W ench  cries  help, and  I  cry  help?and  none 
.  Of  you  will  help.  •  * 

Jul 
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Jill.  Speak,  it  is  the  Show,  or  doft  thou  bawl? 

Buft.  A  pox  on  the  Ball:  My  Sifter  bawls,  and  I  bawl* 
Either  bridle  Horfe  and  follow,  or  give  me  a  Halter 
To  hang  my  felf  •  I  cannot  run  fo  faft  as  a  Hog. 

Jul.  Follow  me,  I’ll  fill  the  Country  with  purfuit, 
But  I  will  find  the  Thief;  my  Houle  thus  abus’d? 

Buft.  ’Tis  my  Houfe  that’s  abus’d,  the  Sifter  of  my 
Flefti  and  Blood  ^  oh,  oh.  [Exeunt, 

1  Wench.  ’Tis  time  we  all  flrft  for  our  fdves,  if  this 
z  Wench .  However  I’ll  be  gone.  fbe  ferious* 

3  Wench.  And  I.  [Exeunt. 

Ant.  You  need  not  fright  your  Beauties,  pretty  Souls, 
With  the  leaft  pale  Complexion  of  a  Fear.  (fcreet. 
Mar.  Juno  has  better  Courage,  and  Minerva's  moredE 
Ifm.  Alas,  my  Courage  was  fo  counterfeit 
It  might  have  been  ftruck  from  me  with  a  Feather. 

Juno  ne’er  had  fo  weak  a  Prefenter. 

Amin.  Sure  I  was  ne'er  the  wifer  for  Minerva , 

That  1  find  yet  about  me. 

Ifm.  My  Dwelling,  Sir  ? 
pTis  a  poor  Yeoman’s  Roof,  fcarce  a  League  off* 

That  never  fham’d  me  yet. 

Ant.  Your  gentle  Pardon: 

I  vow  my  erring  Eyes  had  aim  oft  caft  you 
For  one  of  the  moil  mortal  Enemies 
That  our  Family  has. 

Ifm.  I’m  forry,  Sir, 

I  am  fo  like  your  Foe  *  ’Twere  fit  Ihafted 
From  your  offended  Sight. 

Ant.  Oh,  miftake  not. 

It  was  my  Error,  and  I  do  confefs  it  ; 

You’ll  not  believe  you’re  Welcome  >  nor  can  I  fpeakit, 
But  there’s  my  Friend  can  tell  you,  pray  hear  him. 

Mar.  Shall  1  tell  her,  Sir?  I’m  glad  of  the  Employ- 
Ant .  A  Kinfwoman  to  that  Beauty.  ('ment. 

Amin.  A  Kin  to  her,  Sir, 

But  nothing  to  her  Beauty. 

Ant .  Do  not  wrong  it,  ’tis  not  far  behind  her. 

Amin.  Her  h;nder  Parts  are  not  far  offa  indeed,  Sir. 

•  Mar • 
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Mar,  Let  me  but  kifs  you  with  his  Ardour  now. 
You  fhail  feel  how  he  loves  you. 

Ifm.  Oh  forbear; 

*  Fis  not  the  Falhion  with  us  \  but  would  you 
Perfuade  me  that  he  loves  me  ? 

Mar,  I’ll  warrant  you 

He  dies  in’t,  and  that  were  Witnefs  enough  on’t. 

Ifm,  Love  me,  Sir  ?  Can  you  tell  me  for  what  Reafon? 
Mar.  Fie,  will  you  ask  me  that  which  you  have  about 
Ifm,  I  know  nothing,  Sir.  (you? 

Mar.  Let  him  find  it  then; 

He  conftantly  believes  you  have  the  thing 
That  he  mult  love  you  for}  much  is  apparent, 

A  fweet  and  lovely  Beauty. 

Ifm.  So  Sir ;  pray  you 

Show  me  one  thing.*  Did  he  ne’er  love  before? 

(1  know  you  are  his  Bofome  Counfellor.j 
Nay  then  f  fee  your  Anfwer  is  not  ready: 

Hi  not  believe  you,  if  you  ftudy  farther. 

Mar.  Shall  I  fpeak  truth  to  you  ? 

Ifm.  Or  fpeak  no  mere. 

Mar.  There  was  a  Smile  thrown  at  him,  from  a  Lady 
Whofe  Deferts  might  buy  him  trebble,  and  lately 
He  receiv’d  it,  and  I  know  where  he  loft  it, 

In  this  Face  of  yours:  I  know  his  Heart’s  within  you, 
Ifm.  May  I  know  her  Name  ? 

Mar.  In  your  Ear  you  may. 

With  vow  of  Silence. 

Amin.  He’ll  not  give  over,  Sir. 

II  he  fpeak  for  you,  he’11  fure  fpeed  for  you. 

Ant.  But  that’s  not  the  Anfwer  to  my  Queftion. 

^  Amin.  Y^ou  are  the  firft  in  my  Virgin-Confcience 
1  hat  e’er  fpoke  Love  to  her:  Oh,  my  Heart/ 

Ant.  How  do  you? 

Amin.  Nothing,  Sir;  but  would  I  had  abetter  Face. 
How  well  your  Pulfe  beats. 

Ant.  Healthfully,  does  it  not? 

Amin.  It  thumps  prettily,  methinks. 

Ifm.  Alack,-  1  hear  it 

TV  ith  much  Pity  :  How  great  is  your  Fault  too, 

In  wrong  to  the  good  Lady  ?  "  Mar, 
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Alar,  You  forget 

The  difficult  Paflage  he  has  to  her, 

A  Hell  of  Feud’s  between  the  Families. 

Ifm .  And  that  has  often  Love  wrought  by  Advantage 
To  peaceful  Reconcilement. 

Mar .  There  impoffible. 

Ifm.  This  way  tis  worfer*,  ’t  may  Seed  again  in  her 
Unto  another  Generation: 

For  where,  poor  Lady,  is  her  Satisfa£lion  ? 

Mar.  It  comes  in  me  $  to  be  truth,  I  love  her, 

I’ll  go  no  farther  for  Comparifon, 

As  dear  as  he  loves  you. 

Ifm.  How  if  fhe  love  not? 

Mar.  Tufh,  be  that  my  Pains:  You  know  not  what 
I  have  thofe  ways-  (Art 

Ifm.  Belhrow  you,  you  have  praftis’d  upon  me  \ 
Well,  fpeed  me  here,  and  you  with  your  Ifmenia. 

Mar .  Go,  the  Condition’s  drawn,  ready  dated. 
There  wants  but  your  Hand  to’t. 

Amin.  Truly  you  have  taken  great  Pains,  Sir. 

Mar.  A  friendly  part,  no  more,  fweet  Beauty. 

Amin.  They  are  happy,  Sir,  have  fuch  Friends  as  you 
But  do  you  know  you  have  done  well  in  this?  (are. 
How  will  his  Allies  receive  it?  She,  though  I  fay’t, 

Is  of  no  better  Blood  than  1  am. 

Mar.  There  I  leave  it,  I’m  at  farthefl  that  way. 

Ifm.  You  fhall  extend  your  Vows  no  larger  now. 
My  Heart  calls  you  mine  own,  and  that’s  enough. 
Reafon,  I  know,  would  have  all  yet  conceal’d. 

I  fhall  not  leave  you  unfaluted  long 
Either  by  Pen  or  Perfon. 

Ant.  You  may  difeourfe 
With  me,  when  you  think  y’are  alone,  I  fhall 
Be  prefent  with  you. 

Ifm.  Come,  Coufin,  will  you  walk  ? 

Amin.  Alas,  I  was  ready  long  fince:  In  Confcience 
You  would  with  better  will  yet  flay  behind. 

Ifm.  Oh  Love,Inever  thought  thou’dflbeen  foblind. 
Mar.  You’ll  anfwer  this,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  If  e’er’t  be  fpoke  on  : 

I  purpoie  not  to  propound  the  Queftion. 

Enter  Julio. 

Jul.  ’Tistrue,  the  poor  Knave  faid  *,  fome  Ravifher, 
Some  of  Lull’s  Blood-Hounds  have  feiz’d  upon  her: 
The  Girl  is  hurry ’d,  as  the  Devil  were  with  ’em. 

And  help’d  their  Speed. 

Mar.  It  may  be  not  fo  ill.  Sir. 

A  well-prepared  Lover  may  do  as  much 
In  hot  Blood  as  this,  and  perform’d  honeftly.' 

Jul.  What  ?  Ileal  away  a  Virgin  againft  her  Will? 
Mar.  It  may  be  any  Man’s  Cafe  y  defpife  nothing : 
And  that’s  a  Thief  of  a  good  Quality, 

Moll  commonly  he  brings  his  Theft  home  again, 
Though  with  a  little  Shame. 

Jul.  There’s  a  Charge  by’t 
Fah’n  upon  me:  Farts  (the  Miller’s  Son) 

Her  Brother,  dares  not  venture  home  again, 

’Till  better  Tidings  follow  of  his  Siller. 

Ant.  Y  are  the  more  beholding  to  theMifchance,  Sir: 
Had  1  gone  a  Boot-haling,  I  fhould  as  foon 
Have  floll’n  him  as  his  Sifter:  Marry  then, 

To  render  him  back  in  the  fame  Plight  he  is 
Maybe  coftly*  his  Flefh  is  not  maintain’d  with  litte. 

July  I  think  the  poor  Knave  will  pine  away, 

He  cries  all  to  be  pitied  yonder. 

Mar.  Pray  you,  Sir,  let’s  go  fee  him :  I  ftiould  laugh 
To  fee  him  cry,  fare. 

Jul.  Well,  you  are  merry,  Sir. 

Antonio ,  keep  this  Charge;  I  have  Fears 
Move  me  to  lay  it  on  you:  Pray  forbear 
The  ways  of  your  Enemies,  the  Belides. 

I  have  Reafon  foi:  my  Injunction,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Filter  Aminta  as  a  Page ,  with  a  Letter. 

#  Ant.  To  me,  Sir  ^  From  whom  ? 

Amin.  A  Friend,  I  dare  vow,  Sir. 

1  hough  on  the  Enemies  part:  The  Lady  Tfmenia. 

Mar.  Take  heed,  blufti  not  too  deepj  let  me  advile 
In  your  Anfwer,  ’t  mull  be  done  heedfully.  (you 

Ant. 
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Ant.  I  fhould  not  fee  a  Mafculine  in  peace 
Out  of  that  Houle. 

Amin .  Alas,  I’m  a  Child,  Sir, 

Your  Hates  cannot  laft  ’till  I  wear  a  Sword, 

Ant .  Await  me  for  your  Anfwer, 

Mar,  He  mull  fee  her, 

To  manifefthis  Shame  ;  ?tis  my  Advantage  ^ 

While  our  Blood’s  under  us,  we  keep  above, 

But  then  we  fall,  when  we  do  fall  in  Love.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Julio  and  Franio. 

Vum  ’  Lord,  your  HouCe  hath  injur'd  me 
Rob'd .  of  all  the  Joys  I  had  on  Earth, 

Jul.  Where  wert  thou  brought  up.  Fellow  >  ’ 

Fra.  In  a  Mill  r 

You  may  perceive  it  by  my  loud  Exclaims, 

Which  muft  rife  higher  yet. 

Jul.  Obftreperous  Carle, 

If  thy  Throat’s  Temped:  could  o’er-tura  my 
What  Satisfa&ion  were  it  for  thy  Child  ? 

Turn  thee  the  right  way  to  thy  Journeys  end, 

Wilt  have  her  where  fhe  is  not? 

Fra.  Here  was  die  lod:, 

And  here  muft  I  begin  my  footing  after ; 

From  whence,  until  I  meet  a  Pow’r  to  punifti, 

I  will  not  reft:  You  are  not  quick  to  Grief. 

Your  hearing's  a  dead  Senfe.  Were  yours  the  Lofs, 
Had  you  a  Daughter,  perhaps  be~whor’d, 

/For  to  what  other  end  diould  come  the  Thief? ) 
"You’d  play  the  Miller  then,  be  loud  and  high.  ^ 

But  being  not  a  Sorrow  of  your  own, 

You  have  no  help  nor  pity  for  another. 

JuL  Oh,  thou  had:  op’d  a  Since  was  long  ftiut  mE 
And  let  a  Flood  of  Grief  ins  a  buried  Grief  ** 
Ihy  Voice  hath  wak’d  again,  a  Griefas  old 
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As  likely  ’tis  thy  Child  is ;  Friend,  I  tell  thee, 

1  did  once  lofe  a  Daughter. 

Fra.  Did  you,  Sir? 

Befeech  you  then,  how  did  you  bear  her  Lofs  ? 

Jul.  With  thy  Grief  trebled. 

Fra.  But  was  ihe  ftolen  from  you  ? 

Jul .  Yes,  by  devouring  Thieves,  from  whom  cannot 
Ever  return  a  Satisfa&ion: 

The  wild  Beafts  had  her  in  her  fwathing  Cloaths. 
j Fra.  Oh  much  good  do  ’em  with  her. 

Jul.  Away  tough  Churl. 

Fra.  Why,  fhe  was  better  eaten  than  my  .Child, 
Better  by  Beafts,  than  beaftly  Men  devoured  ; 

They  took  away  a  Life,  no  Honour  from  her : 

Thofe  Beads  might  make  a  Saint  of  her}  but  thefe 
Will  make  my  Child  a  Devil.  But  was  fhe,  Sir, 

Your  only  Daughter? 

Enter  Giliart. 

Jul.  T  ne’er  had  other,  Friend.  fhere, 

Gil.  Where  are  you,  Man?  Your  Bufinefs*  lyes  not 
Your  Daughter’s  in  the  Pound,  I  have  found  where; 

’  F will  colt  you  dear,  her  Freedom. 

Fra.  I’ll  break  it  down, 

And  free  her  without  pay: 

Horfe-Locks  nor  Chains  fhall  hold  her  from  me. 

Jul.  I’ll  take  this  Relief. 

I  now  have  time  to  fpeak  alone  with  Grief.  [Exit „ 
Fra.  How?  My  Landlord?  He’s  Lord  of  my  Lands? 
But  not  my  Cattel :  I’ll  have  her  again,  Gil. 

Gil .  You  are  not  mad  upon  the  fudden  now. 

Fra.  No  Gil.  I  have  been  mad  thefe  five  Hours: 

I’ll  fell  my  Mill,  and  buy  a  roaring. 

HI  batter  down  his  Houfe,  and  make  a  Stews  on’t. 

Gil .  Will  you  gather  up  your  Wits  a  little. 

And  hear  me?  The  King’s  near  by  in  Progrefs, 

Here  I  have  got  our  Supplication  drawn, 

And  there’s  the  way  to  help  us. 

Fra.  Give  it  me,  Gil . 

1  will  not  fear  to  give  it  to  the  King : 

To  his  own  Hands,  God  blefs  him,  will  I  give  it, 
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And  he  {hall  fet  the  Law  upon  their  Shoulders, 

And  hang  ’em  all  that  had  a  Hand  in  it, 

Gil.  Where’s  your  Son? 

Fra.  He  iliall  be  hang’d  in  Flitches : 

The  Dogs  {hall  eat  him  in  Lent ,  there’s  Cats  Meat 
And  Dog’s  Meat  enough  about  him.,  ("time. 

Gil .  Sure  the  poor  Girl  is  the  Count’s  Whore  by  this 
Fra.  If  {he  be  theCotint’s  Whore,  the  Whore’s  Count 
Shall  pay  for  it.  He  fhall  pay  fora  new  Maiden-Head. 

Gil.  You  are  fo  violous:  This  I’m  refolv’d, 

If  ilie  be  a  Whore  once,  I’ll  renounce  her. 

You  know,  if  every  Man  had  his  Right, 

She’s  none  of  our  Child,  but  a  raeer  Foundling, 

( And  I  can  guefs  the  Owner  for  a  need  too ) 

We  have  but  folier’d  her. 

Fra.  Gil .  no  more  of  that. 

I’ll  cut  your  Tongue  out,  if  you  tell  thofe  Tales. 
Hark,  hark,  thefe  Toaters  tell  us  the  King’s  coming: 
Get  you  gone-.  I’ll  fee  if  I  can  find  him.  [Exeunt. 
Lifauro,  Terfa,  Pedro,  and  Moncado. 

Lif.  Does  the  King  remove  to  Day  ? 

Ter .  So  fays  the  Harbingers, 

And  keeps  his  way  on  to  Falentia , 

There  ends  the  Progrefs. 

Fed.  He  hunts  this  Moning,  Gentlemen, 

And  dines  i’th’  Fields:  The  Court  is  all  in  Readinefi. 

Lif.  Pedro ,  did  you  fend  for  this  Tailor?,  or  you  A.on * 
Th  is  light  French  Demi-Lance  that  follows  us.  (cado? 

Fed .  No,  I  allure  ye  on  my  Word,  I  am  guiltleis, 

I  owe  him  too  much  to  be  inward  with  him. 

Mon.  I  am  not  quit  I  amfure.*  Th^re  is  a  Reckoning 
Of  fome  four  fcarlet  Cloaks,  and  two  lac’d  Suits 
Hangs  on  the  File  ftill,  like  a  fearful  Comet, 

Makes  me  keep  off. 

Lif.  I  am  in  too,  Gentlemen, 

I  thank  his  Faith,  for  a  Matter  of  three  hundred. 

J<?r.  And  I  for  two:  What  a  devil  makes  he  this  Way? 
1  do  not  love  to  fee  my  Sins  before  me. 

Fed .  *Tis  the  Vacation,  and  thefe  things  break  out 
To  fee  the  Court,  and  glory  in  their  Debtors. 

Ter, 
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Ter.  What  do  you  call  him  for  ?  I  never  love 
To  remember  their 'Names  that  I  owe  Mony  to, 

Tis  not  gentile  j  I  fhun  ’em  like  the  Plague  ever. 

Lif.  H;s  Name’s  Vertigo  •  hold 'your  Heads,  and  wonder, 
A  Frenchman ,  and  a  Founder  of  new  Falhions: 

The  Revolutions  of  all  Shapes  and  Habits 
Run  madding  through  his  Brains. 

Enter  Vertigo. 

Mon.  He  is  very  brave. 

Lif  The  Shreds,  of  what  he  Heals  from  us,  believe  it, 
Makes  him  a  mighty  Man:  He  comes,  have  at  ye. 

Ter.  Save  ye  together,  my  fweet  Gentlemen, 

I  have  been  looking— - , 

Ter.  Not  for  Mony,  Sir? 

You  know  the  hard  time. 

Ver.  Pardon  me,  fweet  Signior,  (Gentlemen, 

Good  Faith  the  leaft  Thought  in  my  Heart*  your  Love, 
Your  Love’s  enough  for  me:  Mony,  hang  Mony: 

Let  me  preferve  your  Love. 

Lif  Yes  marry  fhall  ye, 

And  we  our  Credit  j  you  would  fee  the  Court? 

Mon.  He  fhall  fee  every  Place. 

Ter.  Shall  I  i’faith.  Gentlemen? 

Fed.  The  Cellar,  and  the  Buttery,  and  the  Kitchen, 
The  Paftry,  and  the  Pantry. 

Ter.  Ay,  and  taHe  too 
Of  every  Offi.ce,  and  be  free  of  all  too* 

That  he  may  fay  when  he  comes  home  in  Glory. 

Ter.  And  I  will  fay,  i’faith,  and  fay  it  openlv, 

And  fay  it  home  too:  Shall  I  fee  the  King  alfo? 

Lif.  Shalt  fee  him  every  Day :  Shalt  fee  the  Ladies 
In  their  French  Cloaths,  fhalt  ride  a  hunting  with  him, 
Shalt  have  a  Miftrefs  too.  We  mull  fool  handfomly, 

To  keep  him  in  Belief  we  honour  him. 

He  may  call  on  us  elfe. 

Fed.  A  Pox  upon  him. 

Let  him  call  at.  home  in’s  own  Houfe  for  fait  Butter. 
Ter.  And  when  the  King  puts  on  a  new  Suit. 

Ter .  ‘Thou  fhall  fee  it  firll, 

And  difedt  his  Doublets,  that  thou  may’ll  be  perfect, 

.  I  Ter. 
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Fir.  The  Wardrobe  I  would  fain  view,  Gentlemen, 
Fain  come  to  fee  the  Wardrobe, 

L(P  Thou  lhalt  fee  it, 

And  fee  the  Secret  of  it,  dive  into  it; 

Sleep  in  the  Wardrobe,  and  have  Revelations 
Of  Fafhions  five  Years  hence. 

Ver,  Ye  honour  me. 

Ye  infinitely  honour  me. 

Ter,  Any  thing  i’th’Court,  Sir, 

Or  within  the  Compafs  of  a  Courtier. 

Ver.  My  Wife  fhali  give  ye  Thanks. 

Ter,  You  (hall  fee  any  thing. 

The  privateft  place,  the  Stool,  and  where  ’tis  emptied. 

Per.  Y e  make  me  blufh,  ye  pour  your  Bounties,  Gentle- 
In  fuch  abundance.  ( men, 

Lif  I  will  fhew  thee  prefently 
The  order  that  the  King  keeps  when  he  comes 
To  open  View,  that  thou  may’ ft  tell  thy  Neighbours 
Over  a  Shoulder  of  Mutton,  thou  haft  feen  fomething. 
Nay,  thou  fhait  prefent  the  King  for  this  time. 

Ver,  Nay,  I  pray.  Sir.  ('belong  to  it ; 

Lif,  That  thou  may’ft  know  what  State  there  does 
Stand  there  I  fay,  and  put  on  a  fad  Countenance, 
Mingled  with  height;  Be  cover’d,  and  referv’d* 

Move  like  the  Sun,  by  foft  Degrees,  and  glorious. 

Into  your  Order,  Gentlemen,  uncover’d, 

The  King  appears  \  we’ll  fport  with  you  a  while,  Sir, 
I  am  fare  you  are  merry  with  us  alithe  Year  long,  Tailor, 
Move  fofter  {till,  keep  in  that  fencing  Leg,  Manfeeur , 
Turn  to  no  fide. 

Enter  Franio  out  of  Breath, 

Ter ,  What’s  this  that  appears  to  him? 

Lif  ’Has  a  Petition,  and  he  looks  moil  lamentably, 
Miftake  him,  and  we  are  made. 

Fra.  This  is  the  King  fare, 

The  glorious  King,  I  know  him  by  his  gay  Clothes. 

Lif  Now  bear  your  felf,  that  you  may  fay  hereafter. 

Fra,  I  have  recover’dBreath,l’ll  fpeakunto  him  prefent- 
May  it  pleafe  your  gracious  Majefty  to  confider  (ly. 
A  poor  Man’s' Cafe? 

Vol  V;  T  Ver . 
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Ver .  What’s  your  Will,  Sir? 

Lif  You  mult  accept,  and  read  it. 

Ter.  The  Tailor  will  run  mad  upon  my  Life  for’t. 
Ted .  How  he  mumps  and  bridles:  He  will  ne’er  cut 
Ver.  And  what’s  your  Grief?  (Clothes  again. 

Mon.  He  fpeaks  i’t'h’  Nofe  like  his  Goofe.  fSir, 
Fra.  1  pray  you  read  there  ;  I  am  abus’d  and  frumpt, 
By  a  great  Man  that  may  do  ill  by  Authority ; 

Poor  honeft  Men  are  hang’d  for  doing  lefs,  Sir: 

My  Child  is  ftolfn,  the  Count  Otrante  Hole  her  j 
A  pretty  Child  file  is,  although  I  fay  it, 

A  handfome  Mother,  he  means  to  make  a  Whore  of  her, 
A  li  1  ken  Whore,  his  Knaves  have  filch'd  her  from  me  j 
He  keeps  lewd  Knaves,  that  do  him  beaftly  Offices : 

I  kneel  for  Juftice.  Shall  I  have  it.  Sir  ; 

Enter  King  Philippo,  and  Lords . 

Phil  What  Pageant’s  this? 

Lif.  The  King : 

Tailor,  Hand  off,  here  ends  your  Apparition: 

Miller,  turn  round,  and  there  addrefs  your  Paper 
There,  there’s  the  King  indeed. 

Fra.  May  it  pleafe  your  Majefty. 

Phil.  Why  didft  thou  kneel  to  that  Fellow? 

Fra.  In  good  Faith,  Sir, 

I  thought  he  had  been  a  King,  he  was  fo  gallant. 
There’s  none  here  wears  fuch  Gold. 

Phil.  So  foolifhly, 

You  have  golden  Bufinefs  fure*  becaufe  I  am  homely; 
Clad,  in  no  glittering  Suit,  I  am  not  look’d  on. 

Ye  Fools  that  wear  gay  Cloaths,  love  to  be  gap’d  at, 
What  are  you  better  when  your  End  calls  on  you? 
Will  Gold  preferve  ye  from  the  Grave?  Or  Jewels? 
Get  golden  Minds,  and  fling  away  your  Trappings  j 
Pinto  your  Bodies  minifter  warm  Raiments, 

Wholfome  and  good*  glitter  within,  and  fpare  not. 

Let  my  Court  have  rich  Souls,  their  Suits  1  weigh  not: 
And  what  are  you  that  took  fuch  State  upon  ye? 

Are  ye  a  Prince? 

Lif.  1  he  Prince  of  Tailors,  Sir: 

We  owe  feme  Mony  to  him,  and’t  like  your  Majefty. 
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P/j/7.  if  it  like  him,  would  ye  ow’d  more  ybe  modeller* 
And  you  lefs  faucy,  Sir;  and  leave  this  Place  : 

Your  Prefiing-Iron  will  fnake  no  perfedfc  Courtier. 

Go  ilitch  at  home,  and  cozen  your  poor  Neighbours  j 
Show  fuch  another  Pride,  Pll  have  ye  whipt  for’t  $ 

And  get  worfe  Clothes,  thefe  but  proclaim  your  Fellony. 
And  what's  your  Paper  ? 

Fra.  I  befeech  you  read  it. 

Phil.  What’s  here?  the  Count  Qtrante  task’d  for  a  bale 
For  Healing  of  a  Maid?  y  .fVillany, 

Lord .  The  Count  Qtrante ? 

Is  not  the  Fellow  mad,  Sir? 

Fra.  No,  no,  my  Lord, 

I  am  in  my  Wits,  I  am  a  labouring  Man, 

And  we  have  feldom  Leifure  to  run  mad;  * 

We  have  other  Bufinefs  to  employ  our  Heads  in, 

We  have  little  Wit  to  lofetoo:  If  we  complain. 

And  if  a  heavy  Load  lye  on  our  Shoulders, 

Worfe  than  a  Sack  of  Mealf  and  opprefs  pur  Poverties, 
We  are  mad  ilraight,  and  whop’d,  and  ty’d  in  Fetters3 
Able  to  make  a  Horfe  mad,  as  you  life  ifs^ 

You  are  mad  for  nothing,  and  no  Man  dare  proclaim  it, 
In  you  a  Wildnefs  is  a  noble  Trick, 

And  cherifh’d  in  ye,  and  all  Men  mud:  love  it: 
Oppreflions  of  all  forts,  fit  like  new  Cloaths, 

Neatly  and  handfomely  upon  your  Lofdffiips  y 
And  if  we  kick  when  your  Honours  fpur"us. 

We  are  Knaves  and  Jades,  and  ready  for  the  Juflice  j 
I  am  a  true  Miller. 

Phil.  Then  thou  art  a  Wonder. 

2  Lord .  I  know  the  Man  reputed  for  a  good  Man, 
An  honell:  and  fubllantial  Fellow. 

Phil.  He  fpeaks  Senfe, 

And  to  the  Point :  Greatnefs  begets  much  Rudenefs, 
How  dare  you.  Sirrah,  ’gainfl  fo  main  a  Perfori, 

A  Man  of  fo  much  noble  Note  and  Honour, 

Put  up  this  bafe  Complaint?  Mud:  every  Peafant 
Upon  a  fancy  Will  affront  great  Lords! 

All  Fellows,  Miller? 

Fw* 
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Fra.  I  have  my  Reward,  Sir. 

I  was  told  one  Greatnefs,  would  proteft  another, 

As  Beams  fupport  their  Fellows 5  now  I  find  it : 

I  Ft  pleafe  your  Grace  to  have  me  hang’d,  I  am  ready, 
’Tis  but  a  Miller,  and  a  Thief  difpatch’d: 

Though  I  deal  Bread,  I  fteal  no  Flefh  to  tempt  me. 

I  have  a  Wife,  and’t  pleafe  him  to  have  her  too, 

With  all  my  Heart  j’twill  make  my  Charge  the  lefs.Sir, 
She’ll  hold  him  play  awhile.*  I  have  a  Boy  too, 

He’s  able  to  inftru£b  his  Honour's  Hogs, 

Or  rub  his  Horfe-Heels;  when  it  pleafe  his  Lordfliip 
He  may  have  him  his  Slave  too,  or  his  Bawd: 

The  Boy  is  well  bred,  can  exhort  his  Sifter: 

For  me,  the  Prifon,  or  the  Pillory, 

To  lofe  my  Goods,  and  have  mine  Ears  cropt  off; 
Whipt  like  a  Top,  and  have  a  Paper  ftuck  before  me. 
For  abominable  Honefty  to  his  own  Daughter, 

I  can  endure,  Sir;  the  Miller  has  a  ftout  Heart, 
Tough  as  his  Toal-Pin. 

Phil.  1  fulpeft  this  fhrewdly, 

Is  it  his  Daughter  that  the  People  call 
The  Miller’s  fair  Maid  ? 

z  Lord,  It  fhould  leem  fo,  S'r. 

Phil.  Be  fui4c  you  be  i’th*  right,  Sirrah. 

Fra .  If  I  be  Pth’  wrong,  Sir, 

Be  fure  you  hang  me,  I  will  ask  no  Courtefie : 

Your  Grace  may  have  a  Daughter,  think  of  that,  Sir. 
She  may  be  fair,  and  fhe  may  be. ah u fed  too  .* 

A  King  is  not  exempted  from  thefe  Cafes, 

-tolen  from  your  loving  Care. 

Phil.  I  do  much  pity  him. 

Fra.  But  Hcav’n  forbid  fhe  fhould  be  in  that  Venture 
That  mine  is  in  at  this  Hour*  I’ll  allure  your  Grace 
The  Lord  wants  a  Water-Mill, and  means  to  grind  with  her: 
Woifd  I  had  his  Stones  to  fet,  1  would  fit  him  for  it, 
Phil.  Follow  me,  Miller,  and  Ictme  talk  with  ye  far- 
And  keep  this  private  all  upon  your  Loyalties:  fther. 
To  Morrow  Morning,  though  I  an®  now  beyond  him. 
And  thelefslookt  forJ’llbreakmyFaftwith  thegoodCount. 
No  more, away,  all  to  oui*  Sports,  be  file, at.  \  [ Exeunt . 

Ver, 
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Ver.  What  .Grace  fliall  I  have  now? 

Lif.  Chufe  thine  own  Grace, 

And  go  co  Dinner  when  thou  wilt*  Vertigo 
We  muft  needs  follow  the  King. 

Ter.  You  heard  the  Sentence. 

Mon.  If  you  flay  here 
I’ll  fend  thee  a  fhoulder  of  Venifon* 

Go  home,  go  home,  or  if  thou  wilt  difguife. 

I’ll  help  thee  to  a  place  to  feed  the  Dogs, 

Fed.  Or  thou  (halt  be  fpecial  Tailor  to  the  King's 
’Tis  a  fine  plaee  ;  we  cannot  flay.  (Monkey* 

Ver .  No  Mony, 

Nor  no  Grace,  Gentlemen? 

Ter.  ’Tis  too  early  Tailor, 

The  King  has  not  broke  his  . Fall  yet, 

Ver.  I  ihall  look  for  ye 
The  next  Term,  Gentlemen. 

Fe d.  Thou  (halt  not  jnifs  ~us-2 
Prethee  provide  fomeCloaths,  and  daft  thou  hear  Ver  tig 9 
Commend  me  to  thy  Wife-*  I  want  fome  Shirks  too. 

Ver.  I  have  Chambers  for  ye  all. 

Lif.  They  are  too  mufty, 

When  they  are  clear  we’ll  come, 

Ver.  I  muft  be  patient 

And  provident,  i  {hall  never  get  home  elfs.  [Uxenm. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Otrante  and  Florimel. 

Otr.  Pretheebe  wifer  Wench,  thou  canft  not  (cape  me? 
Let  me  with  Love  and  Gentlenefs  enjoy  that 
That  may  be  dill  preferv’d  with  Love,  and  long’d  for ; 
If  violence  lay  rough  hold,  I  {hall  hate  thee, 

And  after  I  have  enjoy’d  thy  Maiden-head, 

Thou  wilt  appear  fo  ftale  and  ugly  to  ipe 
I  fhall  defpife  thee,  pa(t  thee  off 
Flor.  I  pfay  ye  Sir, 

Begin  it  now,  and  ope*t  your  Doors  to 
I  do  confefs  1  am  ugly  j  let  me  go,  Sir : 

4  G^pfey-girlf  Why  would  your  Eordihip  fouph  me? 

•  '  v  ■  ’  T  |  “  '  '  N  ‘  Fifi 
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Fie,  ’tis  not  noble :  I  am  homely  bred, 

Courfe,  and  unfit  for  you  *,  why  do  you  flatter  me  ? 
There  be  young  Ladies,  many  that  will  love  ye, 

That  will  dote  on  ye:  You  a  handfome  Gentleman, 
What  will  they  fay  when  once  they  know  your  Quality  F 
A  Lord,  a  Miller?  Take  your  Toal  Difh  with  ye, 

You  that  can  deal  with  Gudgeons,  and  courfe  Flower, 
’Tis  pity  you  fhould  tafte  what  Manchet  means } 

Is  this  fit,  Sir,  for  your  Repute  and  Honour? 

Otr.  I’ll  love  thee  ftill. 

Flo.  You  cannot,  there’s  no  Sympathy 
Between  our  Births,  or  Breeding,  Arts,  Conditions* 
And  where  thefe  are  at  Difference,  there’s  no  liking: 
This  Hour  it  may  be  I  feem  handfome  to  you, 

And  you  are  taken  with  Variety  fenjoy’d  me. 

More  than  with  Beauty  *,  to  Morrow  when  you  have 
T  our  Heat  and  Lull  all  wag’d,  and  come  to  examine 
Out  of  a  cold  and  penitent  Condition  fwith. 

What  you  have  done,  whom  you  have  fhar’d  you  Love 
Made  Partner  of  your  Bed,  how  it  will  vex  ye, 

How  you  will  curfe  the  Devil  that  betray’d  ye, 

And  what  fliall  become  of  me  then? 

Otr.  Wilt  thou  hear  me? 

Flo .  As  hafty  as  you  were  then  to  enjoy  me, 

As  precious  as  this  Beauty  fhew’d  unto  ye, 

\  ou'll  kick  me  out  of  Doors, you  will  Whore, and  ban  me  m7 
And  if  I  prove  with  Child  with  your  fair  Ifliie, 

Give  me  a  Penfion  of  five  Pound  a  Year 
To  breed  your  Heir  withal,  and  fo  good  fpeed  me. 

Otr.  i  ll  keep  thee  like  a  W ojxtan. 

Flo.  I’ll  keep  my  (elf.  Sir,  . 

Keep  my  felf  honeft,  Sir,  there’s  the  brave  keeping* 

If  you  will  marry  me. 

Otr.  Alas,  poor  FhrimcL 

Flo.  I  do  confefs  I  am  too  courfe  and  bafe,  Sir, 

1  o  be  your  Wife,  and  it  is  fit  you  fcorn  me, 

\  et  fuch  as  I  have  crown’d  the  Lives  of  great  ones : 

I  o  be  your  Whore  I  am  fure  I  am  too  worthy, 

(For  by  my  troth,  Sir,  I  am  truly  honeft) 

And  that’s  an  Honour  equal  to  your  Greatneft. 

Otr. 
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Otr.  I’ll  give  thee  what  thou  wilt. 

Flo.  Tempt  me  no  more  then.* 

Give  me  that  Peace,  and  then  you  give  abundance. 

1  know  you  do  but  try  me,  ye  are  noble. 

All  thefe  are  but  to  try  my  Modefty, 

If  you  fhould  find  me  eafie,  and  once  coming, 

I  fee  your  Eyes  already  how  they  would  fright  me; 

I  fee  your  honed:  Heart  how  it  would  fwell 
And  burfl  it  feif  into  a  Grief  again  ft  me. 

Your  Tongue  in  noble  Anger,  now,  even  now,  Sir, 
Ready  to  rip  my  loofe  Thoughts  to  the  Bottom, 

And  lay  my  Shame  unto  my  feif,  wide  open : 

You  are  a  r.oble  Lord,  you  pity  poor  Maids, 

The  People  are  mi  (taken  in  your  Courfes: 

You,  like  a  Father,  try  ’em  to  the  uttermoft, 

As  they  do  Gold,  you  purge  the  Drofs  from  them, 
And  make  them  il  me 

Otr .  T his  Cu n  n i n g  cannot  he!  p  y e : 

I  love  ye  to  enjoy:  I  have  ftollen  ye 
To  enjoy  ye  now,  not  to  be  fodi’d  with  Circumftance. 
Yield  willingly,  or  elfe— ■ — - 
Flo.  What  ? 

Otr.  I  will  force  ye. 

I  will  not  be  delay’d  •>  a  poor  bafe  Wench 
That  I,  in  cur te fie,  make  offer  to, 

Argue  with  me? 

Flo.  Do  not,  you  will  lofe  your  Labour, 

Do  not,  my  Lord,  it  will  become  ye  poorly : 

Your  Courtefie  may  do  much  on  my  Nature, 

For  I  am  kind  as  you  are,  and  as  tender  : 

If  you  compel,  I  have  my  Strengths  to  flye  to. 

My  honeft  Thoughts,  and  thofe  are  Guards  about  me: 
I  can  cry  too,  and  Noife  enough  I  dare  make, 

And  I  have  Curfes,  that  will  call  down  Thunder, 

For  all  I  am  a  poor  Wench,  Heav’n  will  hear  me: 

My  Body  you  may  force,  but  my  Will  never; 

And  be  fure  I  do  not  live  if  you  do  force  me. 

Or  have  no  Tongue  to  tell  your  beaftly  Story, 

For  if. I  have,  and  if  there  be  a  Juftice. 
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Otr.  Pray  ye  go  in  here :  I’ll  calm  my  felf  for  this  time. 
And  be  vouf  Friend  again. 

Tlor.  I  am  commanded.  [Exit. 

Otr.  You  cannot  fcape  me,  yet  I  mud  enjoy  ye, 

I’ll  lye  with  thy  Wit,  though  1  mifs  thy  Honeftyj 
Is  this  a  Wench  for  a  Boor’s  hungry  Bofoine? 

A  morfel  for  a  Peafant’s  bafe  Embraces? 

And  muffc  I  ftarve,  and  the  Meat  in  my  Mouth  ? 

HI  none  of  that* 

Enter  Ger  ado. 

Ger.  How  now  my  Lord,  how  fpeed  ye? 

Have  ye  done  the  Deed  ? 

Otr.  No,  pox  upon’t,  fhe  is  honed. 

Ger.  Honed,  what’s  that?  You  take  her  bare  denial. 
Was  there  ever  Wench  brought  up  in  a  Mill,  and  honed  ? 
That  were  a  wonder  worth  a  Chronicle. 

Is  your  Belief  fo  large  ?  What  did  fhe  fay  to  ye? 

Otr.  She  faid  her  Honedy  was  all  her  Dowry, 

And  preach’d  unto  me,  how  unfit,  and  homely, 

Nay  how  di (honourable  it  would  feem  in  me 
To  aft  my  Will,  popt  me  i’th’ Mouth  with  Modedy. 
Ger.  What  an  impudent  Quean  was  that?  Thai’s 
their  trick  ever. 

Otr.  And  then  difcours’d  to  me  very  learnedly, 

What  Fame  and  loud  Opinion  would  tell  of  me; 

A  Wife  fhe  touch’d  at 
Ger.  Out  upon  her  Varlet. 

Wasfhefobold?  Thefe  home-fpun  things  are  Evils, 
They’ll  tell  ye  athoufand  Lies,  if  you’ll  believe  ’em; 

And  dand  upon  their  Honours  like  great  Ladies, 

They’ll  fpeak  unhappily  too:  Good  words  to  cozen  ye. 
And  outwardly  feem  Saints,  they’ll  cry  down-right  alfo, 
But  ’tis  for  Anger  that  you  do  not  crufh  ’em. 

Did  fhe  not  talk  of  being  with  Child? 

Otr .  She  touch’d  at  it,  (fhip ; 

Ger.  The  trick  of  an  arrant  Whore  to  milk  your  *  ,  ;  . 
And  then  a  Fenfion  nam’d  ? 

Otr.  No,  no,  fhe  fcorn’d  it : 

I  offer’d  anything,  but  fhe  refus’d  all, 

Refus’d  it  with  a  confident  Hate, 
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Ger.  You  thought  fo,  ~ 

You  fhould  have  taken  her  then,  turn’d  heffand  tew’d  her 
Fth’  flrength  of  all  herRefolution,  flatter’d  her. 

And  fhak’d  her  ftubborn  Will  \  fjie  would  have  thank’d  ye. 
She  would  have  lov’d  ye  infinitely;  They  mull:  Teem  mo¬ 
lt  is  their  Parts ;  if  you  had  j/iaid  your  part.  Sir,  ("deft, 
And  handl’d  her  as  Men  do  unman’d  Hawks, 

Call  her,  andmalde  her  ju^in  good  clean  Linnen, 

And  there  have  coyedher, you  had  caught  her  heart-firings. 
Thefe  tough  Virginities  they  blow  like  white  Thorns, 

In  Storms  and  Tempefts, 

Otr.  She  is  beyond  all  this. 

As  cold,  and  harden’d,  as  the  Virgin  Cryftal. 

Ger .  Oh  force  her,  force  her.  Sir,  file  longs  to  be  ra-» 
Some  have  no  plcafure  but  in  Violence  j  (vifh’d ; 

To  be  torn  in  pieces  is  their  Paradife: 

’Tis  ordinary  in  our  Country,  Sir,  to  ravifh  alls 
They  will  not  give  a  penny  for  their  Sport 
Unlefs  they  be  put  to  it,  and  terribly. 

And  then  they  fwear  they’ll  hang  the  Man  comes  near  ’em, 
And  fwear  it  on  his  Lips  too. 

Otr.  No,  no  forcing, 

I  have  another  Courfe,  and  I  will  follow  it. 

I  command  you,  and  do  you  command  your  Fellows, 
That  when  you  fee  her  next,  difgrace  and  fcorn  her  5 
I’ll  feem  to  put  her  out  o’th’  Doors  o’th’  fudden. 

And  leave  her  to  Conjecture,  then  feize  on  her. 

Away,  be  ready  flraight. 

Ger.  We  jfhall  not  fail,  Sir.  {Exit. 

Otr.  Florimel. 

Enter  Florimel. 

Flor.  My  Lord. 

Otr.  I  am  fureyou  have  nowconfider’d, 

And  like  a  wife  Wench  weigh’d  a  Friend’s  difpleafure. 
Repented  your  proud  Thoughts,  and  call  your  Scorn  off. 

Flor.  My  Lord,  I  am  not  proud,  I  was  never  beautiful. 
Nor  fcorn  l  anything  that’s  juft  and  honeft. 

Otr.  Come,  to  be  fiiort,  can  ye  love  yet?  You  told  me 
Kindnefs  would  far  compel  ye ;  lam  kind  to  ye, 

Afrd  mean  to  exceed  that  way.  , 

Tier. 
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Flo.  I  told  ye  too,  Sir, 

As  far  as  it  agreed  with  Modefly, 

With  Honour,  and  withHonelly  I  would  yield  to  ve: 
Good  my  Lord,  take  fome  other  Theme for  Love  * 
Alas,  I  never  knew  yet  what  it  meant,  5 

And  on  the  fudde.n,  Sir,  to  run  through  Volumes 
Of  his  moft  myflick  Art,  5tis  moft  impoffible*, 

Nay,  to  begin  with  Lull,  which  is  an  Herefie, 

A  foul  one  too;  to  learn  that  in  my  Childhood : 

O  good  my  Lord. 

Otr.  You  will  not  out  of  this  Song, 

Your  Modefly,  and  Honefly,  is  that  all? 

1  will  not  force  ye. 

Flo.  Ye  are  too  noble,  Sir. 

Otr .  Nor  will  I  woo  ye  at  that  infinite  price 
It  may  be  you  expeft. 

FI s.  I  expeft  your  Pardon,  o'*  / 

And  a  Difcharge,  my  Lord,  that’s  all  I  look  for. 

Otr.  No,  nor  fall  fick  for  Love. 
f  Flo.  ’Tis  a  healthful  Year,  Sir. 

Otr.  Look  ye,  I’ll  turn  ye  out  o’doors,  and  fcorn  ye» 
Flo.  Thank  ye,  my  Lord. 

Otr .  A  proud  flight  Peat  I  found  ye, 

A  Fool,  it  may  be  too. 

•  Flo-.  An  honeft  Woman,  \ 

Good  my  Lord  think  me. 

Otr.  And  a  bafe  I  leave  ye, 

So  fare  ye  well.  {Exit. 

Enter  Geraflo  and  Servants.  (way, 

Ger.  W  hat  doll  thou  flay  for  ?  dofl  thou  not  know  the 
Thou  bafe  improvident  Whore? 

Flo.  Good  words,  pray  ye  Gentlemen, 
i  Ser .  Has  my  Lord  Imoak’d  ye  over,  good-wife  Miller? 
Is  your  Mill  broken,  that  you  Hand  fo  ufelels  ?  (fome, 
zSer.  An  impudent  Quean,  upon  my  life  Hie  is  unwhole¬ 
some  bafe  difearded  thing  my  Lord  has  found  her. 

He  would  not  have  turn’d  her  off  o’th’  fudden  elfe. 

Ger.  N ow  againfl  every  Sack,  my  honefl  Sweet-heart, 
With  every  Swig  and  Smug. 

Flo.  I  mull  be  patient. 

Ger. 
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Ger .  And  every  greafie  Gueft,  and  fweaty  Rafcal 
For  his  Royal  hire  between  his  Fingers,  Gentlewoman. 
1  Ser.  I  fear  thcu  hall  given  my  Lord  the_thou  damn’d 
thing. 

zSer.  1  havefeen  her  in  the  Stews. 

Ger.  T  he  Knave  her  Father 
Was  Bawd  to  her  there,  and  kept '‘a  Tipling  Houfe, 
You  mull  even  to  it  again  :  a  modell  Funftion. 

Flo.  If  ye  had  Honeity,  ye  would  not  ufe  me 
Thusbafely,  wretchedly,  though  your  Lord  bid  ye  y 
But  he  that  knows. 

Ger.  Away  thou  carted  impudence, 

You  Meat  for  every  Man  :  A  little  Meal 
Flung  in  your  Face,  makes  ye  appear  fo  proud. 

Flo.  This  is  inhuman.  Let  thefe  Tears  pcrfuade  you, 
If  ye  be  Men,  to  ufe  a  poor  Girl  better; 

I  wrong  not  you,  I  am  fare  I  call  you  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Otrante.  ......  I  /  .  ; 

...  -  .  > 

Otr.  W  hatbulinefsis  here  ?  away,  are  not  you  gone  yet  ? 
Flo.  My  Lord,  this  is  not  well :  altho’  you  hate  me. 
For  what  I  know  not,  to  let  your  People  wrong  me, 

Wrong  me  malicioully,  and  call  me- - 

Otr.  Peace, 

And  mark  me  what  we  fay  advifedly  ; 

Mark,  as  you  love  that  that  you  call  your  Credit? 

Yield  now,  or  you  are  undone ;  your  good  Name’s  perifli’d. 
Not  all  the  Werld  can  buy  your  Reputation*,  (ye, 
’Tis  funk  for  ever  elfe,  thefe  Peoples  Tongues  will  poifon 
Though  you  be  white  as  Innocence  they’ll  taint  ye, 
They  wiil  fpeak  terrible  and  hideous  things. 

And  People  in  this  Age  are  prone  to  credit. 

They’ll  let  fall  nothing  that  may  brand  a  Woman  } 

.  Confider  this,  and  then  be  wife  and  tremble, 

Yield  yet,  and  yet  Fil  fave  ye. 

Flo.  How  ? 

Otr.  I’ll  fhow  ye  *, 

Their  Mouths  Til  feal  up,  they  fhall  fpeak  no  more 
But  what  is  honourable  and  honed:  of  ye. 


And  Saintlike  they  fhall  worfhip  ye:  They  are  mine 
And  what  I  charge  them,  Florimel. 
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flor.  I  am  ruin’d, 

Heav  a  wili  regard  me  yet,  they  are  barbarous  Wretches ; 
Let  me  not  fall,  my  Lord, 

Otr,  You  fliall  not,  Florimel: 

Mark  how  V\l  work  your  Peace,  and  how  I  honour  yc. 
Who  waits  there?  come  all  in. 

Enter  Gerafto  and  Servants . 

Ger.  Your  pleafure,  Sir. 

Who  dare  fay  this  fweet  Beauty  is  not  heav’nly  ? 
This  Virgin,  the  moll  pure,  the  moll  untainted. 

The  holieft  thing?  J 

Ger.  We  know  it,  my  dear  Lord, 

We  are  her  Slaves;  and  that  proud  Impudence 
That  dares  difparage  her,  this  Sword,  my  Lord,  ("men, 

1  oer,  They  are  Rafcals,  bale,  the  Sons  of  common  Wo- 
1  hat  wrong  this  Virtue,  or  dare  own  a  thought 

But  fair  and  honourable  of  her;  when  we  flight  her, 
Hang  us,  or  cut’s  in  Pieces ;  let’s  tug  i’th’  Gallies. 

2  Ser,  Brand  us  for  Villains. 

Flor.  Why  fure  I  dream  ;  thefe  are  all  Saints. 

Otr.  Go,  and  live  all  her  Slaves. 

Ger.  Wc  are  proud  to  do  it.  [Exeunt. 

Utr.  What  think  ye  now  ?  Am  not  I  able,  FlorimeL 
Yet  to  prefer ve  ye? 

.  Fhr ;  t  am  bound  to  your  Lordfliip, 

Ye  are  all  Honour,  and  good  my  Lord  but  grant  me, 
ntil  to  Morrow,  leave  to  weigh  my  Fortunes, 

1 11  give  you  a  free  anfwer,  perhaps  a  pleafing, 

Indeed  I  il  do  the  bell  I  can  to  fatisfie  ye.  * 

Otr, Take  your  good  time;  this  Kifs,  till  then  fareweL 
svcn ■  ' 
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A  C  T  IV.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Antonio,  Martine,  and  Buftopha. 

Mar.TYY  all  means  difcharge  your  Follower. 

J3  Ant .  If  we  can  get  him  off}  Sirrah,  Buftopha^ 
Thou  mu  ft  needs  run  back. 

Bufl .  But  I  muft  not,  unlefs  you  fend 
A  Bier,  or  a  Lictor  at  my  Back,  I  do  not  ufe  to  run 
From  my  Friends. 

Ant .  Well,  go  will  ferve  turn  7  I  have  forgot. 

Buft.  What,  Sir ? 

Ant.  See  if  1  can  think  on’t  now. 

Bufl.  I  know  what  "tis  now. 

Ant.  A  Piftolet  of  that. 

Buft.  Done, you  have  forgot  a  Device  to  lend  me  away. 
You  are  going  a  fmocking  perhaps. 

Mar.  His  own,  due,  due  i’faith  Antonio , 

The  Piftolet  *s  his  own. 

Ant.  I  confefs  it. 

There  ’tis  \  now  if  you  could  afford  out  of  it 
A  reafonable  Excufe  to  mine  Uncle. 

Bufl.  Yes,  I  can. 

But  an  Excufe  will  not  ferve  your  turn:  it  muft  be  a  Lye, 
A  full  Lye, ’twill  do  no  good  elfe  }  if  you’ll  go  to 
The  price  of  that? 

Ant.  Is  a  Lye  dearer  than  an  Excufe  ? 

Bufl .  Oh,  treble  *  this  is  the  price  of  an  Excufe;  but 
a  Lye  is  two  more  } 

Look  how  many  Foils  go  to  a  fair  Fall, fo  many  Excufes  to 
A  full  Lye,  and  lefs  cannot  ferve  your  turn,  let  any  Tailor 
j  1’th’Town  make  it. 

Mar.  Why  ’tis  reasonable,  give  him  his  Price: 
j  Let  it  be  large  enough  now, 

Bufl.  I’ll  warrant  you,  coyer  him  all  oven 

Ant.  I  would  have  proof  of  one  now.  i(Pardon 

Buft.  What  ?  fcale  my  invention  before  hand  ?  you  (hall 
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Me  for  that ,  well,l’il  commend  you  to  your  Uncle,  and 
Tell  him  you’ll  be  at  home  at  Supper  with  him. 

Ant .  By  no  means,  I  cannot  come  to  Wight,  Man. 
Buji.\  know  that  too, you  do  not  know  a  Lye  when  you 
Alar.  Remember  it  mult  Aretch  for  all  Night.  (Tee  it. 

Baft.  I  lhall  want  fluff,  I  doubt  ’twill  come  to  the 
other  Fiftolet. 

Ant.  Well,  lay  out,  you  fhall  be  no  lofer,  Sir. 
hnft *  It  mufl  be  faced,  you  know, there  will  be  a  yard 
of  Di Simulation  f lined 

AtlcuA,  City-meafuie,  and  cut  upon  an  Untroth  or  two  2 
With  Fables,  that  mufl  needs  be,  cold  Weather’s  co¬ 
ming  $  if  it  had 

A  Gallon  of  Hypocrifie,  ’twould  do  well  *  and  hooked 
J  ogether  with  a  Couple  of  Conceits, 

That’s  neceflity  $  well,  I’ll  bring  in  my  fdone 

Bill:  I’ll  warrant  you  as  fair  a  Lye  by  that  time  I  have 
With  it,  as  any  Gentleman  i’th’ Town  can  1  wear  to,  if  he 
Would  betray  his  Lord  and  Mafter.  [Exit. 

Ant.  So,  fo,  this  neceflary  trouble’s  over. 

Mar.  I  would  you  had  bought  an  Excufe  of  him 
Before  he  went  5  you’ll  want  one  for  Ifmenia. 

•dm*  Tiifli,  there  needs  none, there’s  no  Sulpicion  yet. 
And  I’ll  be  arm’d  before  the  next  Encounter, 

In  a  faft  tye  with  my  fair  Ifabel.  1 

Enter  Bu  flop  ha. 

Mar.  Yes,  you’ll  End  your  Errand  is  before younow. 
BujL  Oh  Gentlemen,  look  to  your  felves,  ye  are 
Men  of  another  W odd  elfe  *  your  Enemies  are  upon  you  j 
The  old  Houle  of  the  Bell  ides  will  fall  upon  your  Heads: 
Signior  Lifauro. 

Ant.  Lifauro  ? 

Bufi.  And  Don  what  call  you  him?  he’s  a  Gentleman  : 
/et  he  has  but  a  Yeoman’s  Name, 

Lon  Tarfo ,  Tarfo ,  and  a  dozen  at  their  Eleels. 

^nt.  Lifauro ,  Tarfo ,  nor  a  dozen  more 
ShaJ  fright  me  from  my  Ground,  nor  lliun  my  Path, 
Let  cm  come  on  in  their  ablefl  fury. 

Afar.  1  is  worthily  refolved  3  I’ll  fland  by  you,  Sir, 
This  way,  i  am  thy  true  Friend.  fbecome  of  you. 

Bufl.  I’ll  be  gone,  Sir,  that  one  may  live  to  tel)  what’s 

Put 
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Put  up,  put  upj  will  you  never  learn  to  know  a  Lye 
From  an  Efofs  Fables  ? 

There’s  a  T afte  for  you  now.  [ Exit. 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta. 

Mar .  Look,  Sir,  what  time  of  Day  is  it  ?  fnow; 
Ant .  I  know  not, my  Eyes  go  faife,l  dare  not  trull  ’em 
I  prethee  tell  me,  Martin,  if  thou  can’ll, 

Is  that  Ifmenia  or  Ifabella  ? 

Mar.  This  is  the  Lady,  forget  not  Ifabella . 

Ant.  If  this  Face  may  be  borrowed  and  lent  out. 

If  it  can  Ihift  Shoulders,  and  take  other  Tyres, 

So,  ’tis  mine  where-e’er  I  find  it. 

Ifm.  Be  fudden.  [ Exit  Aminta. 

I  cannot  hold  out  long. 

Alar.  Believe’t,  die  frowns. 

Ant .  Let  it  come,  die  cannot  frown  me  off  on’t  j 
How  prettily  it  wooes  me  to  come  nearer? 

How  do  you  do,  Lady,  lince  yellerday’s  Pains? 

Were  you  not  weary?  of  my  faith - * - — 

Ifm .  I  think  you  were. 

Ant.  What,  Lady? 

Ifm .  Weary  of  your  Faith  ’tis  a  burthen 
That  Men  faint  under,  though  they  bear  little  of  it. 

Mar .  So,  this  is  to  the  purpofe. 

Ant.  You  came  home 
In  a  fair  hour,  I  hope? 

Enter  Aminta. 

Ifm.  From  whence,  Sir  ? 

Am.  Sir,  there’s  a  Gentlewoman  without  deli  res  to 
fpeak  with  you.  (fence 

Ant .  They  were  pretty  homely  Toys  $  but  your  Pre« 
Made  them  illudrious. 

Ifm .  My  Coudn  fpeaks  to  you. 

Am.  A  Gentlewoman,  Sir,  Ifabella 
She  names  her  felf. 

Mar.  So,  fo,  it  hits  finely  now. 

Ant.  Name  your  felf  how  you  pleafe  j  fpeak  what 
111  hear  you  cheerfully  ( you  pleafe, 

Ifm.  You  are  not  well, 

Requeft  her  in,  die  may  have  more  acquaintance 
With  his  Paflions,  and  better  cure  for  ’em.  Am. 
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She’s  nice  in  that,  Madam ;  poor  Soul,  it 
She’s  fearful  of  your  Difpleafure. 

Ifm.  m  ^uit  her 

From  that  prefently,  and  bring  her  in  my  felf. 

Mar.  How  carelefly  do  you  behave  your  felf. 
When  you  ftioukl  call  all  your  beft  Faculties 
To  counfel  in  you  ?  how  will  you  anfwer 
The  breach  you  made  with  fair  Ifmenia ? 

Have  you  forgot  the  retrograde  Vow  you  took 
With  her,  that  now  is  come  in  evidence? 

You’il  die  upon  yourfhame,  you  need  no  more 
Enemies  of  theHoufe,  but  the  Lady  now  ; 

You  fliali  have  your  difpatch. 

Enter  Ifmenia  like  Juno. 

Ant.  Give  me  that  Face, 

And  I  am  fatisfied,  upon  whofe  Shoulders 
So  e’er  it  grows;  Junoy  deliver  us 
Out  of  this  amazement  \  Befecch  you  Goddefs 
Tell  us  of  our  Friends,  how  does  Ifmenia  ? 

And  how  does  Ifabella  f  both  in  good  Health 
I  hcfpe,  as  you  your  felf  are. 

Ifm.  I  am  at  far  theft 
In  my  counterfeit  j  my  Antonio , 

I  have  matter  againft  you  may  need  Pardon, 

As  I  mull  crave  of  you. 

Ant .  Obferve  you,  Sir, 

What  Evidence  is  come  againft  me?  What  think 
The  Hydra- headed  Jury  will  fay  to’c  ? 

Mar .  Tis  I  am  fool’d. 

My  Hopes  are  pour’d  into  the  bottomlefs  tubs. 

*  Fis  labour  for  the  Houfe  of  Bel  tides ; 

1  muft  not  feem  fo  yet  >  but  in  footh,  Lady, 

Lid  you  imagine  your  changeable  Face 
Hid  you  from  me?  By  this  Hand  1  knew  you. 

Ant.  1  went  by  the  Face  ;  and  by  thefe  Eyes  I 
Might  have  been  deceived. 

■  Ifm.  You  might  indeed,  Antonio , 

F&r  this  Gentleman  did  vow  to  Ifabelta? 

That  he  it  was  that  lov’d  Ifmenia^ 

And  not  Antonio  ? 
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Mar.  Good,  was  not  that 

A  manifeft  Gonfcffion  that  I  knew  you  ? 

I  elfe  had  been  unjuft  unto  my  F riend : 

’Twas  well  remembred,  there  I  found  you  01% 

And  fpeak  your  Confcience  now. 

Ant.  But  did  he  fo  proteft  ? 

Ifm.  Yes,  I  vow  to  you,  had  Antonio 

Wedded  Ifabella ,  Ifmenia 

Had  not  been  loft,  there  had  been  her  Lover. 

Ant.  Why  much  good  do  you  Friend  5  take  her  to  you  \ 

I  crave  but  one,  here  have  I  my  W  ifh  full, 

I  am  glad  we  ftiall  be  fo  near  Neighbours. 

Mar.  Take  both  Six^Juno  to  boot  $  threeParts  in  one3 

St.  Hilarie  blels  you,  now  Opportunity 

Beware  to  meet  with  Falihood,  if  thou  canft 

Shun  it,  my  Friends  Faith’s  turning  from  him. 

Ifm .  Might  1  not  juftly  accufe  Antonio 

For  a  Love- wanderer?  You  know  no  other 

But  me,  for  another,  and  confefs  Troth  now? 

Ant.  Here  was  my  Guide,  where-e’er  1  find  thisFace^ 

I  am  a  Lover,  marry,  I  mu  ft  not  mifs 

This  Freckle  then,  I  have  the  number  of ’em, 

Nor  this  Dimple,  nor  a  Silk  from  this  Brow, 

I  carry  the  full  Idea  ever  with  me  : 

If  Nature  can  fo  punftually  parallel, 

I  may  be  cozened.  . 

Ifm.  W ell,  all  this  is  even  ; 

But  now,  to  perfect  all,  our  Love  muft  now 

Come  to  our  Enemies  Hands,  where  neither  Part 

Will  ever  give  Confent  to’t.  -  • 

Ant .  Moft  certain  • 

_  £ 

For  which  Reafon  it  muft  not  be  put  to  ’em ; 

Have  we  not  Prevention  in  our  own  Hands? 

Shall  I  walk  by  the  Tree,  defire  the  Fruit, 

Yet  be  fo  nice  to  pull  ’till  I  ask  Leave 
Of  the  churlifti  Gard’ner,  that  will  deny  me? 

Ifm.  O  Antonio  \ 

Ant.  ’Tis  manners  to  fall  to 
W  hen  Grace  is  Laid. 

Ifm.  That  holy  Aft’s  to  come.] 

Vol,  V,  '  U  Mar. 
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Mar .  You  may  open  an  Oyfter  or  two  before  Grace. 
Ant .  Are  there  not  double  Vows,  as  valuable 
And  as  well  fpoke  as  any  Friar  utters  ? 

Heav’n  has  heard  all. 

Ifm.  Yes*  but  ftays  the  Blefling, 

’Till  all  dues  be  done  m?  Heav’n  is  not  ferv’d  by  halfs. 
We  lhall  have  ne’er  a  Father’s  Bleffing  here, 

Let  us  not  lofe  the  better  from  above. 

Ant .  You  take  up  Weapons  of  unequal  Force, 

It  fhows  you  cowardly  *  hark  in  your  Ear. 

Amin.  Have  1  loft  all  Employment  ?  Would  this  Proffer 
Had  been  to  me,  though  I  had  paid  it 
With  a  reafonable  Penance. 

Mar .  Have  I  pa  ft 

All  thy  Fore-Lock,  Time?  I’ll  ftretch  a  long  Arm 
But  I’ll  catch  hold  again  *  do  but  look  back 
Over  thy  Shoulder,  and  have  a  pull  at  thee. 

Ifm.  1  hear  you,  Sir,  nor  can  1  hear  too  much 
While  you  fpeak  well:  You  know  th’accuftom’d Place 
Of  our  Night-parley*  if  you  can  afcend, 

The  Window  lhall  receive  you*  you  may  find  there 
A  corrupted  Church-man  to  bid  you  welcome. 

I  Ant .  I  would  meet  no  other  Man. 

I  Ifm.  Aminta ,  you  hear  this. 

/  Amin .  With  Joy,  Madam,  ’caufe  it  pleafes  you. 

It  may  be  mine  own  Cafe  another  time : 

Now  you  go  the  right  way,  ask  the  Banes  out, 

Put  it  paft  Father,  or  Friends,  to  forbid  it, 

And  then  you’re  fure.  Sir,  your  Hymen  Taper 
I’ll  light  up  for  you;  the  Window  fhall  fhow  you 
The  way  to  Sejios. 

Ant.  I’ll  venture  drowning. 

Mar.  The  Simile  holds  not*  ’tis  hanging  rather. 

You  muft  afcend  your  Caftle  by  a  Ladder  * 

■To  the  Foot  I’ll  bring  you. 

Ant.  Leave  me  to  climb  it. 

Mar %  If  I  do  turn  you  off? 

Ant.  ’Till  Night  fare wel: 

[Then  better. 
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IJrn.  Beft  it  fhould  be  } 

But  peevifli  Hatred  keeps  back  that  Degree.  [Exeunt* 
Mar .  I  never  look’d  fo  fmooth  as  now  I  purpofe  -* 
And  then  beware:  Knave  is  at  word  of  Knave 
When  he  fmiles  beft,  and  the  moft  feems  to  fave.  [Exit: 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  J ulio. 

Jul.  My  Mind’s  unquiet ;  while  Antoni® 

My  Nephew’s  abroad,  my  Heart  is  not  at  home. 

Only  my  Fears  ftay  with  me^  bad  Company, 

But  I  cannot  fhift  ’em  off.  This  Hatred 
Betwixt  the  Houfe  of  Betides  and  us, 

Is  not  fair  War*  ’tis  civil,  but  uncivil. 

We  are  near  Neighbours,  were  of  Love  as  near, 

9Till  a  crofs  Mifeonftru&ion  f’twas  no  more 
In  confcience)  put  us  fo  farafunder  : 

I  would  ’twere  reconcil’d  $  it  has  iafted 
Too  many  Sun-fets,  if  Grace  might  moderate  : 

Man  fhould  not  lofe  fo  many  Days  of  Peace, 

To  fatisfie  the  Anger  of  one  Minute. 

I  could  repent  it  heartily.  I  fent 
The  Knave  to  attend  my  Antonio  too, 

,Yet  he  returns  no  Comfort  to  me  neither. 

Enter  Buftopha. 

BuJI.  No,  l  muft  not. 

Jul.  Ha,  he’s  come. 

Bufl.  I  muft  not,  ’twill  break  his  Heart  to  hear  it. 
Jul.  How  Pthere’s  bad  Tidings  .*  1  muft  obfcure  and  hear 
He  will  not  tell  me  for  freaking  of  my  Heart,  fit* 
7 Tis  half  fpLt  already. 

Bufl.  I  have  fpy’dhim:  Now  to  knock  down  a  Don 
with  a  Lie,  a  filly  harmlefs  Life ;  ’twill  be  valiantly  done, 
and  nobly  perhaps. 

Jul.  I  cannot  hear  him  now. 

Bufl.  O  thebloody  Days  that  we  live  in*,  theenviousi 
malicious,  deadly  Days  that  we  draw  Breath  in/ 

Jul.  Now  I  hear  too  loud. 

U  %  Bufl ; 
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Buft.  The  Children  that  ever  fhall  be  born  may  rue  its 
for  Men  that  are  flam  now,  might  have  liv’d  to  have  got 
Children,  that  might  have  curs’d  their  Fathers. 

Jul.  Oh,  my  Pofterity  is  ruin’d. 

Buft.  Oh  fweet  Antonio . 

Jul.  O  dear  Antonio. 

Buft .  Yet  it  was  nobly  done  of  both  Parts;  When  he 
and  Lifauro  met. 

Jul.  Oh,  Death  has  parted  ’em. 

Buft.  Welcome  my  mortal  Foe,  fays  one;  Welcome 
my  deadly  Enemy,  fays  the  others  off  go  their  Doublets, 
they  in  their  Shirts, and  their  Swords  ftark  naked; here 
lyes  Antonio ,  hgre  lyes  Lifauro  s  he  comes  upon  him  with 
an£r;//roer^,that  he  puts  by  with  a  funfta  reverfa-,  Li¬ 
fauro  recoils  me  two  Paces  and  fome  fix  Inches  back, 
takes  his  Carrere,  and  then  on. 

Jul.  Oh. 

Buft.  Runs  Antonio  quite  through. 

Jul  Oh  Villain, 

Buft.  Quite  through  between  the  Arm  and  the  Body, 
lo  yet  he  had  no  Hurt  at  that  Bout. 

Jul.  Goodnefs  be  prais’d. 

Buft .  But  then,  at  next  Encounter,  he  fetches  me  up 
Lifauro -y  Lifauro  makes  out  a  long  at  him,  which  he 
thinking  to  be  a  Paffadoj  Antonio's  Foot  flipping,  down, 
oh  down. 


Jul.  O  now  thou  art  loft. 

Buft.  Oh,  but  the  quality  of  the  thing  both  Gem 
tlemen,  both  Sfanifh  Chriftians,  yet  one  Man  to  flied. 

Jul .  Say  his  Enemies  Blood. 

Buft.  His  Hair,  may  come  by  divers  Cafiialtics,  though 
he  never  go  into  the  Field  with  his  Foe  ;  but  a  Man  to 
lofe  nine  Ounces  and  two  Drams  of  Blood  at  one  Wound, 
thiiteen  and  a  Scruple  at  another,  and  to  live  ’till  he  die 
in  cold  Blood}  yet  the  Surgeon,  that  cur’d  him,  faid 
u  P.  a 'Water  had  not  been  perhh’d,  he  had  been  a  live 
Man  ’till  this  Day. 


Jul.  I  here  he  concludes  he  is*gone. 

Buft.  But  all  this  is  nothing;  Now  I  come  to  the  Point. 
Jul  Ay,  the  Point,  that’s  deadly;  the  ancient  Blow 
Over  the  Buckler,  ne’er  went  half  fo  deep.  Bujl 
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Bufl.  Yet  Pity  bids  me  keeps  in  my  Charity  *,  for  me  to 
pull  an  old  Man’s  Ears  from  his  Head  with  telling  of  a  Tale: 
Oh  foul  Tale!  No,  be  filentTale.  Farthermore,  there  is 
the  Charge  of  Burial;  every  one  will  cry  Blacks,  Blacks, 
that  had  but  the  leaft  Finger  dipt  in  his  Blood,  though  ten 
Degrees  remov’d  when  ’twas  done.  Moreover,  the 
Surgeon  (that  made  an  end  of  hi  my  wil  be  paid  :  Sugar¬ 
plums  and  Sweet-Breads; yet  I  fay, the  Man  may  recover 
again,  and  die  in  his  Bed. 

Jul.  What  motly  Stuff  is  this?  Sirrah,  fpeak  truth. 
What  hath  befallen  my  dear  Antonio  ? 

Reftrain  your  Pity  in  concealing  it: 

Tell  me  the  Danger  full;  take  off  your  Care 
Of  my  receiving  it;  Pill  me  that  way, 

Til  forgive  my  Death;  what  thou  keep’ftback  from  Truth 
Thou  fhalt  fpeak  in  Pain ;  do  not  look  to  find 
A  Limb  in  his  right  Place,  a  Bone  unbroke. 

Nor  fo  much  Flefh  unbroil’d  of  all  that  Mountain, 

As  a  Worm  might  fup  on;  difpatch,  or  be  difpatch’d. 

Bufl.  Alas, Sir,l know  nothing,butthat^«^/oisaMan 
of  God’s  making  to  thisHour,’ tis  not  two  fincel  left  him  fo. 

Jul.  W  here  didft  thou  leave  him  ? 

Bufl,  In  the  fame  Cloaths  he  had  on  when  he  went 

Jul.  Does  he  live?  (from  you, 

Bufl.  I  faw  him  drink. 

Jul.  Is  he  not  wounded? 

Bufl.  He  may  have  Cut  i’th’  Leg  by  this  time;  for  a 
Don  Martin  and  he  were  at  whole  flalhes. 

Jul.  Met  he  not  with  Lfaurol 

Bufl.  I  do  nor  know  her. 

Jul.  Her  ?  Lfaitro  is  a  Man,  as  he  is. 

Bufl.  I  faw  ne’er  a  Man  like  him. 

Didft  thou  not  difcourfe  a  Fight  betwixt  Antonio 
and  Li  fancier  ? 

Bufl.  Ay,  to  my  felf;  I  hope  a  Man  may  give  himfelf  the 
Lie  if  it  pleafe  him. 

Jul.  Didft  thou  lye  then  ? 

Bufl.  As  fure  as  you  live  now. 

Jul.  I  live  the  happier  by  it:  When  will  he  return  ? 

t  ’  *  ’  *-  ' 

D  J  Bufl a 
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Buft.  That  he  fent  me  to  tell  you,  within  thefe  ten  Days 
at  fartheft. 

Jul  Ten  Days?  he’s  not  wont  to  be  abfcnt  two. 
Buft.  Nor  I  think  he  will  not,  he  laid  he  would  beat 
home  to  Morrow,  but  1  love  to  fpeak  within  my  Com pafs. 
3W.Youfhallfpeakwithin  mine, Sir, now. Within  there. 

Enter  Servants . 

Take  this  Fellow  into  Cuftody,  keep  him  fafe, 

I  charge  you. 

Buft.  Safe?  Do  you  hear?  take  notice  what  Plight  you 
find  me  in,  if  there  want  but  a  Collop  or  a  Stake  o’me, 
look  to’t. 

JuL  If  my  Nephew  return  not  in  his  Health  to  Morrow, 
Thou  goeft  to  th’  Rack. 

Buft  .Let  me  go  to  th’  Manger  firft  ;  I  had  rather  eat  Oats 
than  Hay.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Be  Hides  with  a  Letter. 

Bel  By  your  Leave,  Sir. 

Jul.  For  ought  I  know  yet,  you  are  welcome,  Sir. 
Bel.  Read  that,  and  tell  me  fo ;  or  if  thy  Speftaclesbe  not 
Keep  thy  Nofe  unfadi’d,  and  ope  thine  Ears  $  feafie, 
I  can  fpeak  thee  the  Contents,  I  made  ’em ; 

?  Fis  a  Challenge,  a  fair  one,  I’ll  maintain’t: 

I  fcorn  to  hire  my  Second  to  deliver^, 

I  bring’t  my  felf:  Doft  know  me,  Julio! 

Jul.  Bellides  ? 

Bel.  Yes 5  is  not  thy  Hair  on  end  now  ? 

Jul.  Somewhat  amaz’d  at  thy  rafh  Hardinefs  j 
How  durfl  thou  come  fo  near  thine  Enemy  ? 

Bel.  Durfl  ? 

I  dare  come  nearer  5  thou’rt  a  Fool,  Julio; 

Jul.  Take  it  home  to  thee,  with  a  Knave  to  boot. 
Bel.  Knave  to  thy  Teeth  again  ;  and  all  that's  quit : 
Cive  me  not  a  Fool  more  than  I  give  thee, 

Or  if  thou  dofl,  look  to  hear  on’t  again. 

Jul.  What  an  Encounter’s  this? 

Bel.  A  noble  one : 

My  Hand  is  to  my  Words,  thou  haft  it  there, 

There  I  do  challenge  thee,  if  thou  dar’fl  be 

Good  Friends  with  me;  or  I’ll  proclaim  thee  coward. 

Jul. 
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Jul.  Be  Friends  with  thee  ? 

Bel.  I’ll  (hew  thee  reafons  for’t : 

A  pair  of  old  Coxcombs  ( now  we  go  together j 
Such  as  fhould  ftand  examples  of  Difcretion, 

The  rules  of  Grammar  to  unwilling  Youth 
To  take  out  Leffons  by  ;  we  that  fhould  check 
And  quench  the  raging  fire  in  others  Bloods, 

We  ftrike  the  Battel  to  Deftrudfcion? 

Read  ’em  the  black  Art  ?  and  make  ’em  believe 
It  is  Divinity?  Heathens,  are  we  not? 

Speak  thy  Confcience,  how  haft  thou  flept  this  Months 
Since  this  Fiend  haunted  us  ? 

Jul .  Sure  fome  good  Angel 
Was  with  us  both  laft  Night:  fpeak  thou  Truth  now, 
Was  it  not  laft  Night’s  motion  ? 

Bel .  Doft  not  think  , 

I  would  not  lay  hold  of  it  at  firft  proffer  ? 

Should  I  ne’er  fleep  again? 

Jul .  Take  not  all  from  me  % 

I’ll  tell  the  Do&rine  of  my  Villon. 

Say  that  Lifauro ,  beft  of  thy  Blood, 

Or  any  one,  the  leaft  aliyed  to  thee, 

Should  be  the  prey  unto  Antonio's  Sword, 

Or  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Bellides  ? 

Bel.  Mine  was  the  juft  inverftonj  on,  on.  (row, 

Jul.  How  would  thine  Eyes  have  emptied  thee  in  Sor- 
And  left  the  Conduit  of  Nature  dry? 

Thy  hands  have  turn’d  rebellious  to  the  Balls, 

And  broke  the  Glaffes,  with  thine  own  curfes 
Have  torn  thy  Soul,  left  thee  a  Statue 
To  propagate  thy  next  Pofterity. 

Bel.  Yes,  and  thou  earner :  fo  it  faid  tome,  (Friends, 
They  fight  but  your  mifehiefs  ;  the  young  Men  were 
As  is  the  Life  and  Blood  coagulate, 

And  curded  in  one  Body;  but  this  is  yours. 

An  Inheritance  that  you  have  gather’d  for  ’em, 

A  Legacy  of  Blood  to  kill  each  other 
Throughout  your  Generations.  W as’t  not  fo  ? 

Jul.  Word  for  word. 

Bel.  Nay,  I  can  go  farther  yet. 

U  4 


Ju  l 


z  5  7  2,  The  Maid  in  the  Milt. 

Jul.  Tis  far  enough  ;  let  us  attone  it  here; 

And  in  a  reconciled  Circle  fold 
Our  Friendfhip  new  again. 

Bel.  The  Sign’s  in  Gemini , 

An  aufpicicus  Houfe,  ’thas  join’d  both  ours  again. 

Jul. You  cannot  proclaim  me  Coward  now, Don  Bellides. 
Bel.  No ;  thou’ rt  a  valiant  Fellow,  fo  am  I  : 

I’ll  fight  with  thee  at  this  Hug,  to  the  laft  Leg 
I  have  to  Hand  on,  or  Breath  or  Life  left. 

Jul.  This  is  the  Salt  unto  Humanity, 

And  keeps  it  fweet. 

Bel.  Love !  oh  Life  {links  without  it- 
I  can  tell  you  News. 

Jul.  Good  has  long  been  wanting. 

Bel.  I  do  fufpeft,  and  I  have  fome  Proof  on’t, 

(So  far  as  a  Love-Epiftle  comes  to) 

That  Antonio  (your  NephewJ  and  my  Daughter 
Ifmenia  are  very  good  Friends  before  us. 

Jul.  That  were  a  double  Wall  about  our  Houfes, 
Which  I  could  with  were  built. 

Bel.  I  had  it 

From  Antonio's  Intimate,  Don  Martin  : 

And  yet,  methought,  it  was  no  friendly  Part 
To  fhow  it  me. 

Jul.  Perhaps  ’twas  his  Confent: 

Lovers  have  Policies  as  well  as  Statefmen: 

They  look  not  always  at  the  Mark  they  aim  at. 

Bel.  We’ll  take  up  Cudgels, and  have  one  bout  with  ’em, 
They  lhall  know  nothing  of  this  Union, 

And  ’till  they  find  themfelves  moft  defperate, 

Succour  fhall  never  fee  ’em. 

Jul.  Ill  take  your  part,  Sir* 

Bel.  It  grows  late;  there’s  a  happv  Day  pafl  us. 

Jul.  The  Example  I  hope  to  all  behind  it.  [Exeunt: 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Aminta  above,  with  a  Taper. 

Amin.  Stand  fair, light  of  Love,  which  Epithete  and 
Adds  to  thee  Honour,  to  me  it  would  be  Shame,  ( Place 

We 
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We  muft  be  weight  in  Love,  no  Grain  too  light} 
Thou  art  the  Land-mark,  but  if  Love  be  blind, 

(As  many  that  can  fee  have  fo  reported ) 

What  benefit  canft  thou  be  to  his  Darknefs? 

Love  is  a  Jewel  (Tome  fayj  ineftimable, 

But  hung  at  the  Ear,  deprives  our  own  fight, 

And  fo  it  ihines  to  others,  not  our  felves. 

I  fpeak  my  skill,  I  have  only  heard  on’t. 

But  I  could  wHh  a  nearer  Document  j 
Alas,  the  ignorant  defire  to  know : 

Some  fay  Love’s  but  a  Toy,  and  with  a  but. 

Now  m^thinks  I  fhould  love  it  ne’er  the  worfe, 

A  Toy  is  harmlefs  fure,  and  may  be  plaid  with, 

It  feldome  goes  without  his  adjun£t,  Pretty, 

A  pretty  Toy  we  fay,  ’tis  meeter  to  joy  too. 

Well,  here  may  be  a  mad  Night  yet  for  all  this, 

Here’s  a  Prieft  ready,  and  a  Lady  ready  $ 

A  Chamber  ready,  and  a  Bed  ready, 

?Tis  then  but  making  unready,  and  that’s  foon  done : 
My  Lady  is  my  Coufin  j  I  my  felf } 

Which  is  neareft  then?  My  Defires  are  mine. 

Say  they  be  hers  too,  is’t  a  hanging  matter  ? 

It  may  be  ventur’d  in  a  worfer  caufe, 

I  muft  go  queftion  with  my  Confidence: 

I  have  the  word}  Centinel,  do  thou  ftand. 

Thou  ftialt  not  need  to  call.  I’ll  be  at  hand.  [Exit. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martin. 

Ant .  Are  we  not  dog’d  behind  us,  think’ft  thou, Friend  ? 
Mar.  I  heard  not  one  bark,  Sir. 

Ant.  There  are  that  bite 

And  bark  not,  Man*  methought  I  fpy’d  two  Fellows 
That  through  two  Streets  together  walk’d  aloof, 

And  wore  their  Eyes  fufpicioufiy  upon  us. 

Mar .  Your  Jealoufie,  nothing  elfe}  or  fuch  perhaps 
As  are  afraid  as  much  of  us,  who  knows 
But  about  the  like  bufinefs  ?  but  for  your  fears  fake, 

I’ll  advife  and  intreat  one  courtefie. 

Ant .  What’s  that,  Friend? 

Mar .  I  will  not  be  denied.  Sir, 

Change  your  upper  Garments  with  me. 
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Ant .  It  needs  not. 

Mar.  I  think  fo  too,  but  I  will  have  it  fo, 

If  you  dare  truft  me  with  the  better.  Sir. 

Ant.  Nay  then. 

Mar .  If  there  fhould  be  danger  towards, 

There  will  be  the  main  mark  I’m  fure. 

Ant.  Here  thou  tak’ft  from  me. 
r  Mar.  Tufh,  the  General 
Muft  be  fafe,  how-e’er  the  Battel  goes : 

See  you  the  Beacon  yonder? 

Ant.  Yes,  we  are  near  lhore. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen  with  Weapons  drawn ,  they  fet  upon 
Martin :  Antonio  purfues  them  out  in  refcue  of  Martin. 
Mar.  Come,  land,  land,  you  muft  clamber  by  the  Cliff, 
Here  are  no  Stairs  to  rife  by. 

Ant.  Ay,  are  you  there  ?  [Fight  and  Exeunt . 

Enter  Aminta  above^and  Martin  return'd  againafcends . 
Amin.  Antonio  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  Ifmenia. 

Amin.  Thine  own. 

Mar.  Quench  the  light,  thine  Eyes  are  guides  illuftrious. 
Amin.  ?Tis  neceftary.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Mar .  Y our  Legs  hav e  fav’d  your  lives,  whoe’er  you  are* 
Friend?  Martin?  where  art  thou?  not  hurt  I  hope: 
Sure  I  was  fartheft  in  the  purfuit  of  ’em : 

My  Pleafures  are  forgotten  through  my  Fears. 

The  Light’s  exrindt,  it  was  difcreetly  done; 

They  could  not  but  have  notice  of  the  Broil, 

And  fearing  that  might  call  up  Company, 

Have  carefully  prevented,  and  clofed  up.* 

I  do  commend  the  heed ;  oh,  but  my  Friend, 

I  fear  his  hurt:  Friend  ?  Friend?  it  cannot  be 
So  mortal,  that  I  fhould  lofe  thee  quite,  Friend  ? 

A  groan,  any  thing  that  may  difcover  thee  : 

Thou  art  not  funk  fo  far,  but  I  might  hear  thee<r 
I’ll  Ly  mine  Ear  as  low  as  thou  canft  fall  : 

Friend,  Don  Martin ,  I  muft  anfwer  for  thee, 

*  I  was  in  my  caufe  thou  fell’ ft,  if  thou  be’ft  down* 

Such  Dangers  hand  betwixt  us  and  our  Joys, 
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That  fhould  we  forethink  e*er  we  undertake. 

We’d  fit  at  home,  and  fave.  What  a  Night’s  here  ? 
Purpos’d  for  fo  much  Joy,  and  now  difpos’d 
To  fo  much  Wretchednefs  ?  I  fhall  riot  reft  in’t: 

If  l  had  all  my  Pleafures  there  within, 

I  Should  not  entertain  ’em  with  a  Smile. 

Good  night  to  you :  Mine  will  be  black  and  fad, 

A  Friend  cannot,  a  Woman  may  be  bad.  [Exit. 


ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta. 

Ifm.  Thou  falfe. 

Amin.  Do  your  daring’ft,  he’s  mine  own. 
Soul  and  Body  mine,  Church  and  Chamber  mine. 
Totally  mine. 

Ifm.  Dar’ft  thou  face  thy  Falftiood  ? 

Amin .  Shall  1  not  give  a  welcome  to  my  Willies 
Come  home  fo  ftveetly  ?  Farewel  your  Company 
’Till  you  be  calmer,  Woman.  [Exit. 

Ifm.  Oh  what  a  heap 
Of  Mifery  has  one  Night  brought  with  it. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ?  do  you  turn  your  ftiame  from  me  ? 
You’re  a  blind  Adulterefs,  you  know  you  are. 

Ifm.  Ho  w’s  that,  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  ’Till  I  have  Vengeance, 

Your  Sin’s  not  pardonable*.  I’ll  have  him, 

If  Hell  hide  him  not  5  you’ve  had  your  laft  of  him.  [Ext 
Ifm.  What  did  he  fpeak?  I  underftood  him  not, 

He  call’d  me  a  foul  Name,  it  was  not  mine, 

He  took  me  for  another  fure. 

Enter  Bellides. 

Bel .  Ha?  are  you  there? 

Where’s  your  Sweetheart  ?  I  have  found  you  Tray  tor 
To  my  Houfe  :  wilt  league  with  mine  Enemy? 

You’ll  &ed  his  Blood,  you’ll  Ciy :  hah?  will  you  fo  ? 

And 
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And  fight  with  your  Heels  upwards?  No,  Minion' 

1  have  a  Husband  for  you,  fince  you’re  fo  rank 
And  fuch  a  Husband  as  thou  /halt  like  him. 

Whether  thou  wilt  or  no :  Antonin? 

Jfm.  It  Thunders  with  the  Storm  now. 

Bel .  And  to  Night 

I’ll  have  it  difpatch’d ;  I’ll  make  it  fure,  I, 

By  to  morrow  this  time  thy  Maiden-head 
Shall  not  be  worth  a  Chicken,  if  it  were 
Knockt  at  an  Out-cry:  Go,  I’ll  ha’ye  before  me: 
Shough,  though,  up  to  your  Coop,  Pea-hen. 

■  Jfm-  Then  I’ll  try  my  Wings.  [Exit. 

Bel.  Ay,  are  you  good  at  that?  flop,  flop  Thief,  flop 

* iere*  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Otrante,  and  Florimel  finging . 

Firft  SONG. 

Flo.  Now  having  Lei  fure ,  and  a  happy  Wind , 

'Thou  may  ft  at  Fie  a  fure  caufe  the  Stones  to  grind 9 
Sails  fpread ,  and  Grift  here  ready  to  he  ground , 
Fie,  ft  and  not  idly%  hat  let  the  Mill  go  round . 

Qtr.  W hy  doft  thou  fing  and  dance  thus  ?  why  fo  merry  ? 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  wantonly  upon  me? 

And  kifs  my  Hands? 

Flo.  If  I  were  high  enough, 

I  would  kifs  your  Lips  too. 

Otr .  Do,  this  is  fome  kindnefs, 

1  his  taftes  of  willingnefs$  nay,  you  may  kifs 
Still,  but  why  o’th’  fudden  now  does  the  fit  take  ye. 
Unoffer  d,  or  uncompefd?  why  thefe  fweet  Curtefies? 
Even  now  you  would  have  blufh’d  to  death  to  kifs  thus: 
Prithee  let  me  he  prepar’d  to  meet  thy  Kindnefs, 

I  fhall  be  unfurnifh’d  elfe  to  hold  thee  play,  Wench: 
Stay  now  a  little,  and  delay  your  Blefiings  % 

If  this  be  Love,  methinks  it  is  too  violent : 

If  you  repent  you  of  your  Stri&nefs  to  me, 

^  fodden,  it  wants  Circumftance. 

Flo.  Fye,  how  dull? 


Second 
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flow  long  {hall  I  pine  for  Love? 

How  long  {hall  I  fue  in  vain  ? 

How  long ,  like  the  Turtle-Dove , 

Shall  I  heavily  thus  complain  ? 

Shall  the  Sails  of  my  Love  J land  fill  ? 

Shall  the  Grifts  of  my  Hopes  be  unground  ? 
Oh  j  fity  oh  fiey  oh  fie9 

Let  the  Mffly  let  the  Mill  go  round . 


Otr .  Prithee  be  calm  a  little, 

Thou  mak’lt  me  wonder  *,  thou  that  wert  fo  ftrange. 
And  read  fuch  pious  Rules  to  my  Behaviour 
But  yefternight,  •  thou  that  wert  made  of  Modefiy, 
Shouldfl  in  a  few  fhort  Minutes  turn  thus  defperate^ 

Flo-  You  are  too  cold. 

Otr .  I  do  confefs  I  freeze  now, 

I  am  another  thing  all  over  me  : 

It  is  my  part  to  woo,  not  to  be  courted :  * 

Unfold  this  Riddle,  ’tis  to  me  a  wonder. 

That  now  o’th’  inftant  e’er  I  can  expert, 

E’er  I  can  turn  my  thoughts,  and  think  upon 
A  feparation  of  your  honelt  Carriage 
From  the  defires  of  Youth,  thus  wantonly. 

Thus  beyond  expe&ation. 

Flo.  I  will  tell  ye, 

And  tell  ye  ferioufly,  why  I  appear  thus, 

To  hold  ye  no  more  ignorant  and  blinded. 

1  have  no  Modeity,  I  am  truly  wanton  .• 

I  am  that  you  look  for,  Sir*  now  come  up  roundly  ; 

If  my  ftri£t  Face  and  counterfeited  Statelinefs 
Could  have  won  on  ye,  I  had  caught  ye  that  way,  (ye. 
And  you  fhould  never  have  come  to  have  known  who  hurt 
Prithee,  fweet  Count,  be  more  familiar  with  me. 
However  we  are  open  in  our  Natures, 

And  apt  to  more  defires  than  you  dare  meet  with. 

Yet  we  affect  to  lay  the  glofs  of  good  on’t: 

I  faw  you  touch  not  at  the  bait  of  Chaftity, 

And  that  it  grew  diftafteful  to  your  Palate 
To  appear  fo  holy,  therefore  I  take  my  true  fliape: 

Is  your  Bed  ready,  Sir?  you  fhall  quickly  find  me. 

Third 
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On  the  Bed  Til  throw  thee ,  throw  thee  down  ; 

Down  being  laid ,  JJjall  we  be  afraid 
To  try  the  Rights  that  belong  to  Love  ? 

No,  no,  there  I'll  woo  thee  with  a  Crown, 

Crown  our  Defires,  kindle  the  fires, 

When  Love  requires  we  Jhould  wanton  prove , 

We'll  kifs,  we'll  J port ,  we'll  laugh,  we'll  play , 

If  thou  comft  fhort,  for  thee  Til  flay : 

If  thou  unskilful  art  on  the  Ground, 

Til  kindly  teach ,  we'll  have  the  Mill  go  round, 

Otr.  Are  ye  no  Maid? 

Flo.  Alas,  my  Lord,  no  certain  j 
I  am  lorry  you  are  fo  innocent  to  think  fo„  j 

Is  this  an  Age  for  filly  Maids  to  thrive  in? 

It  is  fo  long  too  fince  I  loll  it,  Sir, 

That  1  have  no  belief  I  ever  was  one: 

What  fhould  you  do  with  Maiden-heads?  you  hate  ’em, 
They  are  p^evilh  petty  things,  that  hold  no  Game  up, 
]Nlo  Pleafure  neither,  they  are  fport  for  Surgeons  j 
Til  warrant  you  I’ll  fit  you  beyond  Maiden-head  : 

A  fair  and  eafie  way  Men  travel  right  in, 

And  with  Delight,  difeourfe,  and  twenty  Plealures, 
They  enjoy  their  Journey ;  mad  Men  creep  thro’  Hedges. 

Otr.  1  am  metamorphos’d  >  why  do  you  appear, 

I  conjure  ye,  beyond  Belief  thus  wanton  ? 

Flo .  Becaufe  I  would  give  ye  Pleafure  beyond  belief. 

Fourth  S  \  O;  N;  G. 

Think  me  ft  ill  in  my  Father's  Mill, 

Where  I  have  oft  been  found-a 
Thrown  on  my  Back,  on  a  well  fill'd  Sack , 

While  the  Mill  has  flill  gone  round-a: 

Trithee  Sirrah  try  thy  skill , 

And  again  let  the  Mill  go  round- a. 

Otr.  Then  you  have  Traded  ? 

11°.  T raded  ?  how  fliould  I  know  elfe  how  to  live,  Sir, 
And  how  to  fatisfie  fuch  Lords  as  you  are. 

Our  bell  Guells  and  our  richell  ?  * 
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Otr.  How  I  ITiake  now?  You  take  no  bafeMen? 

Flo.  Any  that  will  offer, 

All  manner  of  Men,  and  all  Religions,  Sir, 

We  touch  at  in  our  time}  all  States  and  Ages, 

We  exempt  none. 

Fifth  SONG. 

The  young  one ,  the  old  one ,  the  fearful ,  the  bold  one 
The  lame  one ,  though  ne'er  fo  unfound , 

The  Jew  or  the  Turk ,  have  leave  for  to  work , 

Tfe  whiljl  that  the  Mill  goes  round, ,  f 

Otr.  You  are  a  common  thing  then? 

Flo .  No  matter,  fince  you  have  your  private  Fleafure 
And  have  it  by  an  Artifl  excellent, 

Whether  I  am  thus,  or  thus,  your  Men  can  tell  ye. 

Otr.  My  Men?  Defend  me,  how  I  freeze  together. 
And  am  on  Ice?  do  I  bite  at  fuch  an  Orange 
After  my  Men  ?  I  am  preferred. 

Flo .  Why  flay  ye? 

Why  do  we  talk,  my  Lord,  and  lofe  our  time? 

Pleafure  was  made  for  Lips,  and  fweet  Embraces, 

Let  Lawyers  ufe  their  Tongues.  Pardon  my  Modefty, 
This  defperate  way  muft  help ;  or  I  am  miferable. 

Otr .  She  turns,  and  wipes  her  Face, fhe  weeps  for  certain. 
Some  new  way  now,  fhe  cannot  be  thus  beaflly. 

She  is  too  excellcent  fair  to  be  thus  impudent  .* 

She  knows  the  Elements  of  common  loolenefs, 

The  art  ofiewdnefs:  That,  that,  that,  how  now,  Sir? 

Enter  a  Servant . 

Ser.  The  King,  and’t  pleafe  your  Lord fh  ip,  is  alighted 
Clofe  at  the  Gate. 

Otr.  The  King  ? 

Ser.  And  calls  for  ye,  Sir.  Means  to  breakfafl  here  too, 
Flo.  Then  I  am  happy.  . 

Otr.  Stol’n  fo  fuddenly?  Go  lock  her  up. 

Lock  her  up  where  the  Courtiers  may  not  fee  her. 

Lock  her  up  clofely,  Sirrah,  in  my  Clofet. 

Ser.  I  will,  my  Lord }  what,  does  fhe  yield  yet?  [Ex, 
Otr.  Peace  .*  She  is  either  a  damn’d  Devil,  or  an  Angel 
No  noife,  upon  your  life,  Dame,  but  all  filence. 

Enter 
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Enter  King,  Lords ,  Vertigo,  Lifauro,  and  Terfo. 
Otr.  Your  Majefty  heaps  too  much  Honour  onme, 
With  fuch  delight  to  view  each  feveral  corner 
Of  a  rude  Pile  j  there’s  no  proportion  in’t,  Sir. 

Vhil.  Methinks  ’tis  handfome,  and  the  Rooms  along 
Are  neat,  and  well  contriv’d  ;  the  Gallery 
Stands  pleafantly  and  fweet :  What  Rooms  are  thefe? 
Otr .  They  are  fluttifh  ones. 

Vhil.  Nay,  1  muft  fee. 

Otr .  Pray  ye  do,  Sir, 

They  are  Lodging-chambers  over  a  homely  Garden.' 
Vhil.  Fit  ftiil,  and  handfome  *  very  well :  and  thofe  ? 
Otr.  Thofe  lead  to  the  other  fide  o’th’  Houfe,  and’t  like 
Vhil.  Let  me  fee  thofe.  (yCr 

Otr.  Ye  may,  the  Doors  are  open. 

What  would  this  View  mean?  1  am  half  fufpitious. 
Vhil.  This  little  Room  ? 

Otr .  ’Tis  mean*  a  Place  for  trafh,  Sir, 

For  rubbifh  of  the  Houfe. 

Vhil.  I  would  fee  this  too  ? 

I  will  fee  all. 

Otr .  I  befeech  your  Majefty, 

The  Savour  of  it,  and  the  coarfe  Appearance,  ('with  it, 
V hi l .  ’Tis  not  fo  bad,  you  would  not  offend  your  Houle 
Come,  let  me  fee. 

Otr.  Faith,  Sir. 

Vhil.  P faith  I  will  lee. 

Otr.  My  Groom  has  the  Key,  Sir,  and  ’tis  ten  to  one— 
Vhil,  But  I  will  fee  it :  Force  the  Lock,  my  Lords, 
There  be  Smiths  enough  to  mend  it:  I  perceive 
You  keep  fome  rare  things  here,  you  would  not  fhow.  Sir. 

Florimel  difcover'd , 

Ter.  Here’s  a  fair  Maid  indeed. 

Vhil .  By  my  Faith  is  file* 

A  handfome  Girl:  Come  forward,  do  not  fear,  Wench. 
Ay  marry,  here’s  aTreafure  worth  concealing: 

Call  in  the  Milter. 

Otr.  Then  1  am  difcover’d. 

I  confefs  all  before  the  Miller  comes,  Sir, 

*Twas  but  Intention,  from  all  Aft  I  am  clear  yet. 

Enter 
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Enter  Franio. 

Phil.  Is  this  your  Daughter  ? 

Fra .  Yes,  and’t  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 

Tk  is  is  the  Shape  of  her  ;  for  her  Subftance,  Sir, 
Whether  ftie  be  now  honourable  or  difhonourable, 

W hether  fhe  be  a  white  Rofe,or  a  Canker,  is  the  Queftion. 
I  thank  my  Lord,  he  made  bold  with  my  Philly, 

If  the  be  for  your  Pace,  you  had  bell:  preferve  her,  Sir, 
She  is  tender-mouth’d,  Jet  her  be  broken  handfomely. 
Phil  Maid,  were  you  ftollen? 

Flo .  I  went  not  willingly, 

And’t  pleafe  ycftir  Grace,  I  was  never  bred  fo  boldly. 

PhiL  How  has  he  us’d  ye  ? 

Flo .  Yet,  Sir,  very  nobly. 

Phil,  Be  fure  ye  tell  Truth  *,  and  befure,  my  Lord, 
You  have  not  wrong’d  her;  if  ye  have,  I  tell  ye 
You  have  loft  me,  and  your  felf  too;  fpeak  again,  Wench., 
Flo .  He  has  not  wrong’d  me.  Sir;  I  am  yet  a  Maid  : 
By  all  that’s  white  and  innocent,  I  am,  Sir; 

Only  I  fuffer’d  under  ftrong  Temptations 
The  Heat  of  Youth;  but  Heav’n  deliver’d  me. 

My  Lord,  1  am  no  Whore,  for  all  I  feign’d  it, 

And  feign’d  it  cunningly,  and  made  ye  loath  me  * 
"Twas  time  to  out-do  you;  I  had  been  robb’d  elfe, 

1  had  been  miferable,  but  I  forgive  ye. 

Phil.  What  Recompence  for  this? 

Otr .  A  great  one,  Sir, 

Firft  a  Repentance,  and  a  hearty  one. 

Forgive  me,  Sweet. 

Flo.  I  do,  my  Lord. 

Otr.  I  thank  ye; 

The  next  take  this,  and  thefe;  all  I  ha ve^FlormeL 
Flo.  No,  good  my  Lord,  thefe  often  corrupt  Maidens, 
I  dare  not  touch  at  thefe,  they  are  Lime  for  Virgins; 

But  if  you’ll  give  me - — 

Otr .  Any  thing  in  my  Power, 

Or  in  my  Purchafe. 

Flo .  Take  heed,  noble  Sir, 

You’ll  make  me  a  bold  Asker. 

Otr .  Ask  me  freely. 

Vol.  V.  X  Flo. 
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Flo.  Ask  you?  I  do  ask  you,  and  I  deferve  ye* 

I  have  kept  ye  from  a  crying  Sin  would  damn  ye 
To  Men  and  Time;  I  have  preferv’d  your  Credit, 

That  would  have  dy’d  to  all  Poderity  : 

CuTes  of  Maids  fhall  never  now  affftt  ye, 

Nor  Parents  bitter  Tears  make  your  Name  barren  : 

If  he  deferves  well  that  redeems  his  Country, 

And  as  a  Patriot  be  remem  bred  nobly, 

Nay,  fet  the  high  elf  j  may  not  I  be  worthy 

To  be  your  Friend,  that  have  preferv’d  your  Honour  ? 

On.  You  are,  and  thus  1  take  ye*  thus  I  feal  ye 
Mme  own,  and  only  mine. 

Fh'tl.  Count,  {he  deferves  ye, 

And  let  1 1  be  my  Happinefs  to  give  ye, 

I  have  given  a  virtuous  Maid,  now  I  dare  fay  it, 

’  1  is  more  than  Blood  ;  1T1  pay  her  Portion*  Sir, 

And’r  fhall  be  worthy  you. 

Fra.  i’ll  (ell  my  Mill, 

I’ll  pay  fotne  too  :  i’ll  pay  the  Fidlers, 

And  we’ll  have  all  i’th'Country  at  this  Wedding, 

Fray  let  me  give  her  too:,  here  my  Lord  take  her, 

Take  her  with  all  my  Heart,  and  kifs  her  freely  * 

W  on  Id  [  could  uive  you  all  this  Hand  has  ftoll’n  too, 
In  portion  with  her,  ’twculd  make  her  a  little  whiter. 
The  Wind  blows  fair  now,  get  me  a  young  Miller. 
Ver.  She  mud  have  new  Cioaths. 

Tir.  Yes. 

Ver.  Yes  marry  mud  fhe. 

If  c  pleafe  ye,  Madam,  let  me  fee  the  State  of  your  Body, 
I’ll  dr  you  indantly. 

Fhil.  Art  not  thou  gone  yet?  ('now, 

Fer.  And’t  pieafe  your  Grace, a  Gown,ahandfomeGown 
An-  Tent  (Town. 

Fhil.  Nav,  take  thy  Pleafure  of  her. 

Fer.  OfCmth  of  Tiffew  I  can  fit  ye,  Madam: 

My  Lords,  dand  out  o’th’  Light,  a  curious  Body, 
he  neated  Bod^  \r\  Spain  this  Day  5  with  embroider’d 
fnqu  int  Petticoat  of  fome  rich  Stuff,  (Flowers, 
eh  the  Kye :  \  have  a  thoofand  Fafhions. 

‘  O  Sleeve:  I’ll  dud y  all  Night,  Madam, 

.  iifie  your  Sleeve.  Otr . 
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Otr,  Do,  fuperftitious  Tailor, 

W  hen  ye  have  more  time. 

Flo .  Make  me  no  more  than  Woman, 

And  I  am  thine. 

Otr.  Sir,  haply  my  Wardrobe  with  your  help 
May  fit  her  inftantly ;  will  you  try  her? 

F'er.  If  I  fit  her  not,  your  Wardrobe  cannot. 

But  if  the  Fafhion  be  not  there,  you  marr  her. 

.  Enter  Antonio,  Conflable  and  Officers . 

Ant .  Is  my  Offence  fo  great,  e’er  I  be  convict, 

To  be  torn  with  Rafcals?  If  it  be  Law, 

Let  ’em  be  wild  Horfes  rather  than  thefe. 

Phil .  What’s  that?  f  Grace* 

Con .  This  is  a  Manfufpe£tedofMurther,ifit  pleafeyour 
.  PhiL  It  pleafes  me  not,  Friend  \  but  who  fufpe&s  him  ? 

Con.  We  that  are  your  Highnefs  extraordinary  Officers* 
We  that  have  taken  our  Oaths  to  maintain  you  in  Peace* 

Phil.  ’Twill  be  a  great  Charge  to  you. 

Con .  ’Tis  a  great  Charge  indeed  *  but  then  we  cal!  our 
Neighbours  to  help  us.  This  Gentleman  and  anot  her  were 
fallen  out  (yet  that’s  more  than  I  am  able  to  fay,  for  I  heard 
no  Words  between  ’em,  but  what  their  W  eapons  fpoke, 
clafh,  and  clatter,)  which  we  feeing,  came  with  our  Bills 
of  Government,  and  firft  knock  down  their  Weapons, 
and  then  the  Men, 

Phil.  And  this  you  did  to  keep  the  Peate? 

Con.  Yes,  and’t  like  your  Grace,  we  knock’d ’em  down 
to  keep  the  Peace -  This  we  laid  hold  on,  the  other  we  fee 
in  the  Stocks.  That  I  could  do  by  mine  own  Power, 
without  your  Majefty. 

Enter  Aminta. 

PhiL  How  fo,  Sir? 

Con.  I  am  a  Shooemaber  by  my  Trade. 

Ant .  Oh  my  Husband! 

Why  Hands  my  Husband  as  a  Man  endanger’d? 
Reftore  him  me,  as  you  are  merciful. 

I’ll  anfwer  for  him. 

Ant .  What  Woman’s  this?  what  Husband?  hold  thy 
I  know  thee  for  no  Wife.  ("bawling, 

Amin.  You  married  me  laft  Night. 

X  z  Ant . 
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Ant .  Thou  lyeffc :  I  neither  was  in  Church  nor  Houfe 
La  It  Night,  nor  (aw  I  thee  ja  thing  that  was  my  Friend, 
1  (corn  to  name  now,  was  with  Ifmenia , 

Like  a  Thief,  and  there  he  violated 
A  iacred  Trull.  This  thou  may’ft  know,  Aminta. 
Amin .  Are  not  you  he  ? 

Ant.  No,  nor  a  Fr.end  of  his: 

Would  1  had  kill’d  him  j  1  hope  I  have. 

Amin .  That  was  my  Husband,  Royal  Sir,  that  Man, 
That  excellent  Man. 

Enter  Bellides. 

Ant.  That  Villain,  that  Thief. 

Bel.  Have  I  caught  you,  Sir?  Weli  overtaken. 

This  is  mine  Enemy:  Pardon,  my  Soveraign. 

Phil .  Good  Charity,  to  crave  Pardon  for  your  Enemy. 
Bel.  Mine  own  Pardon,  Sir,  for  my  Joy’s  Rudenefs. 
In  what  Place  better  could  I  meet  my  Foe, 

And  both  of  us  fo  well  provided  too? 

He  with  fomc  black  blood- thirfty  Crime  upon  him, 
That  fe’er  the  Horfe-Leech  burft)  will  fuck  him  dry: 
I  with  a  fecond  Accufation, 

Enough  to  break  his  Neck,  if  need  fhould  be. 

And  then  to  have  even  Juftice  it  felf  to  right  us: 

How  ihould  1  make  my  Joys  a  little  civil, 

They  might  not  keep  this  Noife  ? 

A/tt.  Here  4s  fome  Hope. 

Should  the  Ax  be  dull,  the  Halter’s  preparing. 

Phii,  What’s  your  Accufation,Sir?  We  have  heard  the 

Enter  Julio.  (former. 

Bel.  Mine,  my  Lord?  A  llrong  one. 

Jiil.  A  falfe  one,  Sir, 

At  lead  malicious*,  an  Evidence 

Of  hatred  and  defpight;  He  would  accufe 

My  poor  Kinfman  of  that  he  never  dream’d  of* 

Nor  waking  faw,  the  dealing  of  Ids  Daughter, 

She  whom,  1  know,  he  would  not  look  upon. 

Speak  Antonio ,  didft  thou  ever  fee  her? 

Ant .  Yes,  Sir,  f  have  feen  her. 

Bel.  Ah  ha.  Friend  Julio. 
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A  *1,1  »,  ,  ,  ^ ^  an  unheedful 

An  accidental  View,  as  Men  fee  Multitudes 

That  the  next  Day  dare  not  precifely  fay  " 

^aw  that  Face,  or  that,  amongft  ’em  all. 
Didlt  thou  lo  look  on  her? 

Bel.  Guilty,  guilty : 

His  Looks  hang  themfelves. 

Phil.  Your  Patience,  Gentlemen. 

I  pray  you  tell  me  if  I  be  in  Error, 

I  may  ipeak  often  when  X  lliould  but  hear; 

This  is  l'ome  Show  you  would  prefent  us  with. 

And  f  do  interrupt  it ;  pray  you  fpeak, 

fit  feems  no  morej  Is’t  any  thing  but  a  Show  ? 

Bel.  My  Lord,  this  Gentlewoman  canlhow  you 
So  could  my  Daughter  too,  if  the  were  here: 
w  this  time  they  are  both  immodeft  enough  * 
She’s  fled  me,  and  I  accufe  this  Thief  for’t? 

Don  Martin ,  his  own  Friend’s  my  Tcitimonv. 

A  practis’d  Night- Work,  7 

Phil.  That  Martin's  the  other 
In  your  Cuftody;  he  was  forgotten;' 

Fetch  him  hither.  t  , 

Con  We’ll  bring  the  Stocks  and  all  elfe,  and’t 
your  Grace. 


zj  Sy 
Eye, 


all. 


Enter  Buftopha  and  Ifmenia. 

That  Man’s  my  Husband  certain,  inftead  of  this.- 
Both  would  have  deceiv’d,  and  both  beguil’d. 

,  ufl‘  Soli  hoh,  Miller, Miller,  look  out  Miller;  isthere 
neer  a  Miller  amongft  you  here,  Gentlemen? 

a  Fr?'  reS’  Sir’.„here  is  a  Miller  amongft  Gentlemen, 
A  Gentleman  Miller. 

Bie/l.  I  ftiouid  not  be  far  off then;  there  went  but  a  Pair 
i  Sheers  and  a  Bodkin  between  us, Will  you  to  work  Mil¬ 
ler  ?  Here’s  a  Maid  has  a  Sack  full  of  News  for  you  -  Sh  ill 

your  Stones  walk?  Will  you  grind.  Miller? 

Phil.  This  your  Son,  Franio  ? 

.Fra-  My  ungracious,  my  difobedient. 

My  unnatural,  my  Rebel  Son,  my  Lord. 

.ft.  Fie,  your  Hopper  runs  over,  Miller. 
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Fra.  Thi?  Villain  ("of my  own  Flcfh and  BloodJ  was  ac- 
To  the  ftealing  of  my  Daughter.  (ceflary 

Bufl.  Oh  Mountain, 

Shalt  thou  call  a  Molehil  a  Scab  upon  the  Face 
'  Of  the  Earth?  Though  a  Man  be  a  Thief,  ihall  a  Miller 
Him  fo  ?  Oh  egregious /  (call 

Jul.  Remember,  Sirrah,  who  you  fpeak  before. 

Bufl.  I  fpeak  before  a  Miller, 

A  Thief  in  Grains  for  he  fteals  Corn:  He  that  fteals 
A  Wench,  is  a  true  Man  to  him. 

Phil.  Can  you  prove  that  ?  you  may  help  another  Caufe 
that  was  in  pleading. 

Bufl.  I’ll  prove  it  ftrongly.  (wealth* 

He  that  fteals  Corn,  fteals  the  Bread  of  the  Common- 
He  that  fteals  a  Wench,  fteals  but  the  Flelh  ftheFlefh? 
Phil.  And  ho  w  is  the  Bread  ftealing  more  criminal  than 
Buft.  He  that  fteals  Bread,  fteals  that  which  is  lawful 
every  Day  : 

He  that  Heals  Flefh,  fteals  nothing  from  the  failing  Day: 
Ergo,  to  fteal  the  Bread  is  the  arranter  Theft. 

Phil.  This  is  to  fome  purpofe.  (full  .* 

Buft.  Again,  he  that  fteals  Fleili  fteals  for  his  own  Belly 
He  that  fteals  Bread,  robs  the  Guts  of  others: 

Ergo ,  The  arranter  Thief,  the  Bread  ftealer. 

Again,  he  that  fteals  Flcfh,  fteals  once,  and  gives  over  5 
yes,  and  often  pays  for  it;  the  other  fteals  every  Day  ^with¬ 
out  Satisfaction  :To  conclude, Brcad-ftealing  is  the  more 
capital  Crime,  for  what  he  fteals  he  puts  in  at  the  Head  : 
he  that  fteals  Flefh  ( as  the  Dutch  Author  fays)  puts  it  in 
at  the  Foot  (the  lower  Member .)  Will  you  go  as  you  are 
now,  Miller? 

?M.,How  has  this  fatisfy’d  you,  Don  Belli des . 

Bel  Nothing,  my  Lord,  my  Caufe  is  ferious. 

I  claim  a  Daughter  from  that  loving  Thief  there. 

Ant.  I  would  I  had  her  lor  you>  Sir. 

Bel.  Ah  ha,  Julio .  (Daughter? 

Jul.  How  faid  you,  Antonio  ?  WifhyoUj,  you  had  his 
Ant.  With  my  Soul  I  wifh  her;  and  my  Body 
Shall  perifhj  but  I’ll  enjoy  my  Souls  Wifti* 
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I  would  have  (lain  my  Friend  for  his  Deceit, 

But  I  do  find  his  own  Deceit  hath  paid  him. 

Jul.  Will  you  vex  my  Soul  forth?  no  other  Choice 
But  where  my  Hate  is  rooted  ?  Come  hither.  Girl, 
Whofe  pretty  Maid  art  thou? 

Jfmt  The  Child  of  a  poor  Man,  Sir. 

9  JvL  The  better  for  it.  With  my  Soveraignls  Leave, 
I’ll  wed  thee  to  this  Man,  will  he,  nilj  he. 

Phil.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  Ill  be  no  Love  Enforcer, 

I  ufe  no  Power  of  mine  unto  thofe  Ends, 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  have  him  ? 

Ifm.  Not  unlefs  he  love  me. 

Ant.  I  do  love  thee :  Farewel  $ll  other  Beauties, 

I  fettle  here 5  You  are  Jfmenia. 

Ifni.  The  fame  I  was  *  better,  nor  woffe,  Antonio . 
Ant.  I  Ha  all  have  your  Con  lent  here,  Pm  hire,  Sir. 
Bel.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir*,  nay,  if  you  accept  it, 
HI  do  this  Kindnels  to  mine  Enemy, 

And  give  her  as  a  Father. 

ftnt.  She’ll  thank  you  as  a  Daughter. 

Will  you  not,  If  went  a  ? 

Pel.  How?  Ifmenia  ? 

Ifm.  Your  Daughter,  Sir. 

Bel.  Is’t  poffible?  Away  you  feefele  witted  things, 
You  thought  you  had  caught  the  old  ones;  you  wade, you 
In  fhallow  Fords,  we  can  fwim,  we  j  look  here,  ( wacje 
We  made  the  Match  $  we  are  all  Friends,  good  Friends: 
Thin,  thin;  why  the  Fool  knew  all  this,  this  Fool, 
fin  ft.  Keep  that  to  your  ielf,  Sir  >  what  1  knew  1  knew  2 
This  Sack  is  a  Witnefs.  Miller,  this  is  not  for  yourthunw 
ming.  Here’s  gold  Lace  ;  you  may  fee  her  in  her  Holiday 
Cloaths  if  you  will  j  1  was  her  Wardrobe  Man. 

Enter  Martin,  Aminta,  Cop  ft  able,  and  Officers , 

Ant.  You  beguil’d  me  well,  Sir. 

Mar.  Did  you  fpeak  to  me.  Sir? 

Ant.  It  might  feeni  to  you,  Martin ,  year  Co;  f  c 
Has  quick  Ears. 

Mar .  My  Sight  was  a  little  dim  i’th’  Dark  i,  . ,  t. 

So  was  my  feeling  cozen’d;  yet. I’m  content; 

I  am  thg  better  Underftander  now, 
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I  know  my  Wife  wants  nothing  of  a  Woman? 

There  you’re  my  Junior . 

Ant.  You  are  not  hurt?  (fee. 

Mar.  Not  fhrewdly  hurt  j  I  have  good  FleiTito  heal  you 
Good  round  Flefh :  thefe  Cherries  will  be  worth  chopping, 
Crack  Stones  and  all*  1  fliould  not  give  much  to  boot 
To  ride  in  your  new,  and  you  in  my  old  ones  now. 

Ant.  You  mi  hake  the  Weapon:  Are  you  not  hurt  ? 
Mar.  A  little  Tcratch ;  but  Ifhali  claw  it  offwell  enough. 

Enter  Gillian. 

Gill.  I  can  no  longer  own  what  is  not  mine 
With  a  free  Confcience:  My  Liege,  your  Pardon. 

Phil.  For  what  ?  who  knows  this  Woman? 

Fra .  I  beh,  my  Lord, 

I  have  been  acquainted  with  her  thefe  forty  Summers, 
And  as  many  Winters,  were  it  Spring  again* 

She’s  like  the  Gout,  I  can  get  no  cure  for  her. 

Phil .  Oh,  your  Wife,  Franio  ?  ,  - 

Fra.  5Tis  oh  my  Wife  indeed,  my  Lord, 

A  painful  hitch  to  my  fide*  would  it  were  pick’d  out. 
Phil.  Well,  Sir,  your  filence. 

Eiffi.  W  ill  you  be  older  and  older  every  day  than  other  ? 
the  longer  you  live  the  older  hill?  Muhhis  Majehy  com¬ 
mand  your  Silence,  e’er  you’ll  hold  your  Tongue? 

_  Phil.  Your  reprehenfion  runs  into  the  fame  fault : 

Pray  Sir,  will  you  be  filent  ? 

Bujl.  l  have  told  him  of  this  before  now,  my  Liege,  but 
Age  will  have  his  couife,  and  his  weaknefles. 

Phil.  Good  Sir,  your  forbearance. 

PtUjt. "  And  his  frailties,  and  his  follies,  as  I  may  fay,  that 
cannot  hold  his  f  ongue  e’er  he  be  bidden. 

Phil.  Why  Sirrah? 

Bujl.'  But  1  believe  your  Majehy  will  not  be  long  trou- 
rt?ed  with  him :  I  hope  that  W oman  has  fomething  to  con* 

feis  will  hang  them  both. 

^  Phzl.  Sirrah,  you’ll  pull  your  Dehiny  upon  you, 

Ir  vou  ceafe  not  the  fooner. 

Fiji.  N  ay,  I  have  done,  my  Liege,  yet  it  grieves  me  that 
j  should  call  that  Man  Father,  that  fliould  be  fo  fhame- 
■eh,  that  being  commanded  to  hold  his  Tongue. 

Phil 
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Phil.  To  th’  Porter’s  Lodge  with  him. 

Bujl.  I  thank  your  Grace,  I  have  a  Friend  there. 

Phil.  Speak  Woman,  if  any  interruption  meet  thee 
more,  it  fhall  be  puniih’d  ftiarply. 

Gill.  Good  my  Liege,  I  dare  not, 

Ask  you  the  queftion  why  that  old  Man  weeps. 

Phil.  Who  ?  Count  Julio  ?  I  obferv’d  it  not. 

You  hear  the  queftion,  Sir,  will  you  give  thecaufe? 

Jul.  Oh  my  Lord,  it  hardly  will  get  paftage. 

It  is  a  Sorrow  of  that  greatnefs  grown, 

’Lefs  it  diflolve  in  Tears,  and  come  by  Parcels. 

Gill.  I’ll  help  you,  Sir,  in  the  delivery, 

And  bring  you  forth  a  joy.  You  loft  a  Daughter. 

Jul.  ’Twas  that  recounted  Thought  brought  forth 
thefe  Sorrows. 

Gill.  She’s  found  again.  Know  you  this  Mantle,  Sir? 

Jul  Hah? 

Gill.  Nay  leave  your  wonder,  I’ll  explain  it  to  you. 
This  did  enwrap  your  Child,  whom  ever  fince 
I  have  call’d  mine,  when  Nurfe  Amarav.ta , 

In  a  remove  from  Mora  to  Co  'duba , 

Was  feiz’d  on  by  a  fierce  and  hungry  Bear, 

She  was  the  Ravin’s  Prey,  as  Heav’n  fo  would, 

He  with  his  booty  fill’d,  forfook  the  Babe; 

All  this  was  in  my  fight;  and  fo  long  I  faw, 

Until  the  cruel  Creature  left  my  fight, 

At  which  advantage  1  adventur’d  me 
To  refeue  the  fweet  Lamb  :  1  did  it,  Sir, 

And  ever  fince  I  have  kept  back  your  Joy, 

And  made  it  mine :  but  Age  hath  wearied  me, 

And  bads  me  back  reftore  unto  the  Owner 
What  I  unjuftly  kept  thefe  fourteen  Years. 

Jul.  Oh,  thou  haft  ta'en  fo  many  Years  from  me. 
And  made  me  young  as  was  her  Birth-day  to  me. 

Oh,  good  my  Liege,  give  my  Joys  a  pardon, 

I  tnuft  go  pour  a  bleffing  on  my  Child, 

Which  here  would  be  too  rude  and  troublefome.  [Er. 

Phil.  Franio ,  you  knew  this  before. 

Bufl.  Oh,  oh  *,  Item  for  you,  Miller. 

Fra.  J  did,  my  Liege,  I  muft  confeft  I  did. 

And  I  confefs,  I  ne’er  would  have  confefs’d, 
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Usd  not  that  Woman  s  Tongue  begun  to  me  * 

We  poor  ones  love,  and  would  have  Comforts,  Sir- 
As  well  as  great;  rhis  is  no  ftrange  fault.  Sir, 

I  here’s  many  Men  keep  other  Men’s  Children, 

As  though  they  were  their  own. 

B*ft  It  may  ftretch  farther  yet,  1  befeech  you,  my  Liege, 
ler,chl^W  be  a  little  farther  examin’d;  Jet  thewords 
of  her  Conference  be  fearch’d,  I  would  know  how  Hie  came 
by  me.-  l  am  a  loft  Child,  if  I  be  theirs:  though  1  have 
been  brought  up  in  a  Mill,  yet  I  had  ever  a  mind,  me- 
theught,  to  be  a  greater  Man. 

Phil.  She  will  refolve  you'fure. 

Gtll  Ay,  ay,  Boy ;  thou  art  mine  own  Flelh  and  Blood, 
born  ot  mine  own  Body. 

Buff  Tis  very  unlikely  tlrat  fuch  a  Body  Ihould  bear  me  5 

m  ePr:r^tmthef^ilIerS’  Woman>  tell  the  truth, 
IV  ,^'tther  Ural  Uorgi  ve  thee,  whatfoever  he  was,  were  he 

SLquire’  or  CaPtain  5  lefs  he  Ihould  not  be. 

Gill.  1  hou  art  mine  own  Child,  Boy. 

tiujt.  And  was  the  Miller  my  Father  ? 

GtU  W  ouldft  thou  make  thy  Mothera  Whore, Knave  ? 

I  1  A?’  ‘,f  lle  ma  <e  me  a  Baftard.  The  Rack  muft 
make  her  confels,  my  Lord,  I  lhall  never  come  to  know 

„  -1  Txf'r  1  have  a  worlhipful  Mind  in  me  fure; 

nicthinks  loo  (corn  poor  h  oiks. 

‘  Enter  Otrante,  Florimel,  Julio,  <£r. 

Phil.  Here  comes  the  brighteft  glory  of  the  dav‘ 

Love  yoak’d  with  Love,  the  bell  Equalitv, 

Without  the  level  of  Pilate  or  Perfon. 

,,  Jn!  Vou  both  ftiall  be  rewarded  bountifully, 

”  e.  ,  be  a*kin  too  ;  Brother  and  Sifter 
on;  li  be  chang’d  with  us  ever. 

Tbanb  y°«>  Unklc,  my  Sifter  is  myCoufin  yet  at 
StiH  aft:  Fm?vd’  Sifterfofter-  If  I  had  known  the 
mann^of  H°UK  h  Ve,  al!ov^ed  ic>  tbo'->  hadrt  had  another 
thce  •  i>||  llusband  tuan,'hou  h^ft’  but  P)“ch  good  do 
f0>  ’  dancc  at  thy  W adding,  kifs  the  Bride,  and 

Jul.  Why,  how  now,  Sirrah  ? 

Buji: 


The  Maid  in  the  Mill.  i  j  p  i 

BhJI.  5Tis  lawful  now,  file’s  none  of  my  Sifter. 

It  was  a  Miller  and  a  Lord 
That  had  a  Scabbard  and  a  Sword, 

He  put  it  up  in  the  Country  word, 

The  Miller  and  his  Daughter. 
She  has  a  Face,  and  fhe  can  fing, 

She  has  a  Grace,  and  fhe  can  fpring, 

She  has  a  Place  with  another  thing, 

Tradoodle. 

Fra.  A  knavifh  Brother  of  yours,  my  Lord. 

Bufl.  Would  I  were  acquainted  with  your  Taylor,  no¬ 
ble  Brother. 

Otr.  You  may,  there  he  is :  mine,  newly  entertain’d. 
Ver.  If  you  have  any  work  for  me,  1  can  fit  you,  Sir, 
I  fitted  the  Lady. 

Buft .  My  Sifter,  Tailor  ?  what  fits  her  will  hardly  fit  me. 
Ver.  W  ho  fits  her  may  fit  you, Sir, the  Tailor  can  do  both. 
Bufl.  You  have  a  true  Yard,  Tailor. 

Per.  Ne’er  a  whit  too  long,  I  warrant  you. 

Bufl.  Then,  Tailor,  march  with  me  away, 

I  fcorn  thefe  Robes,  I  muft  be  gay, 

My  noble  Brother  he  fhall  pay 

Tom  Tailor.  [ Exeunt . 

Phil.  Your  recovered  Friendfhips  are  found.  Gentlemen  ? 
Bel.  At  Heart,  at  Heart,  my  Lord,  the  W orm  fhall  not 
Beyond  many  Ages  find  a  Breach  to  enter  at. 

Phil.  Thefe  Lovers  Unities  I  will  not  doubt  of: 

How  happy  have  you  made  our  Progrefs  then, 

To  be  the  witnefs  of  fuch  fair  Accords? 

Come>  now  we’ll  eat  with  you,  my  Lord  Otr  ante , 

’Tis  a  Charge  fav’d  j  you  muft  not  grudge  your  Gueft, 
’Tisboth  my  Welcome,  and  your  Wedding-Feaft. 

[Exeunt  omne-u 


V*  - 


,  ; .  •* 


-  r  wj.y> 


-  - 

■ 


m 


; 

■  * 


.  i  .. 


V> 


,  * 


SS.V  -  i 


<■  -  .  '  f  ‘  ■  \ 


*1  ”lf  - '  ’>  <ir|g  Sr# 
. 

V \  £.  ■  .  i  ":Wir 


■  &  v:  ju-cju 


* 


* 


*  - 


’ 

'  «.  •'«*  ► 
--F 

/  : 

■\  «•  •  it.  V 

t  '•  I  ■ 

5  V 


,  *  ‘  "  ' 


> 


'  7  '&  H 


r: 


w  3  r  f 


- 


■  *  *' 


*.  - 


;  i. 


•i  JT&  j  •  j 


■X 


J 


.  *  f 


« 


THE 


O  F 


MALTA 


Printed  in  the  Year  17 ii. 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

M  E  N. 


'Aletta y  the  grand  Afafter  of  Malta,. 
f  Miranda,  an  Italian  Gentleman,  the  Knight  ojfMalyi. 

Caftriot  t’J  Tw’°  Kn’&hts  °f the  Order. 

Mountferrat,  a  Knight  of  the  Order,  but  a  Villain. 
Gomcra,  A  deferving  Spanifh  Gentleman . 

Norandine,  a  valiant  merry  Dane,  Commander  in  chief 
of  the  Gallies  of  Malta. 

Collona,  alias  Angelo,  a  Captive  redeemed  from  the  Gal¬ 
lies,  and  beloved  of  Miranda. 

Rocca,  Servant  and  Inftrument  to  Mountferrat. 

Two  Bijhops . 

Soldiers. 

Corporal. 

Prifoners. 

Two  Marfhals. 

Voftor. 

One  of  the  Efguard, 

Servants, 


WOMEN. 

Oriana,  Sifter  to  Valetta,  and  Wife  of  Gomera. 

Velleda,  Attendant  on  Oriana. 

Zanthia,  alias  Abdella,  a  Moor  Servant  to  Oriana. 
Lufcinda,  a  beautiful  Turkiili  Woman,  contracled  to  An¬ 
gelo,  Pr if oner  to  Miranda. 

Two  Gentlewomen, 

The  SCENE  MALTA . 


THE 


Knight 


AC  T  I.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Mountferrat. 

MOUNTFERRAT. 

Ares  Ihe  defpife  me  thus  ?  me  that  with  Spoil 
And  hazardous  Exploits,  full  fixteen  Years 
Have  led  ( as  Hand-maids )  Fortune,  Vitto- 
Whom  the  Maltezi  call  my  Servitors  ?  fry, 
T empefts  1  have  fubdued,  and  fought  them 
calm, 

O  ut-lighten’d  Lightning  in  my  Chivalry? 

Rid  (tame  as  Patience J  Billows  that  kick’d  Hcav’n, 

Whiffl’d  enraged  Boreas  ’till  his  Gufts 

Were  grown  fo  gentle,  that  he  feerrfd  to  figh, 

Becaufe  he  could  not  fhow  the  Air  my  Keel, 

And  yet  1  cannot  conquer  her  bright  Eyes, 

Which  though  they  blaze  both  Comfort,  and  invite 
Neither  by  Force,  nor  Fraud  pafs  through  her  Ear 
(Whofe  Guard  is  onlyblufliing  Innocence) 

To  take  the  leaffc  Pofleffion  of  her  Heart; 

Did  I  attempt  her  with  a  Thread-bare  Name*  unapt 
with  meritorious  Aftions, 

She  might  with  Colour  difallow  my  Suit  ; 

But  by  the  Honour  of  this  Chrifflan  Crofs 
fin  Blood  of  Infidels  fo  often  dy’d) 

Which  mine  own  Soul  and  Sword  hath  fixed  here, 

And  neither  Favour,  nor  Birth’s  Privilege, 

Qriana 


t  j  96  7  he  Knight  of  Malta. 

Or i ana  {hall  confcis,  although  {he  be 
Valettas  Sifter,  our  Grand- mafter  here, 

The  Wages  of  fcorn’d  Love  is  baneful  Hate, 

And  if  I  rule  not  her,  i'll  rule  her  Fate. 

Rocca ,  my  trufty  Servant,  welcome. 

Enter  Rocca. 

Roc.  Sir, 

I  with  my  News  deferv’d  it :  haplefs  I 
That  being  lov’d,  and  trufted,  fail  to  bring 
The  loving  Anfwer  that  you  do  expedt.  (Tend  forth 
Mount.  Why  fpeak’ft  thou  from  me?  thy  pleas’d  Eyes 
Beams  brighter  than  the  Star  that  uftiers  day. 

Thy  Smiles  reftorc  fick  expectation. 

Roc.  I  bring  you,  Sir,  her  Smiles,  not  mine. 

Mount.  Her  Smiles? 

Why  they  are  Prefents  for  Kings  eldeft  Sons  j 
Great  Solyman ,  that  wearies  his  hot  Eyes 
But  to  perufe  his  deck’d  Seraglio , 

When  from  the  number  of  his  Concubines, 

He  chufeth  one  for  that  Night,  in  his  Pride 
Of  them,  Wives,  Wealth,  is  not  fo  rich  as  I 
In  this  one  Smile,  from  Oriana  fent. 

Roc .  Sir,  fare  ye  well. 

Mount.  Oh  Rocca!  thou  art  wife, 

And  wou’dft  not  have  the  torrent  of  my  Joy 
Ruin  me  headlong-,  aptly  thou  conceiv’d: 

If  one  reviving  fmile  can  raife  me  thus, 

What  trances  will  the  fweet  words  which  thou  bring’ft 
Caft  me  into  ?  I  felt,  my  deareft  Friend, 

No  more  my  Servant,  when  I  imployed  thee 
That  knew’ft  to  look,  and  fpeak  as  Lovers  ftiould. 

And  carry  faithfully  thy  Mafter’s  fighs, 

That  it  mull:  work  fome  heat  in  her  cold  Heart, 

And  all  my  Labours  now  come  fraugbted  home 
4With  ten-fold  Prize. 

Roc.  Will  you  yet  hear  me? 

Mount .  Y es 

But  take  heed,  gentle  Rocca ,  that  thou  doit 
Tenderly  by  degrees  aftault  mine  Ears 
With  her  content,  now  to  embrace  my  love  $ 
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For  thou  well  know’ll  1  have  been  fo  plung’d,  fo  torn 
With  her  refolv’d  Rejedl,  and  Neglect: 

That  to  report  her  foft  Acceptance  now. 

Will  ftupifie  Senfe  in  me,  if  not  kill: 

Why  fhew’ft  thou  this  Dillemper? 

Roc .  Draw  your  Sword, 

And  when  l  with  my  Breath  have  blalted  you, 

Kill  me  with  it  j 

1  bring  you  Smiles  of  Pity,  not'  Affe&ion, 

For  fuch  ike  fent. 

Mount .  Oh !  can  fhe  pity  me  ? 

Of  all  the  Paths  lead  to  a  Woman’s  Love, 

Pity’s  the  ftraighteft. 

Roc.  Waken  Sir,  and  know 
That  her  Contempt  (if  you  can  name  it  fo) 

Continues  ftill  \  fhe  bids  you  throw  your  Pearl 
Into  flrong  Streams,  and  hope  to  turn  them  fo, 

E’er  her  to  foul  Difhqnour;  write  your  Plaints 
In  Rocks  of  Coral  grown  above  the  Sea, 

Than  hope  to  foften  to  Compaflion, 

Or  change  their  modefl  Blufh  to  love-fick  Pale, 

E’er  work  her  to  your  impious  Requefts  5 

All  your  loofe  Thoughts  fhe  chides  you  home  again, 

But  with  fuch  calm  Behaviour,  and  mild  Looks, 

She  gentlier  denies  than  others  grant, 

For  juft:  as  others  love,  fo  doth  fhe  hate : 

She  fays,  that  by  your  Order  you  are  bound 
From  marrying  ever,  and  much  marvels  then 
You  would  thus  violate  her  and  your  own  Faith, 

That  being  the  Virgin  you  lhould  now  proteft, 
Hitherto  fhe  profefles  fhe  has  conceal’d 
Y our  luftful  Batteries,  but  the  next  ihe  vows. 

In  open  Hall,  before  the  honour’d  Crofs, 

And  her  great  Brother,  fhe  will  quite  difclofe, 

Calling  for  Juftice,  to  your  utter  Shame. 

Mount .  Hence,  find  the  Blackamoor  that  waits  upon 
Bring  her  unto  me,  ihe  doth  love  me  yet,  (her. 

And  I  muft  her  now,  at  leaft  feem  to  do  : 

Cupid i  thy  Brands  that  glow  thus  in  my  Veins, 

I  will  with  Blood  extinguifh— - Art  not  gone? 

Vol,  V.  Y 
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Shall  my  Defires,  like  Beggars,  wait  at  Door, 

Whilit  any  others  revel  in  her  Breaft? 

Sweat  on  my  Spirits*,  know  thou  trick’d  up  Toy, 

My  Love’s  a  violent  Flood,  where  art  thou  fall’n, 
Playing  with  which  Tide  thoud’ft  been  gently  tofs’d, 
Put  croffing  it,  thou  art  o’erwhelm’d,  and  loft. 

j Enter  Aftorius  and  Caftriot. 

Ca/l.  Monfieur,  good  Day. 

AJlo.  Good  morrow,  valiant  Knight, 

What,  are  you  for  this  great  Solemnity 
This  Morn  intended? 

Mount .  What  Solemnity? 

Afto.  The  invefting  of  the  Martial  Spaniard^ 

Veter  Gomera ,  with  our  Chriftian  Badge. 

Caft.  And  young  Miranda  the  Italian , 

Both  which  with  wondrous  Prowefs,and  great  Luck, 
Have  dat’d  and  done  for  Malta  fuch  high  Feats, 

That  not  one  Fort  in  it,  but  rings  their  Names 
As  loud  as  any  Man’s. 

Mount .  As  any  Man’s  ? 

Why,  we  have  fought  for  Alalta. 

Afto.  Yes,  Mount ferr at. 

No  bold  Knight  ever  paft  you,  but  we  wear 
The  Dignity  of  Chriftians  on  our  Breafts, 

And  have  a  long  time  triumph’d  for  our  Conquefts* 
Thefe  conquer’d  a  long  time,  not  triumph’d  yet. 

Mount.  Aftorius ,  you  are  a  moft  indulgent  Knight, 
Del  rafting  from  your  felf,  to  add  to  others, 

You  know  this  Title  is  the  Period 
To  ail  our  Labours,  the  Extremity 
Of  that  tall  Pyramid,  where  Honour  hangs. 

Which  we  with  Sweat  and  Agony  have  reach’d, 

And  fhould  not  then  fo  eafily  impart 
So  bright  a  Wreath  to  every  cheap  Defirt. 

Caft,  How  is  this  Frenchman  chang’d,  Aftorius ■? 
Some  fullen  Difcontent  pofieftes  him, 

That  makes  him  envy,  what  he  heretofore 
Did  moft  ingenioufly  but  emulate. 

Mount.  Oh  furious  Dcfire,  how  like  a  Whirl-wind 
Thou  hurricft  me  beyond  'mine  Honour’s  Point? 
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Out  of  my  Hearty  bafe  Luft,  or  Heart,  I  vow 
Thofe  Flames  that  heat  me  thus,  I’ll  burn  thee  in. 

Aft .  Do  ye  obferve  him  ? 

Mount.  What  News  of  the  Dane , 

That  valiant  Captain  Norandme  ? 

Caft.  He  fights  ilill, 

In  View  o’th’Town*  he  plays  the  Devil  with  ’em* 

And  they  the  Turks  with  him. 

Mount .  They’re  well  met  then, ’twere  Sin  to  fever ’em, 

Pi  ill - W  oman. - Memory- - - 

W ould  one  of  ye  would  leave  me. 

Afto.  Six  freih  Gallies 
I  in  St,  Angelo  from  the  Promontory 
This  Morn  defcry’d,  making  a  Girdle  for  him. 

But  our  great  Mailer  doth  intend  Relief 
This  prefent  Meeting*  will  you  walk  along? 

Mount .  Hum-—!  have  read.  Ladies  enjoy’d,  have  been 
The  Gulphs  of  worthiefl:  Men,  buried  their  Names, 
Their  former  Valour,  Bounty,  Beauty,  Virtue, 

And  font  ’em  {linking  to  untimely  Graves. 

I  that  cannot  enjoy,  by  her  Difdain, 

Am  like  to  prove  as  wretched*  Woman  then 
Checking  or  granting,  is  the  Grave  of  Men. 

Afto .  He’s  faying  of  his  Prayers  fure. 

Caft.  Will  you  go,  Sir? 

Mount.  I  cry  you  Mercy :  I  am  fo  tranfported 
(Your  Pardon,  noble  Brothers J  with  a  Buiinefs 
That  doth  concern  all  Malta ,  that  1  am 
(  Anon  you’ll  hear’t)  almoil  blind  and  deaf. 

Luil  neither  fees  nor  hears  ought  but  it  felf. 

But  1  will  follow  inilantly;  your  Crofs/ 

Afto.  Not  mine.  [ Dr  opt . 

Caft .  Nor  mine,  his  yours. 

Afto.  Caft .  Good  morrow,  Brother.  [ Exeunt . 

Mount .  White  innocent  Sign,  thou  doil  abhor  to  dwell 
So  near  the  dim  Thoughts  of  this  troubled  Bread. 

Enter  Zanthia, alias  Abdel, a,  with  two  Letters. 

Yet  l  mull  wear  thee  to  protect  my  Crimes, 

It  not  for  Confcience,  for  Hypoeriiie, 

Some  Churchmen  fo  wear  Caflocks:  Oh  my  Zambia • 

Y  2,  My 
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My  Pearl,  that  fcorns  a  Stain  !  I  muft  repent 
All  my  Neglcft  ;  let  me,  Ixion  like, 

Embrace  my  biack  Cloud,  fince  my  Juno  is 
So  wrathful,  and  averfe*,  thou  art  more  foft 
And  full  of  Dalliance  than  the  faireft  Flefll, 

And  far  more  loving. 

Zm.  Ay,  you  fay  fo  now  ;  i 

But  like  a  Property,  when  I  have  ferv’d 
Your  Turns,  you’ll  cad  me  off,  or  hang  me  up 
For  a  fign  fome where. 

Mount .  May  my  Life  then  forfake  me, 

Or  from  my  expe&ed  Blifs,  be  caft  to  Hell. 

Zan.  My  Tongue,  Sir,  cannot  lifp  to  meet  you  fo. 
Nor  my  black  Cheek  put  on  a  feigned  Blufh, 

To  make  me  feem  more  modeft  than  I  am. 

This.  Ground-Work  will  not  bear  adulterate  Red, 

Nor  artificial  White,  to  cozen  Love 

Thefe  dark  Locks  are  not  purchas’d,  nor  thefe  Teeth, 

For  every  Night,  they  are  my  Bedfellows; 

No  Bath,  no'blanching  Water,  fmoothing  Oils, 

Doth  mend  me  up;  and  yet  Mountferrat ,  kno\y, 

I  am  as  full  of  Pleafure  in  the  Touch 
As  e’er  a  wbite-fac’d  Puppet  of ’email, 
juicy,  and  firm;  unfkdge  ’em  of  their  Tires, 

Their  Wires,  their  Partlets,  Pins,  and  Perriwigs, 

And  they  appear  liSce  bald  Cootes,  in  the  Neft; 

I  can  asblithly  work  in  my  Love’s  Bed, 

And  deck  thy  fair  Neck,  with  thefe  jetty  Chains, 

Sing  thee  afleep,  being  weary’d;  and  refrefVd, 

With  the  fame  Organ^fteel  Sleep  off  again. 

Mount ,  Oh  my  black  Swan,  fleeker  than  CignetsPlufh, 
Sweeter  than  is  the  Sweet  of  Pomander,  i. " 

Breath’d  like  curl’d  Zephyrus ,  cooling  Lymon-Trees, 
Strait  as  young  Pines,  or  Cedars  in  the  Grove, 

Quickly  defeend  Lover’s  bed  Canopy, 

Still  Night;  for  Zanthta  doth  enamour  me 
Beyond  all  Continence  perpetrate,  dear  Wench, 

What  thou  haft  promis’d,  and  I  vow  by  Heav’n, 
Malta,  I’ll  leave  in’t  my  Honours  here. 
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And  in  fome  other  Country,  Zambia  make 
My  Wife,  and  my  beft  Fortune. 

Zan .  From  this  Hope, 

Here  is  an  Anfwer  to  that  Letter,  which 
I  lately  fhew’d  you  lent  from  Tripoly, 

By  the  great  Bafha ,  which  importunes  her 
Love  unto  him,  and  Treachery  to  the  liland; 

Which  willfhe  undertake,  by  Mahomet 
The  Turk  there  vows,  on  his  bleil  Alchoran , 

Marriage  unto  her:  This  the  Mailer  knows. 

But  is  refolv’d  of  her  Integrity, 

As  well  as  he  may,  fweet  Lady”,  yet  for  Love, 

For  love  of  thee  Moantferrat ,  (Oh  !  what  Chains 
Of  Deity,  or  Duty  can  hold  Love?) 

I  have  this  Anfwer  fram’d,  fo  like* her  Hand 
As  if  it  had  been  moulded  off*  returning 
The  Bafha' s  Letter  fafe  into  her  Pocket ; 

What  will  you  do  with  it,  your  Telf  beft  knows  $ 
Farewel,  keep  my  true  Heart,  keep  true  your  V o  ws.[Er/>. 

Mount .  ’Till  I  be  Dull,  my  Zambia^  be  confirm’d^ 
Sparrows,  and  Doves,  fit  coupling  ?twixt  thy  Lips. 

It  is  not  Love,  but  ilrong  Libidinous  Will 
That  triumphs  o’er  me,  and  to  fatiate  that, 

What  Difference  ’twixt  this  Moor^  and  her  fair  Dame? 
Night  makes  their  Hues  alike,  their  Ufe  is  fo; 

Whofe  Hand  is  fo  fubtle,  he  can  Colours  name. 

If  he  do  wink,  and  touch  ’em  ?  Luft  being  blind, 

Never  in  Women  did  Diftinftion  find.  \_Exh, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  two  Gentlewomen .  ("Love? 

1  Gent.  But  i’faith  dofl  thou  think  my  Lady  was  never  in 

2  Gent.  I  rather  think  fhe  was  ever  in  Love,  in  perfeft 

1  Gent.  I  mean,  with  all  the  World.  (Charity. 

2  Gent .  A  moil  chriflian  Anfwer,  I  promife  you, 

2  Gent.  But  I  mean  in  Love  with  a  Man. 

2  Gent.  With  a  Man?  What  elfe  ?  would’flhave  her 
in  Love  with  a  Beall  ? 

i  Gent. You  are  fome  what  quiclr,but  if  ihewere,itwereno 
President  j  did  you  never  read  of  Europa ,  the  fair, that  leapt 
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A  Bull,  that  leapt  the  Sea,  that  fwum  to  Land,  and  then 
z  Gent .  Oh  Heav’ns,  a  Bull?  (leapt  her 

i  Gent .  Yes,  a  white  Bull.  (hold 

z  Gent.  Lord, how  could  fhe  fit  him?  Where  did  fhe 
i  Gent .  W  hy,  by  the  Horn,  fince  which  time,  no  Wo¬ 
man,  almod,  is 

Contented,  ’till  fhe  have  a  Horn  of  her  own,  to  hold  by. 
z  Gent.  Thou  art  very  knavifh.  (thou  marry? 

1  Gent.  And  thou  very  foolifh  ;  but  Sirrah, why  dod  not 

2  Gent.  Becaufe  I  would  be  no  Man’s  Loooking-Glafs  ? 
i  Gent.  As  how  ? 

2 Gent .  As  thus,  there  is  no  W ife,if  fhe  be  good  and  true, 
will  honour,  and  obey,  but  mud  refiefl:  the  true  Counte¬ 
nance  of  her  Husband  upon  him:,  if  he  look  fad  upon  her, 
ihe  mull  not  look  merrily  upon  him :  If  he  look  merrily, 
ihe  mull  not  fcrrowfully,  elfe  lhe  is  a  falfe  Glafs,  and  fit 
for  nothing  but  breaking:  His  Anger  mull  not  be  her  Difi- 
content*  his  Pleafureher  Delight :  If  he  weep,  ihe  mud 
cry :  if  he  laugh,  file  mull  fhow  her  Teeth  ;  if  he  be  fick, 
ihe  mull  not  be  in  Health  *  if  he  eat  Caudles,  fne  mufb  eat 
Pottage,  (lie  mull  have  no  proper  Pafiion  of  her  own*  and 
is  not  this  a  Tyranny? 

1  Gent.  Yes,  idaith,  Marriage  may  well  be  called  a  Yoak ; 
Wives  then  are  but  like  fuperficial  Lines  in  Geometry, 
that  have  no  proper  Motion  of  their  own,  but  as  their  Bo¬ 
dies  their  Husbands  move*,  yet  1  know  feme  Wives,  that 
are  never  freely  merry,  nor  truly  pleafed,  but  when  they 
are  fan  he  ft  off*  their  Husbands. 

2  Gent.  That’s  becaufe  the  Moongoverns’em,whichhath 
moil  Light  and  fiiines  brighteft,the  more  remote  it  is  from 
the  Sun  *  and  contrary,  is  more  fullen,  dim,  and  fhows  lead 
Splendor,  when  it  is  neared. 

1  Gent.  But  if  I  were  to  many,  I  would  marry  a  fair 
effeminate  Fool. 
z  Gent .  Why? 

1  Gent .  Becaufe  I  would  lead  the  blind  whither  I  lid. 

2  Gent.  And  1  the  wi  fed  Man  1  could  get  for  Mony, 
becaufe  i  had  rather  follow  the  clear-fighted  *  bleis  me 
from  a  Husband  that  fails  by  his  Wife’s  Com  oafs. 

x  Gent.  Wiry  ?  .  - 

z  Gent . 
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2  Gent .  Why,  ’tis  ten  to  one  but  fhe  breaks  his  Head 
in  her  Youth,  and  when  /lie  is  old  {lie’ll  never  leave 
’till  fhe  has  broke  his  Back  too,-™ — — -* 

But  what  fcurvy  Knight  have  you  here  in  Malta ?  &c0 

Enter  Zanthia. 

Zan.  Hid,  Wenches,  my  Lady  calls,  fhe5s  entring 
The  Tarrafe,  to  fee  the  Show, 

1  Gent .  Oh  black  Pudding. 

2  Gent *  My  little  Labour  in  vain. 

i  Gent.  But  what  fcurvy  Knights  have  we  here  in  Malta, 
that  when  they  aredub’d  take  their  Oath  of  Allegiance 
to  live  poor,  and  chaflly,  ever  after  ? 

z  Gent .  ’Faith  many  Knights  in  other  Nations  (l  have 
heard)  are  as  poor  as  ours*  marry  where  one  of  ’em  has 
taken  the  Oath  of  Chadity,  we  want  a  new  Columbus  to 
find  out.  [ 'Exeunt . 


SCENE  HI. 

Enter  above ,Onana,Zanthia,<m/ two  Gentlewomen  \  beneath , 
Valetta,  Mountferrat,  .  Aftorius,  Cadriot,  Gonjera, 
Miranda,  Attendants  of  Knights ,  &c. 

Mount.  Are  you  there,  Lady  ? 

Ori.  Thou  art  a  naughty  Man, 

Heav’n  mend  thee. 

Val.  Our  g  eat  Meeting,  princely  Brothers, 

Ye  holy  Soldiers  of  the  Chriflian-Crojs , 

Is  to  relieve  our  Captain  Norandine , 

Now  fighting  for  Valetta  with  the  Turk, 

A  valiant  Gentleman,  a  noble  Dane 
As  e’er  the  Country  bred,  endanger’d  now 
By  frefh  Supply  of  head-bound  Infidels. 

Much  means,  much  Blood  this  warlike  Dane  hath  fpeni 
To  advance  our  Flag,  above  their  horned  Moons?, 

And  oft  hath  brought  in  profitable  Conqued: 

We  mud  not  fee  him  periili  in  our  View, 

How  far  off  fight  they  ?  f 
Mir .  Sir,  within  a  League. 

Val.  ’Tis  well;  our  next  Occafion  of  .converting  ‘ 
Are  thefe  two  Gentlemen,  /landing  in  your  Sight." 

Ye  $re  noble  Props  of  Malta,  royally  r 
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Defcended  are  they  both,  valiant  as  War, 

Miranda ,  and  Gomera ,  full  ten  Years 

They  have  fcrv’d  this  Ifland,  perfefted  Exploits 

MatchicT  and  infinite,  they  are  honeft,  wife, 

INI  oe  empty  of  one  Ornament  of  Man  : 

Molt  cmin  nt  Agents  were  they  in  that  (laughter, 

That  great  marvellous  (laughter  of  the  Turks , 

Before  St.  Elme ,  where  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
Fell,  for  five  thoufand  of  our  Chriflians: 

Thefe  ripe  Confiderations  moving  us. 

Having  had  your  allowance  on  their  Worths, 

Here  we  would  call  ’em  to  our  Brotherhood  ; 

If  any  therefore  can  their  Manners  tax, 

Their  Faith,  their  Chaflity,  any  part  of  Life, 

Let  ’em  fpeak  now. 

Afto.  None  does. 

All.  None  can,  great  Mafter. 

Val.  The  Dignity  then  dignifie,  by  them. 

As  their  Reward  :  Tender  Miranda  firff, 

Bccaufe  he  is  to  fuccour  Norandine , 

Our  facred  Robe  of  Knighthood,  our  white  Crofs, 

The  holy  Cognizance  of  him  we  ferve. 

The  Sword,  the  Spurs. 

Mir.  Grave,  and  mod  honour’d  Maher, 

With  humble  Duty,  and  my  Soul’s  bell:  Thanks 
To  you,  and  all  this  famous  Conventicle, 

Let  me  with  Modefly  refufe  acceptance 
Of  this  high  Order:  f,  alas,  am  yet 
Unworthy,  and  uncapable  of  fuch  Honour  > 

That  Merit,  which  with  favour  you  enlarge 
Is  far,  far  fhort,  of  this  propos’d  Reward. 

Who  takes  upon  him  fuch  a  charge  as  this, 

Muff  come  with  pure  Thoughts,  and  a  gathered  Mind, 

That  time  nor  all  ocoafions  ever  may 

After  difperfe,  or  (lain  \  did  this  Title  here 

Of  Knighthood,  ask  no  other  Ornaments 

Than  other  Countries  glitt’ring  ihow,  poor  Pride, 

A  giggling  Spur,  a  Feather,  a  white  Hand, 

A  frizled  Hair,  powder’d  Perfumes,  and  Luff, 
Drinking  fweet  Wines,  Surfeits,  and  Ignorance, 

Rafhly 
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Ralhly  and  eafily  fhould  I  venture  on’t  3 
But  this  requires  another  kind  of  Man. 

Mount .  Aftaid  and  mature  Judgment;  fpeak  on,  Sir. 
Mir .  May  it  pleafe  y  ou  then  to  allow  me  fome  frnall  time 
To  re&ifie  my  felf,  for  that  high  Seat, 

Or  give  my  Reafons  to  the  contrary, 

X’th’  mean  fpace,  to  difmifs  me  to  the  aid 
Of  Norandine:  My  Ships  ride  in  the  Bay 
Ready  to  difembogue,  tack’led,  and  mann’d 
Even  to  my  wifhes. 

Mount.  His  Requett 
Is  fair  and  honed. 


pal.  At  your  pleafure  go. 

Mir.  I  humbly  take  my  leave  of  all :  Of  you 
My  noble  Friend  Mountferrat  j  gracious  Mittrefs, 
Oh  that  aufpicious  Smile  doth  arm  your  Soldier, 
Who  fights  for  thofe  Eyes,  and  this  facred  Crofs, 


[Exit. 


Can  neither  meet  fad  accident,  nor  lofs. 

Ori.  The  mighty  Matter  of  that  Livery, 

Condudf  thee  fafely  to  thefe  Eyes  again* 

Mount .  Blows  the  Wind  that  way? 

Val.  Equally  belov’d, 

Equally  meriting,  Gomera ,  you 
Without  Exeufe  receive  that  Dignity, 

Which  our  Provincial  Chapter  hath  decreed  you. 

Gom.  Great  Matter  of  Jerufalem's  Hofpital, 

From  whence  to  Rhodes  this  blett  Fraternity 
Was  driven,  but  now  among  the  Maltois  Hands, 
Long  may  it  flourifh,  whilft  Gomera  ferves  it, 

But  dares  not  enter  farther. 

yiU.  This  is  ftrange. 

Val.  What  do  ye  object  ? 

Gom .  Nothing  againtt  it,  but  my  felf,  fair  Knights 
I  may  not  wear  this  Robe. 

Val.  Exprefs  your  Reafons 3 
Doth  any  hid  Sin  goar  your  Confidence? 

j4flo .  Are  you  unftedfaft  in  Religion  ? 

Cafl .  Or  do  ye  intend  to  forlake  Malta  now* 

And  vifit  your  own  Country,  fruitful  Spain ? 

Gom .  Never,  good  Sir. 

J 
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Vah  Then  explicate  your  Thoughts, 

Gom.  This  then :  I  fhould  be  perjur’d  to  receive  it. 
Once  in  Melita ,  your  next  City  here, 

When  I  was  younger,  read  I  the  Decrees 
Touching  this  point,  being  ambitious  then 
To  approach  it  once*  none  but  a  Gentleman 
Can  be  admitted. 

Val.  That’s  no  Obflacle 
In  you. 

Gom.  I  fhould  be  forry  that  were  it ; 

No  married  Man. 

Mount.  You  never  felt  that  Yoak. 

Gom.  None,  that  hath  been  contracted. 

Cajf.  Were  you  ever? 

Gom.  Nor  married,  nor  contracted  ;  none  that  ever 
Hath  vowed  his  Love  to  any  Womankind, 

Or  finds  that  fecret  fire  within  his  Thoughts: 

Here  I  am  calt,  this  Article  my  Heart 
Objects  againfl  the  Title  of  my  Fame, 

T  am  in  Love }  laugh  not,  though  time  hath  fet 
Some  wrinkles  in  this  Face,  and  thefe  curl’d  Locks 
Will  fhortly  dye  into  another  hew. 

Yet,  yeti  am  in  Love:  (i’faith  youfmile) 

What  Age,  what  Sex,  or  what  Profeifion 
Divine,  or  Human,  from  the  Man  that  cries 
For  Alms  the  high  way,  to  him  that  lings 
At  the  high  Altar,  and  doth  Sacrifice, 

Can  truly  fay  he  knows  not  what  is  Love  ? 

Val „  ’Tis  honeitly  profefs’d  *,  with  whom,  Gomera  ? 
Name  the  Lady,  that  with  all  the  advantage 
We  may  advance  your  fuit. 

Gom ,  Rut  will  you,  Sir? 

Val.  Now  by  our  holy  Rock,  were  it  our  Sifter  : 
Spaniard,  l  hold  thee  worthy,  freely  name  her. 

Gom.  Be  Mailer  of  your  word  \  it  is  ilie.  Sir, 

The  match lefs  Or: ana. 

VaL  Come  down,  Lady ; 

\  ou  have  made  her  blufh,  let  her  confent,  I  will 
Make  good  my  Oath, 

Mount, 
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Mount.  Is’t  fo  ?  Hay  \  I  do  love 
So  tenderly,  Gomera ,  your  bright  Flame, 

As  not  to  liiffcr  your  Perdition. 

Gom.  What  means  Mount f err  at  ? 

Enter  Guard. 

Mount .  This  whole  Auherge  hath, 

( A  Guard  upon  this  Lady,)  wonder  not, 

Ta’en  publick  notice  of  the  Bajfa's  Love 
Of  Tripoli  unto  her,  and  confented 
She  fhould  return  this  anfwer,  as  he  writ 
For  her  Converfion,  and  betraying  Malta , 

She  fhould  advife  him  betray  Tripoly , 

And  turning  Chriftian,  he  fhould  marry  her. 

All.  All  this  was  fo. 

Mount.  How  weakly  does  this  Court  then 
Send  Veftels  forth  to  Sea,  to  guard  the  Land, 

Taking  fuch  fpecial  care  to  fave  one  Bark, 

Or  thrive  to  add  fam’d  Men  unto  our  Cloak, 

When  they  lurk  in  ourBofoms  would  fubvert 
This  State  and  us,  prefuming  on  their  Blood, 

And  partial  Indulgence  to  their  Sex? 

F'al.  Who  can  this  be? 

Mount .  Your  Sifter,  great  Valetta , 

Which  thus  I  prove:  demand  the  Bajfia' s  Letter. 

Ori.  ’Tis  here,  nor  from  this  Pocket  hath  been  mov’d, 
Nor  anfwer’d,  nor  perus’d  by - - — - 

Mount.  Do  not  fwear, 

Caft  not  away  your  fair  Soul,  to  your  Treafon 
Add  not  foul  Perjury:  Is  this  your  Hand? 

Ori .  ’Tis  very  like  it. 

Mount .  May  it  pleafe  the  Mafter, 

Confer  thefe  Letters,  and  then  read  her  Anfwer, 
Which  I  have  intercepted ^  pardon  me. 

Reverend  Taletta^  that  am  made  the  means 
To  puniih  this  moft  beauteous  Treachery, 

Even  in  your  Sifter,  fince  in  it  I  fave 
Malta  from  Ruin :  I  am  bolder  in't, 

Becaufe  it  is  fo  palpable,  and  withal 
Know  our  great  Mafter  to  this  Country  fyrrn, 

As  was  the  Roman  Marcus^  who  fpar’d  not 
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As  dear  a  Sifter  in  the  publick  caufe. 

Val.  I  am  amaz’d ;  attend  me. 

Reads  the  Letter 

Let  your  Forces  by  the  next  Even  he  ready ,  my  Brother 
feafls  then  5  put  in  at  St.  Michaels,  the  Afcent  at  that  Port 
is  eafieft  j  the  Keys  of  the  Caftle  you  fhall  receive  at  my 
Hands :  Thatpofjefs'd ,  you  are  Lord  of  Malta,  and  may  foon 
deflroy  all  by  fire ,  than  which  I  am  hot  ter ,  'till  l  embrace  you. 
Farewely  Y our  W  ife 

ORIANA. 

From  this  time  let  me  never  read  again. 

Gent.  ’Tis  certain  her  Hand. 

Val.  This  Letter  too 

So  clofe  kept  by  her  felf,  could  not  be  anfwered 
To  every  Period  thus,  but  by  her  felf. 

Ori.  Sir,  hear  me. 

Val.  Peace,  thou  fair  fweet  bank  of  Flowers, 

Under  whofe  Beauty  Scorpions  lie,  and  kill  j 
Wert  thou  akin  to  me,  in  fome  new  Name 
Dearer  than  Sifter,  Mother,  or  all  Blood, 

I  would  not  hear  thee  fpeak :  Bear  her  to  Prifon, 

So  grofs  is  this,  it  needs  no  formal  courfe, 

Prepare  thy  felf,  to  Morrow  thou  {halt  dye 
Ori.  I  dye  a  Martyr  then,  and  a  poor  Maid, 

Almoft  i’faith  as  innocent  as  born,  (thee.  Ex. 

Thou  know’ll:  thou’rt  wicked, Frenchman,  Heav’n  forgive- 
All  This  Scene  is  ftrangely  turn’d. 

Val.  Yet  can  Nature  be 
So  dead  in  me?  1  would  my  charge  were  off, 
Mountferrat  fhould  perceive  my  Sifter  had 
A  Brother  would  not  live  to  fee  her  dye 
Unfought  for,  ftnce  the  Statutes  of  our  State 
Allow,  in  cafe  of  Accufations, 

A  Champion  to  defend  a  Lady’s  Truth. 

Veter  Gomera ,  thou  haft  loft  thy  W ife, 

Death  pleads  a  Precontradt. 

Gom.  i  have  loft  my  Tongue, 

My  Senfe,  my  Heart,  and  every  Faculty  : 

Mountferrat,  go  not  up  \  with  Reverence 
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To  our  great  M after,  and  this  Confiltory 
(I  have  conlidered  it,  it  cannot  be ) 

Thou  art  a  Villain,  and  a  Forger, 

A  Blood-fucker  of  Innocence,  an  Hypocrite, 

A  moll  unworthy  Wearer  of  our  Crols} 

To  make  which  good,  take,  if  thou  dar’lt,  that  Gage, 
And  arm’d  at  all  points  like  a  Gentleman, 

Meet  me  to  Morrow  Morning,  where  the  Mailer 
And  this  Fraternity  fhall  defign,  where  I 
Will  cram  this  Slander  back  into  thy  Throat, 

And  with  my  Sword’s  point  thrull  it  to  thy  Heart, 

The  very  Nell  where  Lull  and  Slander  breeds. 

Pardon  my  Palllon  >  I  will  tear  thofe  Spurs 
Off  from  thy  Heels,  and  Hick  ’em  in  thy  Front, 

Asa  mark’d  Villain. 

Mount .  This  I  look’d  not  for: 

Ten  times  more  Villain,  I  return  my  Gage, 

And  crave  the  Law  of  Arms, 

Gom.  5Tis  that  I  crave. 

All.  It  cannot  be  deny’d. 

Gom.  Do  not  I  know, 

With  thoufand  Gifts  and  Importunacies, 

Thou  often  hall  follicited  this  Lady, 

Contrary  to  thy  Oath  of  Challity, 

Who  ne’er  difcloling  this  thy  hot-reign’d  Lull, 

Yet  tender  to  prevent  a  pubiick  Scandal, 

That  ChriHendom  might  jullly  have  impos’d 
Upon  this  holy  Inliitution, 

Thou  now  hall  drawn  this  Pra&ice  ’gainlt  her  Life, 

To  quit  her  Charity. 

Mount .  Spaniard ,  thou  lieffc- 

Afto.  No  more,  Gomera ,  thou  art  granted  Combat, 
And  you  Mountferrat  mull  prepare  againll 
To  Morrow  Morning  in  the  Valley  here 
Adjoining  to  St.  George's  Port :  A  Lady 
In  cafe  of  Life,  ’gainll  whom  one  Witnels  comes, 

May  have  her  Champion. 

Val.  And  who  hath  moll  right 
W ith,  or  againll  our  Sifter,  fpeed  in  fight.  [Flourijh .  Ex. 

Enter 
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Ewer  Rocca. 

Mount .  Rocca ,  the  firil  News  of  Miranda's  Service 
Let  me  have  notice  of. 

Roc.  You  fhall :  The  A/oor 
Waits  you  without. 

Mount.  Admit  her  $  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oh,  how  my  Fancies  run  at  tilt !  Gomera 
Loves  Oriana-y  the,  as  I  fhould  guefs, 

Affedts  Miranda \  thefe  are  two  dear  Friends, 

As  firm,  and  lull  of  fire,  as  Steel  and  Flint. 

To  make  ’em  fo  now,  one  againft  the  other. 

Enter  Zanthia. 

Stay,  let  me  like  it  better,  Zanthia  * 

Firit  tell  me  this,  did  Don  Gomera  ufe 
To  give  his  Vifits  to  your  Miltrefs? 

Zan .  Yes,  and  Miranda  too,  but  feverally. 

Mount.  Which  did  fhe  mofl  apply  to? 

Zan.  Faith  to  neither: 

Yet  infinitely  I  have  heard  her  praife  ’em  both, 

And  in  that  manner,  that  were  both  one  Man, 

1  think  (he  was  in  love  with’t. 

Mount.  Zanthia , 

Another  Letter  you  mull  frame  for  me 
Inftantly,  in  your  Lady’s  Character, 

To  fuch  a  purpofe  as  I  ll  tell  thee  ilrait, 

Go  in,  and  Hay  me:  Go  my  Tinder-box, 

Crofs  lines  I’ll  crofs}  fo,  fo,  my  after-game 
1  mufl  play  better^  Woman,  I  will  fpread 
My  Vengeance  over  Malta ,  for  thy  fake  : 

Spaniard ,  Italian ,  like  my  Steel  and  Stone, 

]T1  knock  you  thus  together,  wear  ye  out 
To  light  my  dark  deeds,  whilft  I  feem  precifc, 

And  wink  to  fave  thefparldes  from  mine  Eyes.  [Exeunt. 
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A  C  T  II.  SCENE! 

A  Sea-fight  within,  Alarm. 

/  •  •  v'  '  , 

Enter  Norandine,  Miranda,  Soldiers ,  and  Gentlemen . 

Mir.  TlOW  is  it,  Sir? 

XT!  Nor.  Pray  fet  me  down  ;  I  cool* 

And  my  Wounds  fmart. 

Mir.  I  hope  yet. 

Though  there  be  many,  there's  none  dangerous. 

Nor.  I  know  not,  nor  I  care  not  much,  I  got  ’em 
Like  a  too  forward  Fool*  but  I  hope  the  Surgeons 
Will  take  an  order  I  {hall  not  leave  'em  fo, 

I  make  the  Rogues  more  work  than  all  the  Ifland, 

And  yet  they  give  me  the  hardeft  words  for  my  Mony. 

Mir .  I  am  glad  ye  are  fo  fprightly  5  ye  fought  bravely; 
Go  call  the  Surgeons,  Soldiers }  wondrous  nobly. 

Upon  my  Life,  I  have  not  feen  fuch  Valour, 
Maintained  fo  long,  and  to  fo  large  a  ruin, 

The  odds  fo  flrong  againft  yp. 

Nor.  I  thank  ye. 

And  thank  ye  for  your  help,  your  timely  Succour! 

By  th’  Mafs  it  came  i’th*  nick,  Sir,  and  well  handled  $ 
Stoutly*  and  flrongly  handled  >  we  had  duck’d  elfe, 
My  Twr^had  Turk  a  me  elfe^  but  he  has  well  paid  for’t« 
Why  what  a  fign  for  an  Almanack  h’as  made  me? 

Enter  Aftorius. 

Afto.  I  am  glad  to  find  ye  here.  Sir,  of  neceffity 
I  muff  have  come  Aboard  elfe>  and  brave  Captain 
We  all  joy  much  in  your  fair  Victory, 

And  all  the  Ifland  fpeaks  your  Valour  nobly. 

Have  ye  brought  the  Turk  in  that  ye  took  ? 

Mir.  He  rides  there. 

Nor.  If  he  were  out  again,  the  Devil  fhould  bring  him 
H  ’as  truly  Circumcis’d  me. 

Aflo .  I  have  a  bufinefs 

Which  much  concerns  ye,  prefently  concerns  ye  j 
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But  not  this  Place  nor  People  :  Pray  ye  draw  off,  Sir, 
For  his  of  that  weight  to  ye. 

Mir.  I’ll  wait  on  ye. 

I  mud:  crave  leave  a  while  >  my  Care  dwells  with  ye, 
And  Imuft  wait  my  felF- 
Nor.  Your  Servant,  Sir. 

Mir.  Believe  I  fhall,  and  what  my  Love  can  minifter  j 
Keep  your  flout  Heart  ftill. 

Nor.  That’s  my  belt  Phyfician. 

Mir.  And  I  (hall  keep  your  Fame  fair.  [Exit. 

Nor .  Ye  are  too  noble. 

A  brave  young  Fellow  of  a  matchlefs  Spirit  j 
He  brought  me  off  like  Thunder,  charg’d  and  boarded, 
As  if  he  had  been  fhot  to  fave  mine  Honour: 

And  when  my  fainting  Men,  tyr’d  with  their  labour, 
And  lack  of  Blood,  gave  to  the  Turk  affurance 
The  Day  was  his;  when  I  was  cut  in  ihreds  thus. 

And  not  a  corn  ot  Powder  lefc  to  blefs  us  5 
Then  flew  his  Sword  in,  then  his  Cannon  roar’d, 

And  let  flv  Blood,  and  Death,  and  Storms  amongft’em. 
Then  might  1  hear  their  fleepy  Prophet  howl  too, 

And  all  their  filver  Crefcents  then  1  faw 
Like  falling  Meteors  fpent,  and  fet  for  ever 
Under  the  Crofs  of  Malta ;  Death  fo  wanton 
1  never  look’d  upon,  fo  full  of  revel. 

Enter  Surgeon . 

I  will  not  be  drefs’d  yet :  Methought  that  Fellow 
Was  ft  for  no  Coaverfation,  nor  no  Chriftian 
That  had  not  half  his  Brains  knockt  out,  no  Soldier. 
Oh  valiant  young  Man,  how  I  love  thy  Virtue. 

i  Sol.  Pray  ye  Sir  be  drefs’d,  alas  ye  bleed  apace  yet. 
Nor.  ’Tisbuttbefweat  of  Honour,  alas,  thouMilkfop, 
Thou  Man  of  March- pane,  canft  thou  fear  to  fee 
A  few  light  Hurts,  that  blufli  they  are  no  bigger,1 
A  few  fmall  Scratches  ?  Get  ye  a  Cawdle,  Sin  ah, 

Your  Finger  akes,  and  let  the  old  Wives  watch  thee  : 
Bring  in  the  Booty,  and  the  Frifonersj 
By  Hcav’n  i’ll  fee  ’em,  and  difpofe  ’em  firft, 
fore  1  have  a  drop  of  Blood  wip’d  from  mej  go. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers 

Surg.  You'll  faint,  Sir.  AV 
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Nor,  No,  ye  lye,  Sir,  like  an  Afs,  Sir  5 
1  have  no  fuch  Pigs  hurt  in  my  Belly. 

Surg.  By  my  Life,  Captain, 

Thde  Hurts  are  not  to  be  jefted  with. 

Nor,  It  thou  hadft  ’em ; 

They  are  my  Companions,  Fool,  my  Family: 

I  cannot  eat  nor  deep  without  their  Company. 

Doll  take  me  for  St.  Davy ,  that  fell  dead  t 

With  feeing  of  his  Nofe  bleed  ? 

Enter  Soldiers  with  Booty . 

Surg,  Here  they  come,  Sir  * 

But  would  you  would  be  drefs’d. 

Nor.  Pox,  drefs  thy  felf  firft. 

Thou  faint’ll  a  great  deal  faller:  What’s  all  this? 

1  Sold.  TheMony  and  the  Merchandize  ye  took,  Sir. 
Nor.  A  goodly  Purchafe  5  is  it  for  this  we  venture 

Our  Liberties  and  Lives ?  What  can  all  this  do? 

Get  me  feme  dozen  Surfeits,  feme  feven  frefh  Whores* 
And  twenty  Pot-Allies,  and  then  1  am  virtuous. 

Lay  the  Knight’s  Part  by,  and  that  to  pay  the  Soldier: 
This  is  mine  own,  I  think  I  have  deferv’d  it :  fma id. 
Come,  now  look  to  me,  and  grope  me  like  a  Chamber- 
ril  neither  flart  nor  fqueak:  What’s  that  i’th’Trufs  there? 

2  Sold. 5  Lis  Cloth  of  fiftue,  Sir,  and  this  is  Scarlet. 
Nor.  I  feall  look  redder  fhortly  then,  1  fear  me. 

And  as  a  Captain  ought,  a  great  deal  prouder. 

Can  ye  cure  me  of  that  Crack,  Surceon? 

Surg.  Yes,  when  your  Suit’s  at  pawn,  Sir. 

Nor.  There’s  for  your  Plaifter. 

A  very  learned  Surgeon  :  What’s  in  that  Pack  there  ? 

1  Sold.  ’Tis  Englifh  Cloth. 

Nor.  That’s  a  good  wear  indeed, 

Both  ftrong,  and  rich  >  but  it  has  a  Virtue 
A  Twang  of  the  own  Country,  that  fpoiis  all  5 
AManfeallne’erbefoberin’t.  Where  are  the  Gentlemen 
That  ventur’d  with  me,  both  their  Lives  and  Fortunes  ? 
Come  forward  my  fair  Spirits  *,  Norandine 
Forgets  his  Worth,  when  he  forgets  your  Valours, 

You  have  loft  an  Eye,  I  faw  ye  face  all  Hazards** 

You  have  one  left  yet,  to  chufe  your  Miftrefs. 

Vol,  V.  Z 
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You  have  your  Leg  broke  with  a  Shot;  yet  fitting. 

1  faw  you  make  the  Place  good  with  your  Pike  (till* 

A  nd  your  Hand’s  gone;  a  good  Hear l  wants  no  Inflraments; 
Share  that  amongft  ye,  there’s  an  Eye,  an  Arm, 

And  that  will  bear  you  up,  when  your  Legs  cannot* 
Oh,  where’s  the  honed  Sailor  ?  That  poor  Fellow, 
Indeed  that  bold  brave  Fellow,  that  with  his  Musket 
Taught  them  new  Ways  how  to  put  their  Caps  off, 
rI  hat  flood  the  fire  of  all  the  Fight,  twice  blown, 

And  twice  I  gave  him  drovAi’d  ;  welcome  afhore  Knave; 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  if  they  be  not  both  loft;  Faith  thou 
art  welcome,  ('wafhing, 

My  tough  Knave  welcome;  thou  wilt  not  fhrink  i’tff 
Hold,  there’s  a  Peace  of  Scarlet,  get  thee  handfome. 
And  this  to  buy  thee  Buttons. 

Sail.  Thank  ye  Captain. 

Command  my  Life  at  all  Hours. 

Nor.  Thou  durft  give  it. 

You  have  deferv’d  too. 

3  Sold.  We  have  feen  the  Fight,  Sir. 

Nor.  Yes,  coil'd  up  in  a  Cable,  like  fait  Eels, 

Or  hurried  low  i’th’  Ballad:,  do  you  call  that  fighting? 
Where  be  your  Wounds?  Your  Knocks?  your  want  of 
Limbs,  Rogues? 

Art  not  thou  he  that  ask’d  the  Mailer-Gunner 
Where  thou  might’ll  lye  fafeli?  and  he  llrait  anfwer’d, 
Put  thy  Head  in  that  Hole,  new  bor’d  with  a  Cannon, 
For  it  was  an  hundred  to  one,  another  Shot  would  not  hit 
Y  our  W ages  you  fhall  have,  but  for  Rewards  ( there  : 

Take  your  own  ways,  and  get  ye  to  the  Taverns; 
There,  when  ye  are  hot  with  Wine,  ’monall  your  Ad¬ 
mirers.  *  \ 

Take  Ships,  and  Towns,  and  Cailles  at  your  Pleafures, 
And  make  the  great  Turk  lhake  at  your  Valours. 

Bring  in  the  Pnfoners  now,  my  brave  Mufikmcn.  i 
Writer  Prifoners ,  and  Iufcinda. 

You  that  are  Lords  o’tli’  Sea,  and  Icorn  us  Chrillians, 
Which  of  your  mangy  Lives  is  worth  this  Hurt  here? 
Away  to  Prifon  with  'em,  fee  ’em  lafe; 

You  lhall  find  we  have  Gallies  too,  and  Slaves  too. 

i  Sold* 
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i  Sold .  What  fhall  be  done  with  this  Woman,  Sir? 

Nor.  Pox  take  her, 

?Twas  die  that  fet  me  on  to  fight  with  thefe  Rogues, 

That  H  ing-Worm,  rot  it  \  what  can  you  do  now 
With  all  your  Paintings,  and  your  Pouncings,  Lady,  ) 
To  reftore  my  Blood  again?  You,  and  your  Cupid 
That  have  made  a  Carbinado  of  me.  Plague  take  ye, 

Ye  are  too  deep  ye  Rogue,  this  is  thy  Work,  Woman, 
Thou  lowfie  Woman,  ’death,  you  go  too  deep  dill.  / 

The  feeing  of  your  fim.pering  Sweetnefs : — - ye  Filly,  \ 

Ye  Tit,  ye  Tomboy,  what  can  one  Night’s  jingling, 

Or  two,  or  ten,  Sweet-heart,  and  oh  my  dear  Chicken, 
Scratching  my  Head,  or  fumbling  with  my  Fore-mad, 

Do  me  good  now?  Ye  have  powder’d  me  for  one  Y'ear. 

I  am  in  fouce  I  thank  ye;  thank  your  Beauty, 

Your  mod  fweet  Beauty  •,  pox  upon  thofe  Goggles. 

We  cannot  fight  like  honed  Men,  for  Honour, 

And  quietly  kill  one  another  as  we  ought, 

But  in  deps  one  of  you*  the  Devil’s  Holinefs 
And  you  mud  have  a  Dance  ;  away  with  her. 

She  dinks  to  me  now. 

1  Sold .  Shall  I  have  her,  Captain? 

2  Sold.  Or  1?  \ 

3  Sold.  I’ll  marry  her.  ( 

4  Sold.  Good  Captain,  I.  / 

3  Sold.  And  make  her  a  good  Chridian  ;lay  Hands  offher  ; 

I  know  fhe’s  mine.  ( ners, 

2 Sold.  I’ll  give  my  full  Share  for  her ;  have  ye  no  Man- 
To  thrud  the  Woman  fo  ? 

Nor .  Share  her  among  ye; 

!  And  may  die  give  ye  as  many  Hurts  as  I  have. 

And  twice  as  many  Aches. 

Luf.  Noble  Captain, 

Be  pleas’d  to  free  me  from  thefe  Soldiers  WTldneis, 

’Till  1  but  {peak  two  Words.  '( 

Nor.  Now  for  your  Maidenhead, 

You  have  your  Book,  proceed. 

Luf.  Victorious  Sir, 

*Tis  ieldom  feen  in  Men  fo  valiant. 

Minds  fo  devoid  of  Virtue  ;  he  that  can  conquer, 

Z  2  Should 
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Should  ever  know  how  to  preferve  his  Conqueft, 

Tis  but  a  bafe  Theft  elfe.  Valour’s  a  Virtue, 

Crown  of  Mens  A&ions  here ;  yours,  as  you  make  it. 
And  can  you  put  fo  rough  a  Foil  as  Violence, 

As  wronging  of  weak  Woman,  to  your  Triumph  ? 
Nor.  Let  her  alone. 

Luf.  I  have  loft  my  Husband,  Sir; 

You  feel  not  that :  Him  that  I  love>  you  care  not: 
When  Fortune  falls  on  you  thus,  you  may  grieve  too: 
My  Liberty  I  kneel  not  for;  mine  Honour 
fit  ever  virtuous  Honour  touch’d  your  Heart  yet) 
Make  dear  and  precious,  Sir;  you  had  a  Mother. 

Nor.  The  roguy  thing  fpeaks  finely,  neat,  who  took  ye: 
For  he  muft  be  your  Guard. 

Luf !  I  wilh  no  better  : 

A  noble  Gentleman,  and  nobly  us’d  me, 

They  call’d  his  Name  Miranda . 

Nor.  You  are  his  then? 

Ye  have  light  upon  a  young  Man  worth  your  Service, 

1  free  ye  from  all  the  reft,  and  from  all  Violence  ; 

He  that  doth  ofter’t,  by  my  Head  he  hangs  for’t: 

Go  fee  her  fafe  kept,  ’till  the  noble  Gentleman 
Be  ready  to  difpofe  her;  thank  your  Tongue, 

You  have  a  good  one,  and  preferve  it  good  ftil!. 
Soldiers,  come  wait  on  me,  I’ll  fee  ye  paid  all.  [ Exeunt j 

SCENE  II.  1 

-  • 

Enter  Miranda  and  Aftorius, 

Afto.  I  knew  ye  lov’d  her,  virtuoufly  ye  lov’d  her. 
Which  made  me  make  that  hafte:  I  knew  ye  priz’d  her 
As  all  fair  Minds  do  Goodnefs. 

Mir .  Good  Aftorius, 

I  muft  confefs  I  do  much  honour  her, 

And  worthily  l  hope  ftill. 

Afto .  ’Tis  no  doubt,  Sir,  | 

For  on  my  Life  fhe  is  much  wrong’d. 

Mir .  Very  likely. 

And  I  ns  much  tormented  I  was  abfent. 

Afto.  You  need  not  fear,  Peter  Qomera's  Noble, 

Of  a  try’d  Faith  and  Valour. 

'  '  Mr] 
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Mir.  This  I  know  too: 

But  whilft  I  was  not  there,  and  whilft  fhe  fuffer’d, 
Whilft  Virtue  fuffler’d,  Friend,  oh  how  it  loads  me! 
Whilft  Innocence  and  Sweetnefs  funk  together, 

How  cold  it  fits  here?  If  my  Arm  had  fought  her. 

My  Truth,  though  naked,  flood  again!!  all  Treafons, 
My  Sword  here  grafped,Love  on  the  Edge  and  Honour, 
And  but  a  Signal  from  her  Eye  to  feal  it  % 

If  then  fhe  had  b  en  loft*, .  I  brag. too  late., 

And  too  much  l  decline  the  noble  Peter. 

Yet  fome  poor  Service  I  would' do  her  Sweetnefs, 

Alas  fhe  needs  it,  my  J  florins  7 
The  gentle  Lady  needs  it. 

Afto.  Noble  Spirit. 

Mir.  And  what  can;  preihee  bear  with  this Weaknefs* 
Often  I  do  not  ufe  thefe  Womens  Weapons, 

But  where  true  Pity  is.  I  am  much  troubled, 

And  fomething  have  to  do,  I  cannot  form  yet. 

Jifto.  I’ll  take  my  Leave,  Sir,  I  fhallbut  difturbyc. 

Mir.  And  pleafeyou  for  a  while ,  and  pray  to  Fortune 
To  fmile  upon  this  Lady. 

Afto.  All  my  Help,  Sir.  [Exit, 

Mir .  Gower  as  old  and  ft  iff,  and  he  may  lofe  her, 
The  Winter  of  his  Years  and  Wounds  upon  him. 

And  yet  he  has  done  bravely  hitherto : 

Mountferrat' s  Fury,  in  his  Heat  of  Summer, 

The  whiffling  of  his  Sword  like  angry  Storms, 

Renting  up  Life  by  th’  Roots ;  I  have  feen  him  fcale 
As  if  a  Falcon  had  run  up  a  Train, 

Clafliing  his  warlike  Pinions,  his  ftcel’d  Curafs, 

And  at  his  Pitch  inmew  the  Town  below  him. 

I  muff  do  fomething. 

Enter  Collona. 

Col .  Noble  Sir,  for  Heav’n  fake 
Take  Pity  of  a  poor  affliCted  Chriffian, 

Redeem'd  from  one  Affliction  to  another. 

Mir.  Boldly  you  ask  that,  we  are  bound  to  give  it. 
From  what  Affliction,  Sir? 

Col .  From  Cold  and  Hunger, 

From  Nakednefs  and  Stripes. 

Z  $  Min 
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Mir .  A  Prifoner? 

C«/.  A  Slave,  Sir,  in  the  Turjcijh  Prize,  new  taken ; 
That  in  the  Heat  of  Tight,  when  your  brave  Hand 
Brought  the  Dane  Succour,  got  my  Irons  oft^ 

And  put  my  felt  to  mercy  of  the  Ocean. 

Mir.  And  fwum  to  Land? 

Col.  I  did,  Sir,  lieav’n  was  gracious  ; 

But  now  a  Stranger,  and  my  Warts  upon  me, 

1  hough  willingly  I  would  preferve  this  Life,  Sir, 

\V  ith  Honefty  and  T  ruth,  I  am  not  look’d  on  5 
I  he  Hand  of  Pity  that  fhould  give  for  Heav’ns  fake. 
And  charitable  Hearts,  are  grown  To  cold,  Sir, 

2sjeVer  remembring  what  their  Fortunes  may  be. 

Mir .  Thou  fay’ ft  too  true  3  of  what  Profefiion  art  thou  ? 
CoL  I  have  been  better  train’d,  and  can  ferve  truly, 
Where  Truft  is  kid  upon  me. 

Mir.  A  handfome  Fellow  5 
Haft  thou  e’er  bore  Arms? 

Coh  I  have  trod  full  many  a  March,  Sir, 

And  iome  Hurts  have  to  fbew ;  before  me  too,  Sir. 

Mir,  Pity  this  thing  fhould  ftarve,  or,  forc’d  for  W ant. 
Come  to  a  worfe  End.  I  know  not  what  thoumay’fh  be, 
But  if  thou  think’ft  it  fit  to  be  a  Servant, 

1  h  be  a  Matter,  and  a  good  one  to  thee. 

If  ye  deferve,  Sir. 

Col.  Elfe  i  ask  no  Favour. 

Mir.  Then,  Sir,  to  try  your  Truft,  becaufe  I  like  you, 
Oojo  of  him  receive  a  Woman, 

A  Turkifo  Prifoner,  for  me  receive  her, 

I  hear  file  is  my  Prize,  look  fairly  to  her, 

II  or  I  would  have  her  know,  tho’  now  my  Prifoner, 
TheChriftians  need  no  Schoolmafters  for  Honour. 

S  ake  this  to  buy  thee  Gloaths,  this  Ring,  to  help  thee 
Into  the  Fellowfhip  of  my  Houfe*,  ye  are  a  Stranger, 
And  my  Servants  will  not  know  ye  elfe)  there  keep  her. 
And  with  all  Modeftv  preferve  your  Service. 

Col.  A  foul  Example  find  me  elfe  5  Heav’n  thank  ye. 
Of  Captain  Norandine}  ~ 

Mir.  The  fame." 
fol^  ’Tis  done,  Sir; 

*  '  *  And 
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And  may  ReaV’ns  Goodnefs  ever  dwell  about  ye. 

Mir .  Wait  there  'till  i  come  home. 

Col.  I  fhall  not  fail.  Sir.  [ 'Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Mount  ferrat  with  a  Letter,  and  Abdella. 
Abd? Tis  drange  it  fhould beib,  that  your  high  mettle 
Should  check  thus  poorly,  dully  $  moil  unmannly. 
Mount .  Let  me  alone. 

Abd *  Thus  feadenfy  ? 

Mount — - -Take  ye. 

Abd.  At  every  childidi  Fear^?  At  every  Shadow? 

Are  you  Mount ferrat ,  that  have  done  fuch  Deeds  ? 
Wrought  through  fuch  bloody  Fields,  Men fhake  to fpeak 
Can  ye  go  back?  Is  there  a  Safety  left  yet  (k>f? 

But  fore  -right  ?  Is  not  Ruin  round  about  ye  ? 

Have  ye  not  dill  thefe  Arms,  that  Sword,  that  Heart 
1s  t  not  a  Man  ye  fight  with,  and  an  old  Man,  (whole? 
A  Man  half  kill’d  already?  Am  not  1  here? 

As  lovely  in  my  Black  to  entertain  thee, 

As  high  and  full  of  Heat  to  meet  thy  Pleafures? 

Mount .  I  will  be  alone. 

Abd.  Ye  fhall  5  farewel,  Sir, 

And  do  it  bravely,  never  think  of  Confcience^ 

There  is  none  to  a  Man  refolv’d  \  be  happy.  [Exit. 

Enter  Miranda. 

Mount.  Mo,  mod  unhappy  Wretch  as  thou  had  made 
More  Devil  than  thy  felf,  1  am.  (me 

Mir.  Alone, 

And  troubled  too,  I  take  it  •>  how  he  darts  ? 

All  is  not  hand  feme  in  thy  Heart,  Mount  fen  at. 

God  fpeed  ye,  Sir,  1  have  been  feeking  of  ye  ? 

They  fay  you  are  to  fight  to  Day. 

Mount.  What  then? 

Mir.  Nay,  nothing  but  good  Fortune  to  your  Sword, 
Ye  have  a  Caufe  requires  it,  thelfiand’s  Safety,  ('Sir. 
The  Order’s,  and  your  Honour’s. 

Mount.  And  do  you  make  a  Quedion 
I  will  not  fight  it  nobly  ? 

Mir.  Ye  dare  fight, 
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Ye  have,  and  with  as  great  a  Confidence  as  Juftice, 

I  have  feen  ye  ftrike  as  home,  and  hit  as  deadly. 
Mount.  Why  are  thefe  Queftions  then? 

Mir .  I'll  tell  ye  quickly, 

^:e  have  a  Lady  in  your  Caufe,  a  fair  one, 

A  gentler  never  trod  on  Ground,  a  nobler. 

Mount.  Do  ye  come  on  fo  faft  ?  I  have  it  for  ye. 
Mir.  The  Sun  ne’er  faw  a  fweeter. 

Mount .  Thefe  1  grant  ye; 

Nor  dare  I  againft  Beauty  heave  my  Hand  up, 

It  wei  e  unmanly^  Sir;  too  much  unmanly; 

But  when  thefe  Excellencies  turn  to  Ruin, 

To  Ruin  of  themfelves,  and  thofe  protect  ’em  ; 

When  Virtue’s  loft,  Luft  and  DilTionour  enter’d, 

Lofs  of  our  felves  and  Souls  bafely  proje&ed- _ . 

Mir.  Do  you  think  ’tis  fo  ? 

Mount.  Too  fure. 

Mir.  And  can  it  be? 

Can  it  be  thought,  Mount ferr at,  fo  much  Sweetnefs, 
So  great  a  Magazine  of  all  things  precious, 

A  Mind  io  neav  my  made;  prithee  oblerve  me. 

Mount.  1  thought  fo  too;  now  by  my  holy  Order, 
Nc  that  had  told  me,  (’till  Experience  found  it 
loo  bold  a  Proof)  this  Lady  had  been  vicious— — — • 
l  wear  no  dull  Sword,  Sir,  nor  hate  I  Virtue. 

Mir.  Againft  her  Brother  ?  To  the  Man  has  bred  her? 
Her  Blood  and  Honour  ? 

Mount.  WThere  ambitious  Luft 
Defires  to  be  above  the  Rule  preferib’d  her, 
l  akes  hold,  and  wins,  poor  Chaftity,  cold  Duty, 
LikeFaftiions  old  forgot,  fhe  flings  behind  her, 

And  puts  on  Blood  and  Mifchief,  Death  and  Ruin, 

To  raife  her  new-built  Hopes,  new  Faith  to  fallen  hem 
Ma  foy,  fhe  is  as  foul,  as  Heav’n  is  beauteous. 

Mir.  Thou  ly’ft,thou  ly ’ft  Mount fermt,  thou  ly’ft  bafelv; 
mare  not,  nor  (well  not  with  thy  Pride;  thou  ly’ft, 

And  this  fhall  make  it  good 

Mount.  Out  with  your  Heat  firft, 

Ye  fhall  be  fought  withal. 

Mir.  By — — - that  Lady, 
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The  Virtue  of  that  Woman,  were  all  the  good  deeds 
Of  all  thy  Families,  bound  in  one  Fagot, 

From  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  with  one  ifparkle 
Would  fire  that  wifp,  and  turn  it  to  light  Afhes. 

Mount .  Oh  pitiful  young  Man, ftruck  blind  with  Beauty! 
Shot  with  a  W Oman’s  fmile  :  poor,  poor  Miranda  ^ 
Thou  hopeful  young  Man  once,  but  now  thou  loir  Man  j 
Thou  naked  Man  of  all  that  we  call  Noble, 

How  art  thou  cozen’d?  Didlt  thou  know  what  I  do, 
And  how  far  thy  dear  Honour,  (mark  me  Fool,) 

Which  like  a  Father  I  have  kept  from  blafting, 

Thy  tender  Honour  is  abus’d;  but  fight  firft. 

And  then  too  late,  thou  fhalt  know  ail. 

Mir.  Thou  lieft  Hill . 

Mount.  Stay,  now  I’ll  fhew  thee  all, and  then  I  ’ll  kill  thee. 
J  love  thee  fo  dear,  Time  fhall  not  dilgrace  thee. 

Read  that. 

Mir .  It  is  her  Hand*  it  is  mofl  certain; 

Good  Angels  keep  me;  that  I  fhould  be  her  Agent 
To  betray  Malta ,  and  bring  her  to  the  Bafha , 

That  on  my  tender  love  lay  all  her  Projedt-/ 

Eyes  never  fee  again,  melt  out  for  forrow  j 
Did  the  Devil  do  this? 

Mount .  No,  but  his  Dam  did  it, 

The  virtuous  Lady  that  you  love  fo  dearly  j 
Come,  will  ye  fight  again  ? 

Mir.  No,  prithee  kill  me, 

For  Heav’n  fake,  and  for  Goodnefs  fake  difpatch  me. 

For  the  difgrace  fake  that  I  gave  thee,  kill  me. 

Mount.  Why,  are  ye  guilty? 

Mir .  I  have  liv’d,  Mountferrat , 

To  fee  Difhonour  fw allow  up  all  Virtue, 

And  now  would  die:  By  Heav’ns  eternal  Brightnefs, 

I  am  as  clear  as  Innocence. 

Mount.  I  knew  it, 

And  therefore  kept  this  Letter  from  all  Knowledge, 

And  this  Sword  from  Anger,  ye  had  died  elfe* 

And  yet  I  lye,  and  bafely  lye.  % 

Mir.  O  Virtue ! 

Unfpotted  Virtue,  whither  art  thou  vanifh'd  ? 

What 
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What  haft  thou  left  to  abufe  our  Frailties, 

In  fhape  of  Goodnefs? 

Mount.  Come,  take  Courage,  Man, 

I  have  forgiven  and  forgot  your  raftinefi, 

And  hold  you  fair  as  light  in  all  your  Aftions, 

And  by  my  troth  (  griev’d  your  Loves'*  take  comfort. 
There  be  more  Women. 

Mir.  And  more  Mifchief  in ’em. 

Mount.  The  JuftiOe  Khali  do,  toright  thefe  Villanies 
Shall  make  ye  Man  again  :  I’ll  (trike  it  fare,  Sir. 
Come,  look  up  bravely,  put  this  puling  Paffion 
Out  of  your  Mfnd  5  one  knock  for  thee,  Miranda , 

And  for  the  Boy,  the  grave  Gomera  gave  thee, 

When  foe  accepted  thee  her  Champion  \ 

And  in  thy  abfence,  like  a  valiant  Gentleman, 

I  yet  remember  it :  he  is  too  young. 

Too  Boyifoi,  and  too  tender,  to  adventure: 

I’ll  give  him  one  found  rap  for  that:  I  love  thee, 

Thou  art  a  brave  young  Spark. 

Mir.  Boy,  did  he  call  me  ? 

Gomera  call  me  Boy  ? 

Mount.  It  pleas’d  his  Gravity, 

To  think  fo  of  ye  then:  they  that  do  Service, 

And  honeft  Service,  fuch  as  thou  and  I  do. 

Are  either  Knaves  or  Boys. 

Mir.  Boy,  by  Gomera  ? 

How  look’d  he  when  he  faid  it?  for  Gomera 
Was  ’ever  wont  to  be  a  virtuous  Gentleman, 

Human  and  fweet. 

Mount.  Yes  when  he  will,  he  can  be  5 
But  let  it  go,  I  would  not  breed  Diflention, 

"Tis  an  unfriendly  Office  5  and  had  it  been 
To  any  of  a  higher  (train  than  you,  Sir, 

The  well  known,  well  approved,  and  lov’d  Miranda , 

I  had  not  thought  on’t:  ’twas  hap’ly  his  hafte  too, 

And  zeal  to  her. 

Mir.  A  Traitor  and  a  Boy  too? 

Shame  take  me  if  I  fuffer’t ;  puff,  farewel  Love. 

Mount  \  e  know  my  bufinefs,  1  mu  ft  leave  ye,  Sir, 
My  hour  grows  on  apace. 

Mir ; 
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Mir.  I  mu  ft  not  leave  you, 

I  dare  not,  nor  l  will  not,  'till  your  Goodnefs 
Have  granted  me  one  courtefie:  ye  lay  ye  love  me? 

Mount.  I  do,  and  dearly :  ask,  and  let  that  Courtefie 
Nothing  concern  mine  Honour. 

Mir.  You  mull  do  it. 

Or  you  will  never  fee  me  more. 

Mount.  What  is  it? 

It  fhall  be  great  that  puts  ye  off;  pray  fpeak  it.  > 

Mir.  Pray  let  me  fight  to  day,  good  dear  Mount fetrat^ 

Let  me,  and  bold  Gomera - — > 

Mount.  Fie,  Miranda , 

Do  ye  weigh  my  Worth  fo  little? 

Mir.  On  my  Knees, 

As  ever  thou  had  ft  true  touch  of  a  forrow 
Thy  Friend  conceiv’d,  as  ever  Honour  lov’d  thee. 
Mount .  Shall  1  turn  Recreant  now  ? 

Mir.  ’Tis  not  thy  Caufe, 

Thou  haft  no  Reputation  wounded  in’t, 

Thine’s  but  a  general  zeal:  death,  I  am  tainted, 

The  deareft  twyn  to  life,  my  Credit’s  murder’d. 

Baffl’d  and  boy’d. 

Mount.  I  am  glad  ye  have  fwallow’d  it. 

I  muft  confefs  I  pity  ye*,  and  ’tis  a  juftice, 

A  great  one  too,  you  fliould  revenge  thefe  Injuries. * 

I  know  it,  and  I  know  ye  fit  and  bold  to  do  it. 

And  Man,  as  much  as  Man  may :  but  Miranda , 

Why  do  ye  kneel  ? 

Mir .  By — - — Til  grow  to  the  Ground  here, 

And  with  my  Sword  dig  up  my  Grave,  and  fall  in’t| 
Unlefs  thou  grant  me:  Dear  Mountferrat ,  Friend, 

Is  any  thing  in  my  power,  to  my  life,  Sir  ? 

The  Honour  fhall  be  yours. 

Mount.  I  love  ye  dearly. 

Yet  fo  much  I  fhoiild  tender. 

Mir.  I’ll  preferve  all : 

By* - 1  will  *,  or  all  the  Sin  fall  with  me, 

Pray  let  me. 

Mount.  Ye  have  won>  I’ll  once  be  Coward 
To  p'ieafure  you, 

— -  "B  A* »  V 
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Mir.  I  kifs  your  Hands,  and  thank  ye 

Mo,mn  Be  tender  of  my  Credit,  and  fight  bravel - 
Mir.  Blow  not  the  Fire  that  flames. 

Mount.  I’ll  fend  mine  Armour, 

My  Man  fliall  prelently  attend  ye  with  it, 

For  you  mall  arm  immediately,  the  hour’calls 
I  know  ’twill  fit  ye  right;  be  fure,  and  fecret  ’ 

And  laft  be  fortunate;  farewel,  veare  fitted-’ 

I  am  glad  the  load’s  ofF  me. 

Mir.  My  bell  Mount ferr at.  [Exeunt 

.S  C  E  N  E  IV. 


Enter  Norandine  and  Doctor. 

...  ^-Doctor,  I  will  fee  the  Combat,  that’s  the  truth  on’t, 
lr  I  had  never  a  Leg,  1  would  crawl  to  fee  ic. 

DoB  You  are  moll  unfit,  if  I  might  counfel  ye. 

Your  Wounds  fo  many,  and  the  Air— — — 

Nor.  The  Halter  j 

I  he  Airs  as  good  an  Air,  as  fine  an  Air; 

Wool  dll  thou  have  me  live  in  an  Oven  ? 

DoB.  Befide  the  Noife,  Sir, 

Which  to  a  tender  Body. 

Nor .  That’s  it,  Dc&or, 

My  Body  muff  be  cur’d  withal;  if  you  11  heal  me  quickly 
3.  Drum-head  in  my  Broth;  I  never  profper 
With  Knuckles^ o’ Veal5  and  Birds  in  Sorrel  Sops 
Cawdles,  and  Cullyfies,  they  waih  me  away 
Like  a  Horfe  had  eaten  Grains  :  if  thou  wilt  cure  me 
A  pickled  Herring,  and  a  pottle  of  Sack,  Doftor^  ’ 
And  hall:  a  dozen  Trumpets. 

DoB.  You’re  a  firange  Gentleman.  /Glider. 

e  er  thou  knew’ll ;  wilt  thou  give  me  another 
<  hat  I  may  fit  cleanly  there  like  a  French  Lady, 

\V  nen  file  goes  to  a  Mask  at  Court :  Where’s  thy  Hobov  ? 
Dye?.  I  am  glad  ye  are  grown  lo  merry. 

Ivor.  Welcome,  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Afiorius,  and  Cafirior. 

We  come  to  fee  you,  Sir;  and  ghd  we  are 
*  °  Jee  y°u  thus,  thus  forward  to  your  Health, 

Eor.  i  thank  my  DcHor  here. 
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DoB.  Nay,  thank  your  felf,  Sir, 

For  by  my  troth,  I  know  not  how  he’s  cur’d, 

He  ne’er  obferves  any  of  our  Prefcriptions. 

Nor.  Give  me  my  Mony  again  then,  good  fweet  Doctor  \ 
Wilt  thou  have  twenty  Shillings  a  day  for  vexing  me  ? 
DoB.  That  fhall  not  ferve  ye.  Sir. 

Nor.  Then  forty  fhall,  Sir, 

And  that  will  make  ye  fpeak  well :  Hark,  the  Drums. 

[  Drums  afar  off.  A  low  March . 
Cafl .  They  begin  to  beat  to  th’  Field :  Oh  noble  Dane^ 
Never  was  fuch  a  Stake,  I  hope,  of  Innocence, 

Plaid  for  in  Malta,  and  in  Blood,  before. 

Aflo.  It  makes  us  hang  our  Heads  all. 

Nor.  A  bold  Villain  *, 

If  there  beTreafon  in  it:  Accufe  poor  Ladies? 

And  yet  they  may  do  mifchief  too :  I’ll  be  with  ye : 

If  fhe  be  innocent  l  fhall  find  it  quickly, 

And  fomething  then  I’ll  fay. 

Aflo.  Come,  lean  on  us,  Sir. 

Nor.  1  thank  ye,  Gentlemen  .*  and  D online  DoBor , 
Pray  bring  a  little  fneezing  Powder  in  your  Pocket, 

For  fear  1  found  when  I  fee  my  Blood. 

DoB.  You  are  pleafant.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  two  Marfhals . 

I  Marjh.  Are  the  Combatants  come  in  ? 

[The  Scaffold  Jet  out ,  and  the  Stairs . 

i  Marjh.  Yes. 

i  Marjh.  Make  the  Field  clear  there.  > 

z  Marjh.  That’s  done  too.  ( coming, 

i  Marjh 0  Then  to  the  Prifoner*  the  grand  Mailer’s 
Let’s  fee  that  all  be  ready  there. 

z  Marjh .  Too  ready. 

How  ceremonious  our  very  Ends  are? 

Alas,  fweet  Lady, 

If  (he  be  innocent,  [ [Flour iff  i 

No  doubt  but  Juftice  will  direffc  her  Champion. 

Away,  I  hear  ’em  come,  . 

i  Marjh  Pray  Heav’n  fhe  proiper. 
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Enter  Valetta,  Norandine,  Adorias,  Caftriot,  &c. 

Val.  Give  Captain  Norandine  a  Chair. 

Nor.  I  thank  your  Lordfhip. 

Val.  Sit,  Sir,  and  take  your  eafe ;  your  Hurts  require  it : 
You  come  to  fee  a  Woman’s  Caufe  decided, 

That’s  aM  the  Knowledge  now,  or  Name  1  have  for  her: 
They  lay  a  Fall e,  and  bafe,  and  treacherous  Woman, 
And  partly  prov’d  too. 

Nor.  Pity  it  ffould  be  fo: 

And  if  your  Lordff  ip  durft  ask  my  Opinion, 

Suie  1  ffould  anfwer  No;  fo  I  much  I  honour  her* 

And  anfwer’ t  with  my  Life  too  :  But  Gomera 
Is  a  brave  Gentleman ;  the  other  valiant, 

.  And  '£  tic  be  not  good,  Dogs  gnaw  his  Fieff  off, 

And  one  above  ’em  both  will  find  the  Truth  out- 
He  never  fails,  Sir. 

V al.  That’s  the  hope  reds  with  me. 

Nor.  How  Nature  and  his  Honour  druggie  in  him/ 

A  fweet,  clear, noble  Gentleman.  \yVtthin^  malce  room  there* 

Guard.  Make  room  there. 

Pal.  Go  up,  and  what  you  have  to  fay,  fay  there, 
Niter  Oriana,  Ladies,  Executioner,  Abdella,  and  Guard , 

Ori.  Thus  I  afeend ;  nearer  I  hope  to  Heav’n, 

Nor  do  I  fear  to  tread  this  dark  black  Manfion, 

The  Image  of  my  Grave,  each  foot  we  move 
Goes  to  it  dill;  each  hour  we  leave  behind  us, 

Knowls  fadly  toward  it :  My  noble  Brother, 

For  yet  mine  Innocence  dares  call  ye  fo, 

And  you  the  Friends  to  Virtue,  that  come  hither, 

The  Chorus  to  this  Tragick  Scene,  behold  me, 

Behold  me  with  your  Judice,  not  with  Pity, 

(My  Caufe  was  ne’er  fo  poor  to  ask  Companion,,) 

Behold  me  in  this  fpotlefs  White  I  wear. 

The,  Emblem  of  my  Life,  of  all  my  Actions, 

So  ye  fhall  find  my  Story,  though  I  perifh  : 

Behold  me  in  my  Sex,  I  am  no  Soldier, 

Tender  and  full  of  fears  our  bluffing  Sex  is, 

Unhardned  with  relentlcfs  Thoughts >  unhatcht 
With  Blood  and  bloody  Practice:  alas,  we  tremble, 

But  when  an  angry  Dream  afflidts  our  Fancies, 
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Die  with  a  Tale  well  told  j  had  I  been  prafltis’d. 

And  known  the  way  of  Mifchief,  travell’d  in  it. 

And  given  my  Blood  and  Honour  up  to  reach  it, 
Forgot  Religion,  and  the  Line  I  fprung  on. 

Oh  Heav’n,  I  had  been  fit  then  for  thy  jufdice, 

And  then  in  black,  as  dark  as  Hell,  1  had  howfc!  here. 
Laid,  in  your  own  Opinions  weigh  mine  Innocence > 
Amongid  ye  I  was  planted  from  an  Infant, 

(Would  then,  if  Heav’n  had  fo  been  pleas’d,  I  had  periflh’d) 
Grew  up,  and  goodly,  ready  to  bear  Fruit, 

The  honourable  Fruit  of  Marriage  : 

And  am  I  blafted  in  my  Bud  with  Treafon  ? 

Boldly  and  bafely  of  my  fair  Name  ravifh’d, 

And  hither  brought  to  find  my  Reid  in  Ruin  ? 

But  he  that  knows  all,  he  that  rights  all  Wrongs, 

And  in  his  time  refdores,  knows  me  .*  I  have  fpoken. 

Val.  If  ye  be  innocent,  Heav’n  will  protedd  ye. 

And  fo  I  leave  ye  to  his  Sword  ftrikes  for  ye. 

Fare  w  el. 

Ori.  Oh  that  went  deep,  farewel  dear  Brother, 

And  howfoe’er  my  Caufe  goes,  fee  my  Body 
(Upon  my  Knees,  I  ask  it)  buried,,  chaftely  $ 

For  yet,  by  holy  Truth,  it  never  trefpafs’d. 

Afio.  Juidicefiton  your  Caufe, and  Heav’n  fight  for  ye. 
Nor.  Two  of  ye,  Gentlemen,  do  me  but  the  Honour 
To  lead  me  to  her ;  good  my  Lord,  your  Leave  too: 
Val.  You  have  it,  Sir. 

Nor.,  Give  me  your  fair  Hands  fcarlefs. 

As  white  as  this  I  fee  your  Innocence, 

As  fpotkfs,  and  as  pure  j  be  not  afraid,  Lady, 

Y ou  are  but  here  brought  to  your  nobler  Fortune, 

To  add  unto  your  Life  immortal  Story : 

Virtue,  through  hardeld  things  arrives  at  Happinefs, 
Shame  follow  that  blunt  Sword  that  lofes  you, 

And  he  that  idrikes  againfd  you :  I  fhall  fiudy 
A  Curfe  or  two  for  him:  Once  more  your  fair  Hands, 

1  never  brought  ill  Luck  yet  5  be  fearlefs  happy. 

Or/.  I  thank  ye,  noble  Captain. 

Nor.  So  I  leave  ye. 

Val .  Call  in  the  Knights  feverally. 
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Enter  fever  ally  Gomera  and  Miranda. 

Ori.  But  two  words  to  my  Champion, 

And  then  to  Heav’n  and  him  I  give  my  Caufe  up, 

V al.  Speak  quickly,  and  fpeak  fhort. 

Oria.  I  have  not  much,  Sir. 

Noble  Gomera ,  from  your  own  free  Virtue, 

You  have  undertaken  here  a  poor  Maid’s  Honour, 

And  with  the  hazard  of  your  Life}  and  happily 

You  may  fufpedt  the  Caufe,  though  in  your  true  Worth 

You  will  not  fhew  it  j  therefore  take  this  Tefiimony, 

(And  as  I  hope  for  Happinefs,  a  true  onej 

And  may  iufteel  your  Heart,  and  edge  your  good  Sword  : 

Ye  fight  for  her,  as  fpotlefs  of  thefe  Mifchiefs, 

As  Heav’n  is  of  our  Sins,  or  Truth  of  Errors, 

And  fo  defie  that  treacherous  Man,  and  profper. 

Nor.  Blefiing  o’  thy  Heart,  Lady. 

Val  Give  the  Signal  to  ’em.  [ Low  Alarm x. 

Nor.  ’Tis  bravely  fought,  Gomera ,  follow  that  blow. 
Well  (truck  again,  Boy:  look  upon  the  Lady, 

And  gather  Spirit:  brave  again,  lye  clofe, 

Lye  clofe,  l  fay  :  he  fights  aloft,  and  firongly; 

Clofe  for  thy  life:  a  vengeance  o’  that  fell  Buffet: 
Retire,  and  gather  Breath,  ye  have  Day  enough,  Knights  j 
Look  lovely  on  him,  Lady  \  to’t  again  now. 

Stand,  (land,  Gomera ,  hand  }  one  blow  for  all  now. 
Gather  thy  ftrength  together;  God  blefs  the  Woman: 
Why,  where’s  thy  noble  Heart?  Heav’n  blefs  the  Lady. 
All  Oh,  oh  !  1 

Val  She  is  gone,  fhe  is  gone. 

Nor.  Now  .(trike  it.  fquer’d* 

Hold,  hold}  he  yields:  hold  thy  brave  Sword,  he’seon- 
He’s  thine,  Gomera -y  now  be  joyful,  Lady: 

What  could  this  I  hief  have  done,  had  his  Caufe  been 
He  made  my  Heart-firings  tremble.  ( equal? 

Val  Off  with  his  Cask  there  } 

And  Executioner,  take  you  his  Head  next. 

Abdel  Oh  cm  fed  Fortune! 

Gom.  Stay ,  f  bcfeech  ye,  Sir,  and  this  one  Honour 
Grant  me,  I  have  deferv’d  it  5  that  this  Villain 
May  live  one  day,  to  envy  at  my  Juftice, 

1  hat  he  may  pine  and  dye,  before  the  Sword  fall. 
Viewing  the  Glory  I  have  won  herGoodnefs.  Val 
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Val.  He  fhall,  and  you  the  Harveft  of  your  Valour 
Shall  reap,  brave  Sir,  abundantly. 

Gom.  I  have  fav’d  her, 

Preferv’d  her  fpotlefs  Worth  from  black  Deftru&ion, 
Her  white  Name  to  Eternity  deliver’d, 

Her  Youth,  and  Sweetnefs,  from  a  timelefs  Ruin. 

Now  Lord  Valetta ,  if  this  bloody  Labour 
May  but  deferve  her  Favour. 

Mir.  Stay  and  hear  me  firft. 

T^al.  Off  with  his  Cask,  this  is  Miranda' s  Voice. 

Nor.  ’Tis  he  indeed,  or  elfe  mine  Eyes  abufe  me. 
What  makes  he  here  thus? 

Ori .  The  young  Miranda ? 

Is  he  mine  Enemy  too  ? 

Mir .  None  has  deferv’d  her, 

If  Worth  muft  carry  it,  and  Service  feek  her, 

But  he  that  faved  her  Honour. 

Gom.  That’s  I,  Miranda. 

Mir.  No,  no,  that’s  I,  Gotnera ;  be  riot  fo  forward, 

In  bargain  for  my  Love,  ye  cannot  cozen  me. 

Gom.  1  fought  it.  * 

Mir.  And  I  gave  it;  which  is  nobler  ? 

Why  every  Gentleman  would  have  done  as  much 
As  you  did;  fought  it?  that’s  a  poor  Defert,  Sir. 

They  are  bound  to  that;  but  then  to  make  that  Fight 
To  do  as  I  did,  take  all  Danger  from  it,  (fure, 

Suffer  that  Coldnefs,  that  muft  call  me  now 
Into  Difgrace  for  ever,  into  Pity. 

Gom .  I  undertook  fir  ft,  to  preferve  from  Hazard. 

Mir.  And  I  made  fure  no  Hazard  fhould  come  near 
Gom.  ’Twas  I  defy’d  Mountfcrrat.  fher* 

Mir.  ’Twas  I  wrought  him, 

You  had  had  a  dark  Day  elfe ;  ’twas  I  defy’d 
His  Confcience  firft,  ’twas  I  that  fhook  him  there. 
Which  is  the  brave  Defiance, 

Gom.  My  Life  and  Honour 
At  ftake  I  laid. 

Mir.  My  Care,  and  Truth  lay  by  it, 

ILeaft  that  Stake  might  be  loft:  I  have  deferv’d  her, 

And  none  but  I ;  the  Lady  might  have  perifh’d, 

Vo l,  V.  A  ^  H ad 
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Had  fell  Mount fer  rat  ftruck  it,  from  whofe  Malice 
With  Cunning  and  bold  Confidence  I  catch’d  it, 

And  ’twas  high  time,  and  iuch  a  Service,  Lady, 

For  you,  and  for  your  Innocence,  for  who  knows  not 
The  all-devouring  Sword  of  fierce  Mountferrat  ? 

I  fhew’d  ye  what  I  could  do,  had  I  been  fpightful. 

Or  Mailer  but  of  half  the  Poifon  he  bears, 
fHell  take  his  Heart  for’t)  and  befhrew  thefe  Hands^ 
W ith  all  my  Heart,  1  wifti  a  Mifchief  on  ’em,  ( Madam, 

They  made  ye  once  look  fad}  fuch  another  Fright 
I  would  not  put  ye  in,  to  owe  the  Ifland  } 

.  Yet  pardon  me,  ’twas  but  to  fhew  a  Soldier, 

Which,  when  I  had  done,  I  ended  your  poor  Coward. 
V tf/.  Let  fome  look  out,  for  the  bafe  Knight , Mountferrat. 
Abd.  I  hope  he’s  far  enough,  if  his  Man  be  truily  > 
This  was  a  ftrange  Misfortune}  I  muft  not  know  it. 
VaL  That  moil  debauch’d  Knight  j come  down  fweet 
Sifter, 

My  fpotlcfs  Sifter,  now  pray  thank  thefe  Gentlemen, 
They  have  deferv’d  both  truly,  nobly  of  ye. 

Both  excellently,  dearly,  both  all  the  Honour, 

All  the  Refpecf  and  Favour. 

Ort.  Both  ftiall  have  it  j 
And  as  my  Life,  their  Memories  I’ll  nourifh. 

Val.  Ye  are  both  true  Knights,  and  both  moft  worthy 
Here  Hands  a  Lady  ripen’d  with  your  Service,  fLovers, 
Young,  fair,  and fnow  I  dare  fay )  truly  honourable: 

’Tis  my  Will  ihe  fhall  marry}  marry  now. 

And  one  ofyou  (The  cannot  take  more  nobly  jyourDeferts 
Begot  this  Will,  and  bred  it;  both  her  Beautyl 
Cannot  enjoy}  dare  ye  make  me  your  Umpier? 

Qom.  Mir.  With  all  our  Souls. 

Val.  He  muft  not  then  be  angry 
That  lofes  her. 

Gom.  Oh  that  were,  Sir,  unworthy. 

Mir.  A  little  Sorrow  he  may  find/ 
rat.  *Tis  manly. 

Gomera ,  j?ou  are  a  brave  accomplifli’d  Gentleman, 

A  braver  no  where  lives  than  is  Miranda ; 
m  the  white  way  of  Virtue,  and  true  Valour, 

Ye  have  been  a  Pilgrim  long}  yet  ao  Man  farther 
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Has  trod  thofe  thorny  Steps,  than  young  Miranda : 
You  are  gentle,  he  is  Gentlenefs  it  felf*  Experience 
Calls  you  her  Brother*,  this  her  hopeful  Heir. 

Nor .  The  young  Man  now,  and’t  be  thy  Will. 

KaL  Your  Hand,  Sir; 

You  undertook  firlt;  nobly  undertook 

This  Lady’s  Caufe;  you  made  it  good,  and  fought  it. 

You  mull  be  ferv’d  firft,  take  her  and  enjoy  her, 

Fgive  her  to  you,  kifs  her;  are  you  pleas’d  now  ? 

Gom.  My  Joy’s  fo  much  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Val,  Nay  faired:  Sir, 

You  mufl:  not  be  difpleas’d,  you  break  your  Promife. 

Mir.  I  never  griev’d  at  good,  nor  dare  I  now,  Sir, 
Though  fomething  feem  ftrange  to  me. 

Pal.  I  have  provided 

A  better  Match  for  you,  more  full  of  Beauty, 

I’ll  wed  ye  to  our  Order  :  There’s  a  Miftrefs, 

Whofe  Beauty  ne’er  decays,  Time  Hands  below  her, 
Whofe  Honour,  Ermin-like ,  can  never  fuffer 
Spot,  or  black  Soil,  whofe  eternal  Ifliie 
Fame  brings  up  at  her  Breafts,  and  leaves  ’em  fainted. 
Her  you  fhall  marry. 

Mir.  I  muft  humbly  thank  ye. 

Pal.  Saint  Thomas  Fort,  a  Charge  of  no  fmall  Value, 
I  give  you  too,  in  prefent,  to  keep  waking 
Your  noble  Spirits;  and  to  breed  ye  pious, 
i’ll  fend  ye  a  Probation  Robe,  wear  that 
Till  ye  (hall  pleafe  to  be  our  Brother ;  how  now? 

Enter  Aftorius. 

Ajlo.  Mount ferr at* s  fled,  Sir. 

Val.  Let  him  go  a  while 

’Till  we  have  done  thefe  Rites,  and  feen  thefe  coupled : 
His  Mifchief now  lyes  open:  Come  all  Friends  now, 
Andfo  let’s  march  to  th’  Temple, found  thofe  Inftruments, 
That  were  the  Signal  to  a  Day  of  Blood, 

Evil  beginning  Hours  may  end  in  good.  [ Flourijh . 

^  Nor.  Come,  we’ll  have  Wenches,  Man, and  all  brave 
—Let  her  go,  we’ll  want  no  Miflreffes,  (things > 

Good  Swords, and  good  flrong  Armours. 

Mir*  Thofe  are  belt.  Captain. 

Aa;  Nor. 
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Nor.  And  fight  ’till  Queens  be  in  Love  with  us,  and 
X’llfee  ye  at  the  Fort  with  in  thefe  two  Days, (run  after  us. 
And  let’s  be  merry  prithee. 

Mir.  By  that  tinae  I  fhall. 

Nor.  Why  that’s  well  Laid ;  I  like  a  good  Heart  truly. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  III.  s  CENE  I. 

Enter  Norandine  and  Servant ,  Corporal  and  Soldiers 

above. 

&r.'"T“1HE  Day’s  not  yet  broke,  Sir. 

A  Nor.  ’Tis  the  cooler  riding, 

I  mull:  go  lee  Miranda ;  bring  my  Horfe 

Round  to  the  South  Port :  I’ll  out  here  at  the  Beach, 

And  meet  ye  at  the  end  o’th’  Sycamores: 

’  lis  a  fweet  Walk,  and  it  the  Wind  be  fibirring 
Serves  like  a  Fan  to  cool. 

[  Corporal  and  Watch  above,  fingfiing. 

/  SONG. 

r.  C*  IT  Soldiers. fit  and  fing >  the  Round  is  clear , 

*3  And  Cock-a-loodle-looe  tells  us  the  Day  is  near . 
Each  tofs  his  Cann ,  until  his  Throat  be  mellow. 

Drink ,  laugh ,  and  fing, ,  the  Soldier  has  no  Fellow . 

2.  To  thee  a  full  Pot ,  my  little  Lance-prefado , 

And  when  thou  haft  done,  a  Pipe  of  Tr  ini  da  do. 

Our  Glafs  of  Life  runs  Wine ,  the  Vintner  flinks  it , 
Whilfl  with  his  Wife  the  frolic k  Soldier  drinks  it. 

.  The  Drums  beat,Erfigns  wave ,  and  Cannons  thump  it , 
Cur  Game  is  Ruffe,  and  the  befit  Heart  doth  trump  it: 
Each  tofs  his  Can  until  his  Throat  be  mellow , 

Drink,  laugh ,  and  fing,  the  Soldier  has  no  Fellow. 

4.  Til  pledge  thee  my  Corporal ,  were  it  a  Flagon 

After  Watch  fiercer,  than  George  did  the  Dragon , 
What  Blood  we  loojs  id  Id  Town,  we  gain  idlf  Tuns, 
Furr'd  Gowns,  and  flat  Caps,  give  the  Wall  to  Guns. 

Each 


The  Knight  of  Malta. 


2.  (X  |  ^ 

,  T?ch/f  his  Gann,  until  his  Throat  be  mellow , 
Brink ^  laugh,  and  fing,  the  Soldier  has  no  Fellow . 

Ser.  Which  Walk  ? 

Nor.  Why  that,  Sir, 

Where  the  fine  City  Dames  meet  to  make  Matches. 
e>er.  I  know  it. 

>’c  then  i  what  Mirth  is  this? 

The  Watches  are  not  yet  difcharg’d,  I  take  it : 

Anfthln  I’nVfirCarelf1S-R0gUeS’  r!1  hcarthe  Song  out 
And  then.  I  ll  fit  ye  fort,  merry  Companions.- 

Here  s  notable  Order,  now  for  a  Trick  to  tame  ye- _ 

1  Watch.  Hark,  hark,  what’s  that  below  us,  who  goes 

Mr  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh.  *  ("there* 

*  lwt?LTf i?  W;11'  broke  loofe }  pray  call  the  Corporal’. 
I  Watch.  The  Dutchman's  huge  fat  Sow. 

if  atg>.  I  fee  her  now,  and  five  fine  Pigs 
■Nor.  Owgh,  owgh.  b 

Cor.  Now,  what’s  the  Matter? 

Hfe’s  the  great  fat  Sow,  Corporal, 
v  Dutchman  s  Sow,  and  all  the  Pigs,  brave  fat  Pigs, 
You  have  been  wilhing  long  the  would  break  loofe. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh. 

Cor.  ’Tis  the  indeed,  there’s  a  white  Pig  now  fucking , 

Look,  look,  do  you  fee  it,  Sirs?  u 

i  Watch.  Yes,  very  well,  Sir. 

Cor.  A  notable  fat  whorefon  j  come  two  of  ye 
Go  down  with  me,  we’ll  have  a  tickling  Breakfaft. 

1  z  W  atch.  Let  s  eat  ’em  at  the  Crofs.  ' 

Cor.  There’s  the  bell  Liquor. 

i\w  I’ll  fiquour  fome  of  ye,  ye  lazy  Rogues, 

Your  Minds  are  of  nothing  but  eating  and  1  willing : 
w  hat  a  tweet  Beall:  they  have  made  of  me  ?  A  Sow  ? 
Hog  upon  Hog,  I  hear  ’em  come. 

Enter  Corporal  below ,  and  Watch . 

r<s  red  fi" upon  'em 

Cor.  Why  what’s  the  Matter? 
f  ^  i  Watch  Oh  the  Devil ! 

1  he  Devil,  as  high  as  a  Steeple. 

Aa  j 
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z  Watch.  Time  he  goes,  Corporal, 

H  s  F  eet  are  cloven  too. 

Cor .  Stand,  ftand,  I  fay:  Death,  how  Iftiake? 

Where  be  your  Muskets  ? 

i  Watch.  There's  no  good  of  them: 

Where  be  our  Prayers,  Man? 

z  Watch.  Lord,  how  he  ftalks :  fpeak  to  him  Corporal. 
Cor .  Why,  what  a  Devil  art  thou. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh. 

Cor.  A  dumb  Devil, 

The  worft  Devil  that  could  come,  a  dumb  Devil. 

Give  me  a  Musket  ^  he  gathers  in  to  me, 

1’th*  Name  of— fpeak,  what  art  thou? — fpeak  Devil, 

Or  I’ll  put  a  Plumb  in  your  Belly. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh. 

Cor.  Fie,  fpe,  in  what  a  Sweat  am  1/  Lord  blefs  me, 
My  Musket’s  gone  too,  1  am  not  able  to  ftir  it. 

Nor .  Who  goes  there  ?  Stand,  fpeak. 

Cor .  Sure  1  am  inch  anted. 

Yet  here’s  my  Halbert  Hill*  nay,  who  goes  there,  Sir? 
What,  have  1  loft  my  felf?  What  are  ye? 

Nor .  The  Guard. 

Cor.  Why,  what  are  we  then;  he’s  not  half  fo  long  now, 
Nor  he  has  no  Tail  at  all  *  I  fhake  ftill  damnably. 

Nor,  The  Word. 

Cor.  Have  Mercy  on  me,  what  W ord  does  he  mean  ? 
Prethee  Devil,  if  thou  be’ft  the  Devil, 

Do  not  make  an  Afs  of  me,  for  I  remember  yet 
As  well  as  I  am  here,  1  am  the  Corporal, 

I’ll  lay  my  Life  on’t,  Devil. 

Nor.  Thou  art  damn’d. 

Cor .  That’s  all  one  *,  but  am  not  I  the  Corporal  ? 

I  would  give  a  thoufand  Pound  to  be  refolv’d  now  > 
Had  not  I  Soldiers  here? 

Nor.  No,  not  a  Man,  /  S  l  | 

T  hou  art  debauch’d,  and  cozen’d. 

Cor.  That  may  be, 

It  may  be  I  am  drunk  >  Lord,  where  have  I  been? 

Is  not  this  try  Halbert  in  my  Hand? 

Nor .  No?  "tis  a  AC  ay -pole. 

Cor. 
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^  Cor .  Why  then  I  know  not  who  I  am,  nor  what, 
Nor  whence  I  come. 

Nor.  Ye  are  an  arrant  Rafcalj 
You  Corporal  of  a  W  atch? 

Cor.  ’Tis  the  Dane's  Voice-,  you  are  no  Devil  then. 
Nor.  No,  nor  no  Sow,  Sir. 

Cor .  Of  that  1  am  right  glad,  Sir, 

I  was  ne’er  fo  frighted  in  my  Life,  as  I  am  a  Soldier.' 
Nor.  Tall  Watchmen, 

A  Guard  for  a  Goofe,  you  iin  r  away  your  Gentries. 

A  careful  Company  *  let  me  out  o’th’  Fort  here,  ■< 
I  was  a  little  merry  with  your  Wodhips* 

And  keep  your  Guards  ftrong,  tho’  the  Devil  walk. 
Hold,  there’s  to  bring  ye  into  your  Wits  again. 

Go  off  no  more  to  hunt  Pigs*  fuch  another  Trick, 

And  you  will  hunt  the  Gallows. 

Cor.  Pray  Sir,  pardon  us : 

And  let  the  Devil  come  next,  Til  make  him  Hand 
Or  make  him  ftink. 

Nor .  Do,  do  your  Duty  truly.- 
Come  let  me  out,  and  come  away ;  no  more  Rage. 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE  IL 

Enter  Ahdella  with  a  Letter ,  and  Rocca, 

Abd.  W  rite  thus  to  me  ?  he  hath  fearfully  and  bafely 
Betray’d  his  own  Caufe  >  yet  to  free  himfelf. 

He  now  aferibes  the  Fault  to  me. 

Roc.  I  know  not 

What  he  hath  done ;  but  what  he  now  defirGS* 

His  Letters  have  inform’d  you. 

Abd.  Yes,  he  is 

Too  well  acquainted  with  the  Power  he  holds 
Over  my  mad  Affeftions:  I  want  time 
To  write  j  but  pray  you  tell  him,  if  I  were 
No  better  fteel’d  in  my  ftrong  Refolutions, 

Than  he  hath  ftiown  himfelf  in  his  5  or  thought 
There  was  a  Hell  hereafter,  or  a  Heav’n 
But  in  enjoying  him,  I  ihould  ftick  here. 

And  move  no  further ;  bid  him  yet  take  Comfort  1 

Aa  4  For 
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For  fomething  I  would  do,  the  Devil  would  quake  at, 
But  I'll  untie  this  Nuptial  Knot  of  Love, 

And  make  way  for  his  Wifhes  ;  in  the  mean  time 
Let  him  lye  clofe,  for  he  is  ftri&ly  fought  for. 

And  practice  to  love  her,  that  for  his  Ends 
Scorns  Fear  and  Danger. 

Enter  Oriana  and  Velleda. 

Roc.  All  this  I  will  tell  him.  [Exit  Rocca. 

Abd.  Do  fo  >  farewel.  My  Lady,  with  my  Fellow, 
So  earned  in  Difcourfe!  What-e’er  it  be, 

I'll  fecond  it. 

Eel.  He  is  luch  a  noble  Husband, 

In  every  Circumftance  fo  truly  loving, 

1  hat  I  might  fay,  and  without  Flattery,  Madam, 

The  Sun  fees  not  a  Lady  but  yoiir  felf 
That  can  deferve  him. 

Abd .  Oi  all  Men  I  lay 
That  dare  (for  'tis  a  delperate  Adventure) 

Wear  on  their  free  Necks  the  fweet  Yoak  of  Woman, 

(  For  they  that  do  repine,  are  no  true  Husbands) 

Give  me  a  Soldier. 

Ori.  Why,  are  they  more  loving 
Than  other  Men  ? 

Abd.  And  love  too  with  more  Judgment  j 
For,  but  obferve,  your  Courtier  is  more  curious 
To  fet  himfelf  forth  richly,  than  his  Lady: 

His  Baths,  Perfumes,  nay  Paintings  too,  more  coftly, 
Than  his  Frugality  will  allow  to  her; 

His  Cloaths  as  chargeable,  and  grant  him  but 
A  thing  without  a  Beard,  and  he  may  pafs 
At  all  times  for  a  Woman,  and  with  fome 
Have  better  Welcome:  Now,  your  Man  of  Lands 
For  the  moft  part  is  careful  to  manure  them, 

But  leaves  his  Lady  fallow;  your  great  Merchant 
Breaks  oftner  for  the  Debt  he  owes  his  Wife, 

Than  with  his  Creditors,  and  that’s  the  Reafon 
She  looks  e  fewhere  for  Payment :  Nowyour  Soldier-— 

Vel  Ay  marry,  do  him  right. 

Abd .  Firth,  who  has  one, 
rlas  a  perpetual  Guard  upon  her  Honour; 
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For  while  he  wears  a  Sword,  Slander  her  felf 
Dares  not  bark  at  it  5  next,  fhe  fits  at  home 
Like  a  great  Queen,  and  fends  him  forth  to  fetch  in 
Her  Tribute  from  all  parts  5  which  being  brought  home. 
He  lays  it  at  her  Feet,  and  feeks  no  further 
For  his  Reward,  than  what  fhe  may  give  freely, 

And  with  delight  too,  from  her  own  Exchequer, 

Which  he  finds  ever  open. 

Or i.  Be  more  modelt. 

Abd.  Why,  we  may  fpeak  of  that  we  are  glad  to  tafte  of. 
Among  our  felves  I  mean. 

Ori.  Thou  talk’d:  of  nothing. 

Abd.  Of  nothing, Madam  ?  You  have  found  it  fomething } 
Or  with  the  railing  up  this  pretty  Mount  here, 

My  Lord  hath  dealt  with  Spirits. 

Enter  Gomera.  t 

Ori .  Two  long  hours  abfent? 

Gom .  Thy  Pardon,  Sweet :  I  have  been  looking  on 
The  Prize  that  was  brought  in  by  the  brave  Dane , 

The  valiant  Norandine ,  and  have  brought  fomething. 
That  may  be  thou  wilt  like  of}  but  onekifs, 

And  then  poflefs  my  Purchafe :  There’s  a  piece 
Of  Cloth  of  Tifiue,  this  of  purple  Velvet, 

And  as  they  fwear,  of  the  right  Tyrian  dye, 

Which  others  here  but  weakly  counterfeit: 

If  they  are  worth  thy  ufe,  wear  them*  if  not. 

Bellow  them  on  thy  W omen. 

^bd.  Here’s  the  Husband. 

Gom .  While  there  is  any  trading  on  the  Sea, 

Thou  {halt  want  nothing  >  ’tis  a  Soldier’s  glory, 
However  he  negle£t  himfelf,  to  keep 
His  Miftrefs  in  full  Luftre. 

Ori.  You  exceed.  Sir. 

Gom.  Yet  there  was  one  part  of  the  Prize  difpos’d  of 
Before  I  came,  which  I  grieve  that  1  rnifs’d  of, 

Being  almofl  allured,  it  would  have  been 
'  A  welcome  Prefent. 

Ori.  Pray  you  fay,  what  was  it? 

Gom.  A  Turkijh  Captive  of  incomparable  Beauty, 

And  without  queftion,  in  her  Country  noble*, 

Which, 
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Which,  as  Companion  to  thy  faithful  Moor 
I  would  have  given  thee  for  thy  Slave. 

Ori.  But  was  fhe  of  fuch  an  exquifite  form  > 

Gom*  Moll  exquifite. 

On.  And  well  defcended  ? 

Gom*  So  the  Habit  promis’d, 

In  which  file  was  taken. 

Ori .  Of  what  Years? 

Gom.  ’Tisfaid 
A  Virgin  of  fourteen. 

Ori .  I  pity  her, 

And  wifh  fhe  were  mine,  that  I  might  have  the  means 
T’  entertain  her  gently. 

Gom .  She’s  now  Miranda's , 

And  as  I  have  heard,  made  it  her  fuit  to  be  fo. 

Ori.  Miranda’s  ?  then  her  Fate  deferves  not  Pity, 
But  Envy  rather. 

Gom.  Envy,  Ori  ana? 

Ori .  Yes,  and  their  Envy  that  live  free. 

Gom.  How’s  this  ? 

Ori.  .Why,  (he’s  fain  into  the  hands  of  one, 

So  full  of  that,  which  in  Men  we  ftile  Goodnefs, 

I  hat  in  her  being  his  Slave,  file  is  happier  far 
Than  if  file  were  confirm’d  the  Sultan  s’Miftrefs. 

Gom .  Miranda  is  indeed  a  Gentleman 
Of  fair  defert,  and  better  hopes,  but  yet 
He  hath  his  Equals. 

Ori.  Where  ?  I  would  go  far, 

As  I  am  now,  though  much  unfit  for  Travels, 

But  to  (ee  one  that  without  injury 
Might  be  put  in  the  Scale,  or  parallell’d. 

In  any  thing  that’s  Noble,  with  Miranda } 

His  Knowledge  in  all  Services  of  War, 

And  ready  Courage  to  put  into  a<5t 

That  knowing  Judgment,  as  you  are  a  Soldier 

i  ou  bed  may  fpeak  of.  Nor  can  you  deliver, 

Nor  1  hear  with  delight,  a  better  iubjedt. 

And  Heav’n  did  well,  in  fuch  a  lovely  Feature 
*1  o  place  fo  chafie  a  Mind  $  for  he  is  of 
So  fweet  a  Carriage,  fuch  a  winning  Nature, 

And 
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And  fuch  a  bold,  yet  well-difpos’d  Behaviour; 

And  to  all  thefe,  h’as  fuch  a  charming  Tongue, 

That  if  he  would  ferve  under  Love’s  frefh  colours, 

What  monumental  Trophies  might  he  raife, 

Of  his  free  Conquefts,  made  in  Ladies  favours  ? 

Gom.  Yet  you  did  refill  him,  when  he  was 
An  earnell  Suitor  to  you. 

Ori.  Yes  I  did; 

And  if  I  were  again  fought  to,  I  fhould ; 

But  mufl  afcribe  it  rather  to  the  Fate 
That  did  appoint  me  yours,  than  any  Power 
Which  I  can  call  mine  own. 

Com .  Even  fo  ? 

Abd.  Thanks  Fortune, 

The  Plot  I  had  to  raife  in  him,  Doubts  of  her. 

Thou  haft  effefted. 

Ori .  I  could  tell  you  too, 

What  caufe  I  have  to  love  him,  with  what  reafon* 

In  thankfulnefs,  he  may  expeft  from  me 
All  due  obfervance ;  but  I  pafs  that,  as 
A  benefit,  for  which,  in  my  behalf. 

You  are  his  Debtor. 

Abd.  I  perceive  it  takes, 

By  his  chang’d  looks. 

Ori .  He  is  not  in  the  City, 

Is  he,  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Who,  Lady? 

Ori.  Why  Miranda , 

Having  you  here,  can  there  be  any  elfe 
Worth  my  enquiry? 

Gom.  This  is  fomewhat  more 
Than  Love  to  Virtue. 

Ori.  Faith  when  he  comes  hither, 

As  fometimes,  without  queftion,  you  (hall  meet  him,’ 
Invite  him  home. 

Gom.  T o  what  end  ? 

Ori.  To  Dine  with  us, 

Or  Sup. 

Gom.  And  then  to  take  #hard  Bed  with  you; 

Mean  you  not  fo? 

OrL 
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Ori.  If  you  could  win  him  to  it, 

’Twould  be  the  better;  for  his  Entertainment, 
Leave  that  to  me,  he  lhall  find  noble  Ulage, 

And  from  me  a  free  welcome. 

Gom.  Have  you  never 
Heard  of  a  Roman  Lady,  Ori  ana, 

Remembred  as  a  Precedent  for  Matrons, 

(Chad:  ones,  I  pi  ay  you  underftandj  whofe  Husband, 
Tax  d  tor  his  fower  Breath  by  his  Enemy, 
Condemn’d  his  Wife,  for  not  acquainting  him 
With  his  Infirmity? 

Ori.  ’Tis  a  common  one  ; 

Her  Anfwer  was,  having  ltifs’d  none  but  him. 

She  thought  it  was  a  general  Difeafe 

All  Men  were  fubjt&  to;  but  what  infer  you 
From  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Why,  that  this  virtuous  Lady 
Had  all  her  Thoughts  fo  fix’d  upon  her  Lord, 

That  flie  could  find  no  fpare  time  to  fing  Praifes 
Of  any  other ;  nor  would  fhe  imploy 
Her  Husband  (though  perhaps  in  debt  to  years 
As  tar  as  I  am)  for  an  Infirument 

To  bring  home  younger  Men  that  might  delight  her 

With  their  Difcourfe,  or— _ 

Ori.  What,  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Their  Perfons, 

Or  if  I  fhould  fpeak  plainer—— 

Ori.  No  it  needs  not. 

You  have  faid  enough  to  make  my  Innocence  know 
It  is  fufpefted. 

Gom.  Y ou  betray  your  felf 
lo  more  than  a  fufpicion ;  could  you  ehe. 

To  me  that  live  in  nothing  but  love  to  you, 

Make  fuch  a  grofs  difeovery,  that  your  Lufi: 

Had  {old  that  Heart  I  thought  mine,  tb  Miranda? 

Or  rife  to  fuch  a  height  in  Impudence, 

As  to  prefume  to  work  my  yielding  weaknels 
lo  play  for  your  bad  ends,  to  my  difgrace, 

1  he  Wktal,  or  the  Pander? 

'  *4 
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Ori.  Do  not  ftudy 

To  print  more  Wounds,  (Tor  that  were  Tyranny) 
Upon  a  Heart  that  is  pierc’d  through  already. 

Gom.  Thy  Heart  ?  thou  hafl  pierc’d  thro5  mine  Honour, 
The  Honour  of  my  Houfe,  Fool  that  I  was,  (falfe  one. 
To  give  it  up  to  the  deceiving  truft 
Of  wicked  Woman:  For  thy  fake,  vile  Creature, 

For  all  I  have  done  well,  in  my  Life, 

I  have  dig’d  a  Grave,  all  buried  in  a  Wife  ; 

For  thee  I  have  defy’d  my  conflant  Miftrels, 

That  never  fail’d  her  Servant,  glorious  War  ; 

For  thee,  refus’d  the  Fellowfhip  of  an  Order 
Which  Princes,  through  all  dangers,  have  been  proud 
To  fetch  as  far  as  from  Jerufaletn: 

And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ? 

Vel.  By  all  Goodnefs 

You  wrong  my  Lady,  and  deferve  her  not, 

When  you  are  at  your  beft.*  Repent  your  Rafhnefs, 
’Twill  fhow  well  in  you. 

Abd.  Do,  and  ask  her  Pardon. 

Ori.  No,  I  have  liv’d  too  long,  to  have  my  Faith, 
My  try’d  Faith,  call’d  in  queflion,  and  by  him 
That  fhould  know  true  Affe&ion  is  too  tender 
To  fuffer  an  unkind  touch,  without  ruin; 

Study  Ingratitude,  all,  from  my  Example ; 

For  to  be  thankful  now,  is  to  be  falfe. 

But  be  it  fo,  let  me  dye,  I  fee  you  wilh  it} 

Yet  dead  for  truth,  and  pities  fake,  report 
What  Weapon  you  made  choice  of,  when  you  kill’d  me, 
Vel.  She  faints. 

Abd.  W  hat  have  ye  done  ? 

Ori .  My  laft  Breath  cannot 
Be  better  fpent,  than  to  fay  I  forgive  you; 

Nor  is  my  Death  untimely,  fince  with  me 
I  take  along  what  might  have  been  hereafter 
In  fcorn  delivered  for  the  doubtful  KTue 
Of  a  fufpedted  Mother. 

Vel.  Oh,  fhe’s  gone. 

Abd .  For  ever  gone.  Are  you  a  Man  ? 

Qom.  I  grow  here, 

Abd 
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Abd.  Open  her  Mouth,  and  pour  this  Cordial  in  it; 
If  any  fpark  of  Life  be  unquench’d  in  her. 

This  will  recover  her. 

Vel.  *Tis  all  in  vain, 

She’s  ftiff  already :  Live  I,  and  fhe  dead  ? 

Gotn .  How  like  a  Murtherer  I  ftand  ?  look  up, 

And  hear  me  curfe  my  felf,  or  but  behold 
The  Vengeance  I  will  take  for’t,  Ortana , 

And  then  in  peace  forfake  me.*  Jealoufie, 

1  hou  loathforne  Vomit  of  the  Fiends  below, 

W  hat  defperate  hunger  made  me  to  receive  thee 
Into  my  Heart,  and  Soul  ?  I’ll  let  thee  forth. 

And  fo  in  Death  find  eafe;  and  does  my  fault  then 
Delerve  no  greater  Punifhment  ?  No,  I’ll  live 
To  keep  thee  for  a  Fury  to  torment  me,- 
And  make  me  know  what  Hell  is  on  the  Earth : 

All  Joys  and  Hopes  forfake  me;  all  Mens  Malice, 

And  all  the  Plagues  they  can  inflift,  I  wifh  it, 

Fall  thick  upon  me:  let  my  Tears  be  laught  at. 

And  may  mine  Enemies  fmile  to  hear  me  groan ; 

And  dead,  may  1  be -pitied  of  none.  \Exemt. 

SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Collona  and  Lucinda. 

Luc.  Pray  you,  Sir,  why  was  the  Ordnance  of  the  Fort 
Difcharg’d  fo  fuddenly? 

Col.  ’Twas  the  Governor’s  pleafure. 

In  honour  of  the  Dane,  a  Cuftom  us’d, 

To  fpeak  a  Soldier’s  welcome. 

Luc.  *Ti$  a  fit  one : 

But  is  my  Mailer  here  too? 

Col.  Three  days  fince. 

Luc.  Might  1  demand  without  offence  fo  much, 

Is’t  Pride  in  him  (however  now  a  Slave) 

That  I  am  not  admitted  to  his  Prefence  ? 

Col.  His  courtefie  to  you,  and  to  Mankind, 

May  ealily  refolve  you,  he  is  free 

From  that  poor  Vice  which  only  empty  Men 

Efleem  a  Virtue. 

Luc . 
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Luc .  What’s  the  Reafon  then. 

As  you  imagine,  Sir  ? 

Col.  Why  I  tell  you  ; 

You  are  a  Woman  of  a  tempting  Beauty, 

And  he,  however  virtuous,  is  a  Man 
Subjeft  to  human  frailties ;  and  how  far 
They  may  prevail  upon  him,  Ihould  he  fee  you* 

He  is  not  ignorant  $  and  therefore  chufes 
W  ith  care  t’avoid  the  caufe  that  may  produce 
Some  ftrange  effedt,  which  will  not  well  keep  rank 
With  the  rare  Temperance,  which  is  admired 
In  his  life  hitherto. 

Luc .  This  much  increafes 
My  ftrong  Defire  to  fee  him. 

Col.  It  fiiould  rather 

Teach  you  to  thank  the  Prophet  that  you  worfhip, 
That  you  are  fuch  a  Man’s,  who  though  he  may 
Do  any  thing  which  Youth  and  heat  of  Blood 
Invites  him  to,  yet  dares  not  give  way  to  them : 

Your  Entertainment’s  noble,  and  not  like 
Your  prefent  Fortune  ,  and  if  all  thofe  Tears 
Which  made  Grief  lovely  in  you,  in  the  relation 
Of  the  fad  Story,  that  forc’d  me  to  weep  too, 

Your  Husband’s  hard  Fate,  were  not  counterfeit! 

You  fhould  rejoice  that  you  have  means  to  pay 

A  chafl:  Life  to  his  Memory,  and  bring  to  him 

Thofe  fweets,  which  while  he  liv’d,  he  could  not  taft  of  5 

But  if  you  wantonly  bellow  them  on 

Another  Man,  you  offer  violence 

^Tohim,  though  dead  5  and  his  griev’d  Spirit  will  fuffer 

For  your  immodell  Loofenefs. 

Luc.  Why,  I  hope,  Sir, 

My  willingnefs  to  look  on  him,  to  whom 
I  owe  my  Life  and  Service,  is  no  proof 
Of  any  unchall  purpofe. 

Col.  So  I  wifh  too, 

And  in  the  Confidence  it  is  not.  Lady, 

I  dare  the  better  tell  you  he  will  fee  youv 
This  Night,  in  which  by  him  I  am  commanded, 

To  bring  you  to  his  Chamber,  to  what  end 
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I  eafily  fhould  guefs,  were  I  Miranda ; 

And  therefore,  though  I  can  yield  little  reafon, 

(But  in  a  general  love  to  Womens  goodnefs) 

Why  I  fhould  be  fo  tender  of  your  Honour, 

I  willingly  would  bedow  fome  Counfel  of  you. 

And  would  you  follow  it? 

Luc .  Let  me  fird  hear  it, 

And  then  I  can  refolve  you. 

Col.  My  Advice  then 

Is,  that  you  would  not,  (as  mod;  Ladies  ufe 
When  they  prepare  themfelves  for  fuch  Encounters) 
Study  to  add,  by  artificial  Dreilings, 

To  native  Excellence:,  yours,  without  help, 

But  feen  as  it  is  now,  would  make  a  Hermit 
Leave  his  Deaths  Head,  and  change  his  after  hopes 
Of  endlefs  Comforts,  for  a  few  fhort  Minutes 
Of  prefent  Pleafures*,  to  prevent  which.  Lady, 
Pra&ice  to  take  away  from  your  Perfeftions, 

And  to  preferve  your  Chadity  undain’d; 

The  mod  deform’d  Shape  that  you  can  put  on 
To  cloud  your  Body’s  fair  gifts,  or  your  Mind’s, 

(Ttb  eing  laboured  to  fo  chad  an  end) 

Will  prove  the  faired  Ornament. 

Luc.  To  take  from 

The  Workmanship  of  Heav’n  is  an  Offence 
As  great,  as  to  endeavour  to  add  to  it} 

Of  which,  I’ll  not  be  guilty:  Chadity 
That  lodges  in  Deformity,  appears  rather 
A  Mul6t  impos’d  by  Nature,  than  a  Bleffing; 

And  ’tis  commendable  only  when  it  conquers, 

Though  ne’er  fo  oft  affaulted,!  in  refidance : 

For  me,  I’ll  therefore  fo  difpofe  my  felf. 

That  if  I  hold  out,  it  fhall  be  with  Honour; 

Or  if  I  yield,  Miranda  fhall  find  fomething 

To  make  him  love  his  Victory.  [Exit. 

Col .  With  what  cunning 
This  Woman  argues  for  her  own  Damnation? 

Nor  fhould  I  hold  it  for  a  Miracle, 

Since  thev  are  all  born  Sopbffiers  to  maintain 
That  Lud  is  lawful,  and  the  end  and  ufe 
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Of  their  Creation  5  would  I  never  had 
Hop’d  better  of  her,  or  could  not  believe. 

Though  feen  the  Ruin,  I  mult  ever  grieve.  [Exit* 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  Servants  with  Lights. 

Mir .  Ill  fee  you  in  your  Chamber. 

Nor.  Pray  ye  no  farther: 

It  is  a  Ceremony  I  expert  not, 

I  am  no  Stranger  here,  I  know  my  Lodging, 

And  have  flept  foundly  there,  when  the  T urks  Cannon 
Play’d  thick  upon’t :  O  ’twas  Royal  Mufick, 

And  to  procure  a  found  Sleep  for  a  Soldier, 

Worth  forty  of  our  Fiddles.  As  you  love  me, 

Prefs  it  no  farther. 

Mir.  You  will  overcome. 

Wait  on  him  carefully. 

Nor.  I  have  took,  fince  Supper, 

A  Roufe  or  two  too  much,  and  by— 

It  warms  my  Blood. 

Mir .  You’ll  fleep  the  better  for’t. 

Nor. - On’t,  I  Ihould,  had  but  I  a  kind  Wench 

To  puH  my  Boot-hofe  off,  and  warm  my  Night-Cap, 
There’s  no  Charm  like  it :  I  love  old  Adam's  way } 

Give  me  a  diligent  EW,  to  wait  towards  bed-time, 

Hang  up  your  fmooth  Chin  Page*  and  now  I  think  on’t. 
Where  is  your  Turkish  Prifoncr? 

Mir.  In  the  Caille, 

But  yet  I  never  faw  her. 

Nor .  Fie  upon  you : 

See  her  for  Shame  %  or  hark  ye,  if  you  would 
Perform  the  Friend’s  part  to  me,  the  Friend’s  part, 

It  being  a  Faihion  of  the  laft  Edition, 

Far  from  Panderifm,  now  fend  her  to  me  > 

You  look  ilrange  on’t,  no  Entertainment’s  perfect 
Without  it  on  my  Word,  no  Livery  like  it 5 
There’s  no  Suit  got  without  it, 

Gold  is  an  Afs  to’t. 

Mir.  Go  to  bed,  to  bed. 

Vol.V  Bb  Nor . 
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Nor.  Well,  if  fne  come,  I  doubt  not  to  convert  her. 
If  not,  the  Sin  lye  on  your  Head. 

Good  night.  [Exit  Nor.  and  Servants . 

Enter  Collona  and  Lucinda. 

Col.  There  you  ihall  find  him,  Lady  j  you  know  what 
And  if  you  pleafe  you  may  make  ufe.  (\  have  faid, 

Luc.  No  doubt.  Sir. 

Col .  From  hence  I  fhall  hear  all. 

Mh\  Come  hither  young  one. 

Befhrew  my  Heart,  a  handfome  Wench  ;  come  nearer, 
A  very  handfome  one;  do  not  you  grieve,  Sweet, 

You  are  a  Prifoner? 

Luc.  The  lofs  of  Liberty, 

No  doubt,  Sir,  is  a  heavy  and  a  fharp  Burden 
To  them  that  feel  it  truly :  But  your  Servant, 

Your  humble  Handmaid,  never  felt  that  Rigour, 
Thanks  to  that  noble  Will;  no  Want,  no  Hunger, 
(Companions  flill  to  Slaves J  no  Violence, 

Nor  any  unbefeeming  AH,  we  flart  at. 

Have  I  met  with  *,  all  Content  and  Goodnefs, 

Civility,  and  Sweetnefs  of  Behaviour 

Dwell  round  about  me;  therefore,  worthy  Mailer, 

I  cannot  fay  I  grieve  my  Liberty. 

^  Mir.  Do  not  you  fancy  me  too  cold  a  Soldier, 

Too  obftinate  an  Enemy  to  Youth, 

That  had  lb  fair  a  Jewel  in  my  Cabinet, 

And  in  fo  long  a  time  would  ne’er  look  on  it? 

Col.  What  can  fhe  fay  now? 

Luc.  Sure  I  defir’d  to  fee  ye, 

And  with  a  longing  With. 

Col.  There’s  all  her  Virtue. 

Luc .  Purfu’d  that  full  Defire  to  give  ye  Thanks,  Sir, 
The  only  Sacrifice  I  have  left,  and  Service, 

For  all  the  virtuous  Care  you  have  kept  me  fafe  with. 

Col.  She  holds  well  yet. 

^  Mir.  The  pretty  Fool  fpeaks  finely: 

Come,  lit  down  here. 

Luc.  O  Sir,  Yis  moll  unfeemly. 

Mir* 
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Mir>  I’ll  have  it  fo  ;  fit  clofe,  now  tell  me  truly., 

Did  you  e’er  love  yet  ? 

Luc .  My  Years  will  anfwer  that.  Sir. 

Mir .  And  did  you  then  love  truly? 

Luc -  So  I  thought.  Sir. 

Mir.  Can  ye  love  me  fo  ? 

Col.  Now/ 

Luc .  With  all  my  Duty ; 

I  were  unworthy  of  thofe  F avours  elfe. 

You  daily  fhower  upon  me, 

Mir.  What  think’!!  thou  oi  me  ? 

Luc .  I  think  ye  are  a  truly  worthy  Gentleman, 

A  Pattern,  and  a  Pride  to  the  Age  ye  live  in, 

Sweet  as  the  Commendations  all  Men  give  ye. 

Mir.  A  pretty  flattering  Rogue,  dare  ye  kifs  that  fweet 
Ye  fpeak  fo  fweetly  of?  Come.  /Man 

CoL  Fa  re  w  el  V  irtue. 

Mir,  What  haft  thou  got  between  thy  Lips?  kifs  once 
Sure  thou  haft  a  Spell  there,  (more* 

Luc.  More  than  e’er  I  knew,  Sir. 

Col.  All  Hopes  go  now.  ‘  (hear  me, 

Mir .  I  muft  tell  you  a  thing  in  your  Ear,  and  you  muft 
And  hear  me  willingly,  and  grant  me  fo  too, 
sTwil!  not  be  worth  my  asking  elfe. 

Luc.  It  muft  be 

A  very  hard  thing,  Sir,  and  from  my  Power, 

I  fhall  deny  your  Goodnefs. 

Mir.  ’Tis  a  good  Wench  5  I  muft  lye  with  ye,  Lady* 
Luc .  ’Tis  fomething  ftrange  : 

For  yet  in  all  my  Life  I  knew  no  Bedfellow.' 

Mir.  You  will  quickly  find  that  Knowledge. 

Luc.  To  what  end.  Sir? 

Mir.  Art  thou  fo  innocent,  thou  canft  not  gtiefsat  it? 
Did  thy  Dreams  never  diredl  thee? 

Luc.  ’Faith  none  yet.  Sir.  fPleafure; 

Mir.  I’ll  tell  thee  then*,  I  would  meet  thy  Youth,  and 
Give  thee  my  Youth  for  that*,  by  Heav’n  fhe  fires  me; 
And  teach  thy  fair  white  Arms,  like  wanton  Ivies, 

A  thoufand  new  Embraces. 

B  b  %  Jmc] 


1 


kj4S  The  Knight  of  Malta. 

Luc.  Is  .that  all.  Sir  ? 

And  fay  I  fhould  try,  may  not  we  lye  quietly  ? 

Upon  my  Confcience  I  could. 

Mir.  That’s  as  we  make  it.  fthen? 

Luc.  Grant  that,  that  likes  ye  beft,  what  would  ye  do 

Mir.  What  would  1  do  ?  certainly  I  am  no  Baby, 
Nor  brought  up  for  a  Nun*,  hark  in  thine  Ear, 

Luc.  Fie,  fie,  Sir. 

Mir.  I  would  get  a  brave  Boy  on  thee, 

A  warlike  Boy. 

Luc .  Sure  we  fliall  get  ill  Chriftians. 

Mir.  We'll  mend  ’em  in  the  breeding  then. 

Luc.  Sweet  Matter. 

Col.  Never  belief  in  Woman  come  near  me  more.' 

Luc.  My  beft  and  noblett  Sir,  if  a  poor  Virgin,  [ 

(For  yet  by* - 1  am  foj  ttiould  chance  fo  far 

(Seeing  your  Excellence,  and  able  Sweetnefs) 

To  forget  her  felf,  and  flip  into  your  Bofome, 

Or  to  your  Bed,  out  of  a  doating  on  ye, 

Take  it  the  beft  way  ;  have  you  that  cruel  Heart,' 

That  murd’ring  Mind  too  ? 

Mir .  Yes,  by  my  troth,  Sweet,  have  I, 

To  lye  with  her. 

Luc.  And  do  you  think  it  well  done?  ( Wench, 

Afft.That’s  as  fhe’ll  think  when  ’ris  done;  come  to  bed. 
For  thou  art  fo  pretty,  and  fo  witty  a  Companion, 

We  mull  not  part  to  Night. 

Luc.  Faith  let  me  go,  Sir, 

And  think  better  on’t. 

Mir.  1’ faith  thou  (halt  not; 

I  warrant  thee  I’ll  think  on’t. 

Luc.  I  have  heard  ’em  fay  here. 

You  are  a  Maid  too. 

Mir .  I  am  fure  I  am,  Wench, 

If  that  will  pleale  thee. 

Luc .  1  have  feen  a  Wonder, 

And  would  you  lofe  that  for  a  little  Wanton nefs, 
(Confider  my  fweet  Mafter,  like  a  Man,  nowj 
For  a  few  hony’d  Kiftes,  flight  Embraces, 

That  Glory  of  your  Youth,  that  Crown  of  Sweetnefs? 

Can 
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Can  ye  deliver  that  unvalued  Treafure? 

Would  ye  forfake,  to  feek  your  own  Bifhonour, 

What  gone,  no  Age  recovers,  nor  Repentance, 

To  a  poor  Stranger  ? 

Col .  Hold  there  again,  thou  art  perfect 
Luc.  I  know  you  do  but  try  me. 

Mir.  And  I  know 

I’ll  try  you  a  great  deal  farther-,  prithee  to  bed: 

I  love  thee,  and  fo  well :  Come  kifs  me  once  more  $ 

Is  a  Maiden-head  ill  bellow’d  o’me  ? 

Luc .  What’s  this,  Sir  ?  ^ 

Mir .  W  hy,  ’tis  the  Badge,  my  Sweet, of  that  holy  Order 

I  fhortly  mull  receive,  the  Croft  of  Malts. 

Luc .  What  Virtue  has  it? 

Mir.  All  that  we  call  virtuous.  * 

Luc.  V/ho  gave  it  fir  ft? 

Mir.  He  that  gave  all,  to  favc  us* 

Luc .  Why  then  ’tis  holy  too? 

Mtr.  True  Sign  of  Holineis, 

The  Badge  of  all  his  Soldiers  that  profefs  him*  ^ 

Luc.  The  Badge  of  all  his  Soldiers  that  profeis  him. 
Can’t  fave  in  Dangers  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Luc .  In  Troubles,  comfort? 

Mir.  You  fay  true,  Sweet,. 

Luc .  In  Sicknefs,  reftore  Health  ? 

Mir.  All  this  it  can  do.  3 

Luc .  Preferve  from  Rvils  that  airlift  our  Fia  nies. 
Mir .  I  hope  {he  will  be  Chriftian  j  all  the fe  truly* 
Luc .  Why  are  you  fick  then,fick  to  Death  with  Lull . 
In  danger  to  be  loft  ?  No  holy  Thought,  # 

In  all  that  Heart,  nothing  but  wandriag  Frailties 
Wild  as  the  Wind,  and  blind  as  Death  or  Ignorance, 
Inhabit  there. 

Mir.  Forgive  me  Heav?n,  fhe  fays  true.  ^ 

Luc. Dareye profefsthat badge, prophane  mat  oo  ne  s. 
Col.  Thou  fhaft  redeem’d  thy  felf  again,  molt  rarely. 
Luc.  That  Holinefs  and  Truth  ye  make  me  wonder  at  i 
plait  all  the  Bounty  Heav’n  gives,  that  Remembrance. 
CqL  O  excellent  Woman* 
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Luc.  Fling  it  from  ye  quickly, 

If  ye  be  thus  refolv’d,  I  fee  a  Virtue 
Appear  in’t  like  a  Sword,  both  Edges  flaming 
That  will  confume  ye,  and  your  Thoughts,  to  Allies : 
Let  them  profefs  it  that  are  pure,  and  noble, 

Gentle,  and  jult  of  Thought,  that  build  the  Crofs, 

Not  theft  that  break  it*,  by - if  ye  touch  me, 

Even  in  the  Aft,  HI  make  that  Crofs,  and  curfe  ye. 

Mir.  You  fh  all  not,  lair;  1  did  diflemble  with  ye, 
And  but  to  try  your  Faith,  1  fafhion’d  all  this  > 

Yet  fomething  you  provok’d  me :  This  fair  Crofs, 

By  me  (if  he  but  pleafe  to  help,  flrft  gave  it) 

Shall  ne’er  be  worn  upon  a  Heart  corrupted ; 

Go  to  your  Reft,  my  modeft,  honeft  Servant, 

My  fair  and  virtuous  Maid,  and  fleep  fecure  there, 

For  when  you  fuffer,  I  forget  this  Sign  here. 

Col .  A  Man  of  Men  too:  Omoft  perfeft  Gentleman/ 

Luc.  All  fweetReft  to  you,  Sir;  I  am  half  a  Chriftian, 
The  other  half  I’ll  pray  for;  then  for  you,  Sir. 

Mb. This  is  the  fouleft  Play  I’ll  fhew; good  night, Sweet. 

[Exeunt. 


A  C  T  IV.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Mountferrat  and  Rocca. 


Sun’s  not  fet  yet? 

A  Roc.  No,  Sir. 

Mount .  Would  it  were. 

Never  to  rife  again  to  light  the  World. 

And  yet,  to  what  vain  Purpofe  do  I  wilh  it. 
Since  though  I  were  inviron’d  with  thick  Mills, 
Black  as  Cymerian  Darknefs,  or  my  Crimes, 
There  is  that  here,  upon  which  as  an  Anvil 
Ten  thoufand  Hammers  ftrike,  and  every  Spark 
They  force  from  it,  to  me’s  another  Sun 
To  light  me  to  my  Shame? 

Roc.  Take  Hope  and  Comfort. 


Mount. 
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Mount.  They  are  Aids  indeed,  but  yet  as  far  from  me* 
As  I  from  being  innocent:  This  Cave,  fafhion’d 
By  provident  Nature,  in  this  folid  Rock 
To  be  a  Den  for  Beafts,  alone  receives  me, 

And  having  prov’d  an  Enemy  to  Mankind, 

All  human  helps  forfake  me.  * 

Roc.  I’ll  ne’er  leave  you, 

And  wiih  you  would  call  back  that  noble  Courage, 
That  old  invincible  Fortitude  of  yours 
That  us’d  to  fhrink  at  nothing. 

Mount.  Then  it  did  not, 

But  ’tvvas  when  I  was  honed:  ?  then  in  the  height 
Of  all  my  Happinefs,  of  all  my  Glories, 

Of  all  Delights,  that  made  Life  precious  to  me, 

I  durlt  die,  Rocca;  Death  it  felf  then  to  me 
Was  nothing  terrible,  becaufe  I  knew 
The  Fame  of  a  good  Knight  would  ever  live 
Frefli  on  my  Memory ;  but  fince  I  fell 
From  my  Integrity,  and  difmifs’d  thofe  Guards, 

Thofe  flrong  A fill ranees  of  Innocence, 

That  Conflancy  fled  from  me,  and  what’s  worfe. 

Now  I  am  loathfome  to  my  felf,  and  Life 
A  Burthen  to  me,  rack’d  with  fad  Remembrance 
Of  what  I  have  done,  and  my  prefent  Horrors 
Uniufferable  to  me,  tortur’d  with  Defpair 
That  I  fhall  ne’er  find  Mercy :  Hell  about  me, 

Behind  me,  and  before  me,  yet  I  dare  not, 

Still  fearing  worfe,  put  off  my  wretched  Being. 

Enter  Abdella. 

Roc.  To  fee  this  would  deter  a  doubtful  Man 
From  mifehievous  Events,  much  more  the  Practice 
Of  what  is  wicked :  Here’s  the  Moor ,  look  up  Sir, 

Some  Eafe  may  come  from  her. 

Mount.  New  Trouble  rather. 

And  I  expeft  it. 

Abd.  Who  is  this?  Mount ferratl 
Rife  up  for  Shame,  and  like  a  River  dry’d  up 
With  a  long  drought,  from  me,  your  bounteous  Sea, 
Receive  thofe  Tides  of  Comfort  that  flow  to  you  3 
If  ever  I  look’d  lovely,  if  Defert 
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Could  ever  challenge  welcome  $  if  Revenge, 

And  unexpected  W  reak,  were  ever  pleafing, 

Or  could  endear  the  Giver  of  fuch  Bleftings, 

All  thefe  I  come  adorn’d  with,  and,  as  due, 

Make  Challenge  of  thofe  fo  long  wifh’d  Embraces* 
Which  you,  unkind,  have  hitherto  deny’d  me. 

Mount.  Why,  what  have  you  done  for  me? 

Abel.  Made  Gomera 

As  truly  m  her  able,  as  you  thought  him  happy  , 

Could  you  wifh  more? 

Mount.  As  if  his  Sicknefs  could 
Recover  me*  the  Injuries  I  receiv’d 
W  ere  Oriana ’s 

Aid.  She  has  paid  dear  for ’em, 

She’s  dead.  * 

Mount.  How? 

Abd.  Dead  *,  my  Hate  could  reach  no  farther : 
Taking  Advantage  of  her  in  a  Swoon, 

Under  Pretence  to  give  a  Cordial  to  her 
I  poifon’d  her:  What  ftupid  Dulnefs  is  this? 

What  you  ftiould  entertain  with  Sacrifice, 

Can  you  receive  fo  coldly  ? 

Mount .  Bloody  Deeds 

Are  grateful  Offerings,  pleafing  to  the  Devil, 

And  thou,  in  thy  black  Shape,  and  blacker  Actions, 
Being  Hell’s  perfect  Character,  art  delighted 
To  do  what  I  thought  infinitely  wicked, 

Tremble  to  hear;  thou  haft,  in  this,  ta’en  from  me 
All  Means  to  make  amends  with  Penitence, 

To  her  wrong’d  Virtues,  and  difpoil’d  me  of 
The  poor  Remainder  of  that  Hope  was  left  me, 

For  all  I  have  already,  or  mu  ft  fuffer. 

Abd.  I  did  it  for  the  beft. 

Mir .  For  thy  worft  Ends, 

And  be  aftur’d  but  that,  I  think,  to  kill  thee 
Would  but  prevent,  what  thy  Defpair  muft  Force  thee 
To  do  unto  thy  felf,  and  fo  to  add  to 
Thy  moft  aftur’d  Damnation,  thou  wert  dead  now. 
But  get  thee  from  my  Sight;  and  if  Luft  of  me 
Did  ever  fire  thee  (Love  I  pannot  call  it) 
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Leap  down  from  thofe  fleep  Rocks,  or  take  advantage 
Of  the  next  Tree  to  hang  thy  felf,  and  then 
I  may  laugh  at  it. 

Abd.  In  the  mean  time 

I  mull  be  bold,  to  do  fo  much  for  you;  ha,  ha. 

Mount .  Why  grin’ ft  thou.  Devil? 

Abd.  That  ’tis  in  my  power 
To  punifh  thy  Ingratitude;  I  made  trial 
But  how  you  flood  affefted,  and  fince  I  know 
I’m  us’d  only  for  a  Property, 

I  can,  and  will  revenge  it  to  the  full. 

For  underftand,  in  thy  contempt  of  me, 

Thofe  hopes  of  Oriana ,  which  I  could 
Have  chang’d  to  certainties,  are  loft  for  ever. 

Mount.  Why,  lives  fhe  ? 

Abd.  Yes,  but  never  to  Mountferrat, 

Although  it  is  in  me,  with  as  much  eafe 
To  give  her  freely  up  to  thy  Pofleflion, 

As  to  remove  this  Ruih ;  which  yet  defpair  of: 

For  by  my  much  wrong’d  Love,  Flattery,  nor  Threats, 
Tears,  Prayers,  nor  Vows,  fhall  ever  win  me  to  it; 

So  with  my  Curfe  I  leave  thee. 

Mount.  Prithee  flay, 

Thou  know’fl  I  dote  on  thee,  and  yet  thou  art 
So  peevifh,  and  perverfe,  fo  apt  to  take 
Trifles  unkindly  from  me. 

Abd .  To  perfwade  me 

To  break  my  Neck,  to  hang,  then  damn  my  felf. 

With  you  are  Trifles. 

Mount .  ’Twas  my  Melancholy 
That  made  me  fpeak  I  know  not  what;  forgive, 

I  will  redeem  my  fault. 

Roc .  Believe  him,  Lady. 

Mount .  A  thoufand  times  I  will  demand  thy  Pardon, 
And  keep  the  reckoning  on  thy  Lips  with  Rifles. 

Abd.  There’s  fomething  elfe,  that  would  prevail  more 
with  me. 

Mount .  Thou  fhalt  have  all  thy  wiihes,  do  but  blefs  me 
With  means  to  fatisfie  my  mad  Defires 
For  once  in  Oriana ,  and  for  ever 
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I  am  thine,  only  thine,  my  Abdella. 

Abd.  W ere  I  afford  of  this,  and  that  you  would. 

Having  enjoy’d  her  - - . 

Mount .  Any  thing:  make  choice  of 
Thine  own  conditions. 

Abd.  Swear  then,  that  perform’d, 
fTo  free  me  from  all  doubts  and  fears  hereafter ) 

To  give  me  leave  to  kill  her. 

Mount .  That  our  fafety 
Mull  of  neceflity  urge  us  to. 

Abd.  Then  know 

It  was  not  Poifon,  but  a  fleeping  Potion 
Which  Ihe  receiv’d}  yet  of  fufficient  flrength 
So  to  bind  up  her  Senfes,  that  no  fign 
Of  life  appear’d  in  her  5  and  thus  thought  dead. 

In  her  belt  Habit  as  the  Cuftom  is 
You  know  in  Aialta ,  with  all  Ceremonies 
She’s  buried  in  her  Family’s  Monument, 

In  the  Temple  of  St.  John,  I’ll  bring  you  thither. 
Thus,  as  you  are  difguis’d  5  tome  fix  hours  hence 
The  Potion  will  leave  working. 

Roc.  Let  us  halle  then. 

Mount .  Be  my  good  Angel,  guide  me. 

Abd.  But  remember 
You  keep  your  Oath. 

Mount .  As  I  defire  to  profper 
In  what  I  undertake. 

Abd.  I  ask  no  more;  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Collona. 

Col.  Here,  Sir,  I  have  got  the  Keyj  1  borrow’d  it 
Of  him  that  keeps  the  Church,  the  Door  is  open. 

Mir.  Look  to  the  Horfes  then,  and  pleafe  the  Fellow. 
After  a  few  Devotions,  i’ll  retire. 

Be  not  far  off,  there  may  be  fome  ufe  of  ye, 

Give  me  the  Light.*  Come  Friend,  a  few  good  Prayers 
Were  not  bellow’d  in  vam  now,  even  from  you.  Sir. 
Men  that  are  bred  in  Blood,  have  no  way  left  ’em, 

No  Bath,  no  Purge,  no  Time  to  wear  it  out 
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Or  wafli  it  off,  but  Penitence,  and  Prayer." 

I  am  to  take  the  Order,  and  my  Youth 
Loaden  I  muft  confefs  with  many  Follies, 

Circled  and  bound  about  with  Sins  as  many 
As  in  the  Houfe  of  Memory  live  Figures. 

My  Heart  I’ll  open  now,  my  Faults  confels, 

And  raife  a  new  Man,  Heav’n,  I  hope,  to  a  new  life. 
Nor.  I  have  no  great  Devotion,  at  this  inftant, 

But  for  a  Prayer  or  two  I  will  not  out,  Sir; 

Hold  up  your  Finger  when  you  have  pray’d  enough. 
Mir.  Go  you  to  that  end. 

Nor.  I  fhall  ne’er  pray  alone  fure, 

I  have  been  fo  us’d  to  anfwer  the  Clerk  :  would  I  had  a 
Cufhion,  fori  ihall  ne’er  make  a  good  Hermit,  and  kneel 
"till  my  Knees  are  Horn,  thefe  Stones  are  plaguy  hard; 
where  fhall  1  begin  now  ?  for  if  I  do  not  obferve  a  method, 
I  fhall  be  out  prefently. 

Or i.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  What’s  that.  Sir?  did  ye  hear? 

Mtr.\  Ha;  to  your  Prayers. 

Nor.  5Twas  hereabouts,  ’thas  put  me  clean  away  now, 
I  fhall  ne’er  get  in  again,  ha,  By  Land, 

And  Water,  all  Children  and  all  Women, 

Ay,  there  it  was  I  left. 

Or i.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  Never  tell  me,  Sir, 

Here’s  fomething  got  amongft  us. 

Mir.  I  heard  a  Groan, 

A  difmal  one,  — — «  Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  Here,  ’tis  here,  Sir,  ’tis  here.  Sir; 

A  Devil  in  the  Wall. 

Mir.  ’Tis  fome  Illufion 

To  fright  us  from  Devotion-—  Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  Why  ’tis  here, 

The  Spirit  of  a  Humfman  choak’d  with  Butter 
Here’s  a  new  Tomb,  new  Trickments  too. 

Mir.  For  certain. 

This  has  not  been  three  days  here* 

Nor.  And  a  Tablet 
With  Rhimcs  upon’t. 

Mir 
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Mir.  I  prethce  read  ’em,  Norandine. 

Nor.  An  Epi-and  Epi—tafF.  I  think  ’tis,  ay  Tistaff,  an 

Upon  the  moil  excell,  excel— lent— and- - .  fEpitaff. 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  read. 

Nor .  1  have  fpoil’d  mine  Eyes  with  Gun-powder. 

Mir.  An  Epitaph  upon  the  moft  virtuous,  and  excellent 
The  Honour  of  Chaftity,  Oriana.  fLady, 

Nor.  The  grand  Mailer’s  Sifter?  how  a  devil  came  ftie 
here?  ('her, 

When  dipt  fhe  out  o’th’  way?  the  Stone’s  but  half  upon 
Mir.  ’Tis  a  fudden  change:  certain  the  mifehief 
Mountferrat  offer’d  to  her  broke  her  Heart-firings. 

Nor.  W ould  he  were  here,  I  would  be  the  Clerk  my  felf. 
And  by  this  little  light,  I  would  bury  him  alive  here: 
Here’s  no  lamenting  now.  Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  There  Tis.  (for  her,' 

Mir.  Sure  from  the  Monument,  the  very  Stone  groans 
Oh,  dear  Lady,  blefting  of  Women,  virtue  of  thy  Sex; 
How  art  thou  fet  for  ever,  how  ftol’n  from  us. 

Babling  and  prating  now  converfe  with  Women. 

Nor.  Sir,  it  rifes,  it  looks  up.  [She  rifes  up. 

Mir.  Heav’n  blefs  us. 

Nor.  It  is  in  Womans  Cfoaths,  it  rifes  higher. 

Mir .  It  looks  about,  and  wonders  ;  fiirefhe  lives,  Sir. 
’Tis  ftie,  ’tis  Oriana ,  ’tis  that  Lady. 

Nor .  Shall  I  go  to  her?  Ori.  Where  am  I! 

Mir.  Stand  ft  ill. 

Ori.  What  Place  is  this  ? 

Nor.  She  is  as  live  as  I  am.  (Place? 

Ori.  What  fmell  of  Earth,  and  rotten  Bones,  what  dark 
Lord,  whither  am  I  carried? 

Nor.  How  fhe  flares. 

And  fets  her  Eyes  upon  him. 

Mir.  How  is’t,  dear  Lady  ? 

Do  you  know  me?  how  fhe  fhakes? 

Ori.  You  arc  a  Man. 

Mir.  A  Man  that  honours  you. 

Ori.  A  cruel  Man, 

Ye  are  all  cruel;  are  you  in  your  Grave  too? 

For  there’s  no  trading  cruel  Man,  above  ground. 

'  '  y'  '  J%0 
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Nor.  By’r  Lady  that  goes  hard, 

Mir.  To  do  you  Service, 

And  to  reftore  ye  to  the  Joys  you  were  In. 

Ori .  I  was  in  Joys  indeed,  and  hope — 

Mir.  She  finks  again. 

Again  {he’s  gone,  file’s  gone  5  gone  as  a  Shadow, 

She  finks  for  ever,  Friend. 

Nor.  She  is  cold  now. 

She  is  certainly  departed,  I  mu  ft  cry  too. 

Mir.  The  blefled  Angels  guide  thee  ;  put  the  Stone  to, 
Beauty  thou  art  gone  to  Duft,  Goodnefs  to  Afhds. 

Nor .  Fray  take  it  well  *  we  mull  all  have  our  hours.  Sir* 
Mir.  Ay,  thus  we  are,  and  all  our  painted  Glory, 

A  bubble  that  a  Boy  blows  into  th’  Air, 

And  there  it  breaks. 

Nor.  I  am  glad  ye  fav’d  her  Honour  yet. 

Mir.  Would  I  had  fav’d  her  Life  now  too :  Oh  Heav’% 
For  fuch  a  Blefiing,  fuch  a  timely  Blefiing, 

O  Friend,  what  dear  content  ’twould  be,  what  Story 
To  keep  my  Name  from  Worms?  Qri.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  She  lives  again. 

3Twas  but  a  Trance. 

Mir.  Fray  ye  call  my  Man  in  prefcntly, 

Help  with  the  Stone  firft,  oh  fhe  ftirs  again. 

Oh  call  my  Man  away. 

Nor.  I  fly,  I  fly,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Mir. Upon  my  Knees,0  Heav’n,0  Heav’n,!  thank  thee. 
Enter  Col  Iona,  and  Norandine. 

The  living  heat  fteals  into  every  Member; 

Come  help  the  Coffin  out  foftly,  andfuddenly; 

Where  is  the  Clerk  ? 

Col.  Drunk  above  ;  he  is  fure.  Sir. 

Mir.  Sirrah,  you  mult  be  fecret. 

Col.  As  your  Soul,  Sir. 

Mir.  Softly  good  Friend,'  take  her  into  your  Arms. 
Nor.  Put  in  the  cruft  again. 

Mir .  And  bring  her  out  there,  when  I  am  aHorfeback 
My  Man  and  I  will  tenderly  conduct  her 
Unto  the  Fort  $  ftay  you, '  and  watch  what  iflue, 

And 
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And  what  Enquiry’s  for  the  Body. 

Nor.  Well,  Sir. 

Mir.  And  when  ye  have  done,  come  back  to  me. 
Nor .  I  will. 

Mir.  Softly,  oh  foftly. 

Nor.  She  grows  warmer  Hill,  Sir. 

Col.  What  fhall  I  do  with  the  Key? 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  ftir  now, 

Leave  it  i’th’  Door,  go  get  the  Horfes  ready.  [Exeunt, 
Enter  Rocca,  Mountferrat,  and  Abdella  with  a  dark 

Lanthorn . 

Roc.  The  Door’s  already  open,  the  Key  in  it. 

Mount .  What  were  thofe  pafb  by? 

Roc.  Some  fcout  of  Soldiers,  1  think. 

Mount.  It  may  well  be  fo,  for  I  faw  their  Horles: 
They  faw  not  us,  I  hope. 

Abd.  No,  no,  we  were  clofe,  befide  they  were  far  off. 
Mown.  What  time  of  Night  is’t? 

Abd.  Much  about  twelve,  I  think. 

Roc.  Let  me  go  in  firft. 

For  by  the  leaving  open  of  the  Door  here, 

There  may  be  forne  Body  in  the  Churchy  give  me  the 
Abd.  You’ll  love  me  now,  1  hope.  (Xanthome* 
Mount.  Make  that  good  to  me 
Your  Promife  is  engaged  for. 

ylbd.  Why  file  is  there 
Ready  prepar'd,  and  much  about  this  time 
Life  will  look  up  again. 

Roc.  Come  in,  all’s  fure, 

Not  a  Foot  flirting,  nor  a  Tongue. 

Amount.  Heav’n  blefs  me, 

I  never  enter’d  with  fuch  unholy  Thoughts 
This  Place  before. 

Abd.  Ye  are  a  fearful  Fool, 

If  Men  have  Appetites  allow’d  ’em, 

And  warm  Defiles,  are  there  not  ends  too  for  ’em? 
Mount.  Whither  fhall  we  carry  her? 

Roc.  Why,  to  the  Bark,  Sir, 

I  have  provided  one  already  waits  us ; 

The  W  ind  flands  wondrous  fair  too  for  our  Paflage. 

Abd, 
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Abd-  And  there  when  ye  have  enjoy’d  her,  for  ye  have 
Let  me  alone  to  fend  her  to  feed  Fifties.*  ( that  liberty, 
HI  no  more  fighs  for  her. 

Mount.  Where  is  the  Monument  - 
Thou  art  fure  flic  will  awake  about  this  time  ? 

Abd.  Moll  fure,  iflhe  be  not  knock t  o’th5  Head :  give  me 
Here  ’tis*  how  is  this,  the  Stone  off?  (the  Lanthorn, 
Roc.  Ay,  and  nothing 

"Within  the  Monument,  that’s  worfe  $  no  Body 
I  am  fure  of  that,  nor  fign  of  any  here. 

But  an  empty  Coffin. 

Mount .  No  Lady  ? 

Roc.  No,  nor  Lord,  Sir, 

This  Pye  has  been  cut  up  before. 

Abd.  Either  the  Devil 

Mull  do  thefe  tricks — - — 

Mount .  Or  thou,  damn’d  one,  worfe  5 
Thou  black  fwoln  pitchy  cloud  of  all  my  Afflictions; 
Thou  night  Hag,  gotten  when  the  bright  Moon  fuffer’d  % 
Thou  Hell  it  felf  confin’d  in  Flefh  $  what  trick  now  £ 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  quickly  what  thy  mifchief 
Has  done  with  her,  and  to  what  end,  and  whither 
Thou  halt  remov’d  her  Body,  or  by  this  holy  Place 
This  Sword  fhall  cut  thee  into  thoufand  pieces, 

A  thoufand  thoufand,  llrow  thee  o’er  the  Temple 
A  Sacrifice  to  thy  black  Sire,  the  Devil. 

Roc.  Tell  him,  you  fee  he’s  angry. 

Abd.  Let  him  burft. 

Neither  his  Sword  nor  Anger  do  I  fhake  at. 

Nor  will  yield  to  feed  his  poor  Sufpicions, 

His  idle  Jealoufies,  and  mad  Dogs  heats. 

One  thought  againft  my  felf :  Ye  have  done  a  brave  deed, 
A  manly,  and  a  valiant  piece  of  Service : 

When  ye  have  kill’d  me,  reckon’ t  among  ft  your  Battels; 
I  am  forry  ye  are  fo  poor,  fo  weak  a  Gentleman, 

Able  to  ftand  no  Fortune:  I  difpofe  of  her? 

My  Mifchief  make  her  away  ?  a  likely  Project, 

I  mu  ft  play  booty  againft  my  felf,  if  any  thing  crofs  ye; 

I  am  the  Devil,  and  the  Devil’s  Heir, 

All  Plagues,  all  Mifchiefs. 
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Mount.  Will  ye  leave  and  do  yet? 

Abd.  I  have  done  too  much, 

Far,  far  too  much,  for  fuch  a  thanklefs  Fellow, 

If  I  be  Devil,  you  created  me; 

I  never  knew  thole  Arts,  nor  bloody  Practices 

f - -o’your  cunning  Heart,  that  Mine  of  mifchicf) 

Before  your  Flatteries  won  ’em  into  me. 

Here  did  1  leave  her,  leave  her  with  that  certainty 
About  this  Hour  to  wake  again. 

Mount.  W  here  is  fhe  ? 

This  is  the  laffc  demand. 

Abd .  Did  I  now  know  it, 

And  were  I  fare,  this  were  my  latefl  minute, 

1  would  not  tell  thee:  Strike,  and  then  I’ll  curfe  thee. 

Roc.  I  fee  a  Light,  Hand  clofe,  and  leave  your  angei^ 
We  all  mifcarry  elfe. 

Enter  Gomera,  and  Page  with  a  Torch . 

Abd.  I  am  now  carelefs. 

Mount.  Peace,  prithee  peace.  Sweet,  peace,  all  Friends., 
Abd.  Stand  clofe  then. 

Qom.  W ait  there,  Boy,  with  the  light,  ’till  I  call  to  thee : 
In  darknefs  was  my  Soul  and  Senfes  clouded 
When  my  fair  Jewel  fell,  the  night  of  Jealoufie 
In  all  her  blacknefs  drawn  about  my  Judgment* 

No  light  was  let  into  me,  to  diftinguifh 
Betwixt  my  fudden  Anger  and  her  Honour, 

A  blind  fad  Pilgrimage  fhall  be  my  Penance, 

No  comfort  of  the  day  will  1  look  up  at: 

Far  darker  than  my  jealous  Ignorance,  ,  * 

Each  place  of  my  aboad  lhall  be,  my  Prayers 
No  ceremonious  lights  fhall  fet  off  more: 

Bright  Arms,  and  all  that  carry  Lullre,  Life, 

Society,  and  Solace,  I  forfake  ye. 

And  were  it  not  once  more  to  fee  her  Beauties, 

( For  in  her  Bed  of  Death,  fhe  muft  be  lweet  ftill,J 
And  on  her  cold  fad  Lips  feal  my  Repentance; 

Thou  Child  of  Heav’n,  fair  light  1  could  not  mifs  thee. 

Mount .  I  know  the  Tongue,  would  I  were  out  again. 
I  have  done  him  too  much  wrong  to  look  upon  him. 

Abd. 
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Abd.  There  is  nofhifting  now,  Boldnefsand  Confidence 
Muil  carry  it  now  away  5  he  is  but  one  neither, 

Naked  as  you  are,  of  a  Strength  far  under. 

Mount.  But  he  has  a  Caufe  above  me. 

Abd.  That’s  as  you  handle  it. 

Roc.  Peace,  he  may  go  again,  and  never  fee  us, 

Gom.  I  feel  I  weep  apace,  but  where’s  the  Flood, 
The  torrent  of  my  Tears,  to  drown  my  Fault  in? 

I  would  I  could  now,  like  a  loaden  Cloud, 

Begotten  in  the  moift  South,  drop  to  nothing* 

Give  me  the  Torch,  Boy.  1 

Roc.  Now  he  mull  difcover  us. 

Abd .  He  has  already,  never  hide  your  Head, 

Be  bold  and  brave,  if  we  muft  die  together. 

Gom.W  he’s  there?  WhatFriend  to  Sorrow?  theTomb 
The  Stone  off  too  ?  the  Body  gone  ?  by—  (wide  open. 
Look  to  the  Door  Boy  :  Keep  it  fail,  who  are  ye  ? 
What  facrilegious  Villains?  Fal [e  Mount fer rat 9 
The  Wolf  to  Honour,  has  thy  hellifh  Hunger 
Brought  thee  to  tear  the  Body  out  o’th’Tomb  too? 

4  Has  thy  foul  Mind  fo  far  wrought  on  thee?  ha, 

Are  you  there  too?  Nay,  then  I  fpy  a  Villany 
I  never  dream’d  of  yet,  thou  finful  Ufher, 

Bred  from  that  Rottennefs,  that  Bawd  to  Mifchief, 

Do  you  blufh  through  all  your  Blacknefs  ?  Will  not  that 

Abd.  I  cannot  fpeak.  (Tide  it  ? 

Gom .  You  are  well  met,  with  your  Dam,  Sir, 

Art  thou  a  Knight  ?  Did  ever  on  that  Sword, 

The  Chriftian  Caufe  fit  nobly  ?  Could  that  Hand  fight. 
Guided  by  Fame  and  Fortune?  That  Heart  inflame  thee, 
With  virtuous  Fires  of  Valour,  to  fall  off, 

Fall  off  fo  fuddenly,  and  with  fuch  Foulnefs, 

As  the  falfe  Angels  did,  from  all  their  Glory  ? 

Thou  art  no  Knight,  Honour  thou  never  heard’ft  of, 
Nor  brave  Defires  could  ever  build  in  that  Breaft. 
Treafon,  and  tainted  Thoughts,  are  all  the  Gods 
Thou  worship’ ft,  all  the  Strength  thou  hadft,and  Fortune^ 
Thou  didft  things  out  of  Fear,  and  falfe  Heart,  Villain, 
OutofclofeTraps  and  Treacheries, they  have  raifed  the6. 
v  Mount.  Thou  rav’ft,  old  Man. 

Vol,  V.  Cc 


Gom , 


z66z  7 be  Knight  of  Malta. 

Gom .  Before  thou  fie t ’ll  ofF from  me. 

Had  ft  thou  the  Glory  of  thy  firft  Fights  on  thee, 
Which  thou  haft  bafely  loft,  thy  nobleft  Fortunes, 

And  in  their  great eft  Lulires,  I  would  make  thee, 

Before  we  part,  confefs,  nay  kneel,  and  do  it. 

Nay,  crying  kneel,  coldly,  for  Mercy,  crying: 

Thou  art  the  recreant’ll:  Rogue  time  ever  nourifh’d, 
Thou  art  a  Dog,  l  will  make  thee  fwear,  a  Dog, 

A  mangy  Cur  Dog  5  do  you  creep  behind  the  Altar  ? 
Look  how  it  fweats,  to  fhelter  fuch  a  Rafcal : 

Firft,  with  thy  venemous  Tooth  infeft:  her  chafte  Life, 
And  then  not  dare  to  do  5  next,  rob  her  Reft, 

Steal  her  dead  Body  out  o’th*  Grave. 

Mount .  1  have  not. 

Gom.  Prithee  come  out,  this  is  no  Place  to  quarrel  in. 
Valiant  Mount fen  at ,  come. 

Mount .  I  will  not  ftir. 

Gom.  Thou  haft  thy  Sword  about  thee, 

That  good  Sword  that  never  fail’d  thee;  prithee  corner 
We  ll  have  but  five  Stroaks  for  it;  on,  on  Boy, 

Here’s  one  would  fain  be  acquainted  with  thee,  (Sir, 
Would  wondrous  fain  cleave  that  Calves  Headofyours, 
Come,  prithee  let’s  difpatch,  the  Moon  Ihines  finely  * 
Prithee  be  kill’d  by  me,  thou  wilt  be  bang’d  elfe, 

But  it  may  be,  thou  long’ft  to  be  bang’d. 

Roc.  Out  with  him,  Sir, 

You  fhallhave  my  Sword  too;  when  he’s  difpatch’d  once. 
We  have  the  World  betore  us. 

Gom.  Wilt  thou  walk  Fellow, 

I  never  knew  a  Rogue  hang  Arfe-ward  fo, 

And  fuch  a  defperate  Knave  too. 

Abd  Pray  go  with  him, 

Something  I’ll  promife  too. 

tK  omit .  You  would  be  kill’d  then? 

No  Remedy,  I  fee. 

Gom .  If  thou  dar’ft  do  it  ?  T 

,  Mount .  Yes  now  I  dare;  lead  out,  I’ll  follow  prefently, 

Under  the  Mount  I’ll  meet  ye. 

Gom.  Go  before  me, 

1  have  ye  in  a  String  too. 


Mount , 


z6  6  f- 


The  Knight  of  Malta. 

Mount .  As  I  am  a  Gentleman, 

And  by  this  holy  Place  I  will  not  fail  thee. 

Fear  not,  thou  fhalt  be  kill'd,  take  my  Word  for  it 
I  will  not  fail. 

Goni.  If  thou  fcap’ft  thou  haft  Cats  Luck. 

The  Mount  ? 

Mount.  The  fame-,  make  hafte,Iam  there  before  elfe. 
Gom.  Go  get  ye  home ;  now  if  he  fcape  I  am  a  Coward. 
Mount .  Well,  now  I  am  refolv’d,  and  he  fhall  find  it. 

[ Exeunt . 


SCENE  /II. 

Enter  Miranda,  Lucinda,  and  Collona. 

Min  How  is  it  with  the  Lady? 

Luc ,  Sir,  as  well 

As  it  can  be  with  one,  who  feeling  knows  now 
What  is  the  Curfe  the  divine  Juftice  laid 
On  the  firft  finful  Woman. 

Mir .  Is  fhe  in  Travel  ? 

Luc .  Yes,  Sir,  and  yet  the  Troubles  of  her  Mind 
Afflift  her  more,  than  what  her  Body  fuffers. 

For  in  the  Extremity  of  her  Pain,  Hie  cries  out. 
Why  am  I  here  ?  Where  is  my  Lord  Gomera , 
Then  fometimes  names  Miranda ,  and  then  fighs. 

As  if  to  fpeak  what  queftionlefs  file  loves  well. 

If  heard,  might  do  her  Injury. 

Col.  Heav’ns  fweet  Mercy 
Look  gently  on  her. 

Mir.  Prithee  tell  her,  my  Prayers 
Are  prefent  with  her,  and  good  Wench  provide 
That  file  want  nothing  :  What’s  thy  Name? 

Jjic.  Lucinda . 

Mir,  Lucinda  ?  There’s  a  profperous  Omen  in  it, 
Be  a  Lucina  to  her,  and  bring  Word 
Th  at  fhe  is  fafe  deliver’d  of  her  Burthen, 

And  thy  Reward’s  thy  Liberty:  Come  Coliona 
We  will  go  fee  how  th’ Engineer  has  mounted 
The  Cannon  the  great  Mafter  fent,  be  careful 
To  view  the  Works,  and  learn  the  Difcipline 

C  Q  Z 


That 


z£<j4  The  Knight  of  Malta, 

That  is  us’d  here:  I  am  to  leave  the  World,  .  j 

And  for  your  Service,  which  1  have  found  faithful, 

The  Charge  that’s  mine,  if  I  have  any  Power, 

Hereafter  may  concern  you. 

Col.  I  Hill  find 
A  noble  Mailer  in  you.  ^ 

Mir.  5Tis  but  Juftice, 

Thou  doll  deferve  it  in  thy  Care,  and  Duty.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Gomera,  Mountferrat,  Rocca,  Abdella  mthaViflol. 
Com.  Here’s  even  Ground,  I’ll  ftir  no  Foot  beyond  it. 

Before  I  have  thy  Head. 

Mount.  Draw,  Rocca . 

Gom.  Coward, 

Hath  inward  Guilt  robb’d  thee  as  well  of  Courage 
As  Honefty?  that  without  Odds  thou  dar’ft  net 
Anfwer  a  fingle  Enemy  ? 

Mount.  All  Advantage  j 

That  I  can  take,  expedt. 

Roc.  We  know  you  are  valiant; 

Nor  do  we  purpofe  to  make  farther  Trial 
Of  what  you  can  do  now ;  but  to  difpatch  you. 

Mount.  And  therefore  fight,  and  pray  together: 

Gom .  Villains, 

Whofe  Bafenefs,  all  difgraceful  Words  made  one, 

Cannot  exprefs;  fo  ftrong  is  the  good  Caufe 
That  feconds  me,  that  you  (hall  feel,  with  Horror 
To  your  proud  Hopes,  what  Strength  is  that  Arm, 
Though  old,  that  holds  a  Sword  made  fliarp  by  Juftice. 
Abd.  You  come  then  here,  to  prate?  [Pgbt- 

Mount.  Help  Rocca ,  now,  #  ‘  J 

Or  I  ant  loft  for  ever  *  how  comes  this  ? 

Are  Villany  and  WeakneU  Twins? 

Roc.  I  am  gone  too. 

Gom.  You  fhall  not  fcape  me,  Wretches. 

Abd.  I  mull  do  it,  . 

All  will  go  wrong  el fe.  [Shoots  him. 

Gom.  Treacherous  bloody  Woman, 

What  had  thou  dene^  . 

Abd . 
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Abd.  Done  a  poor  Womans  part. 

And  in  an  Inftant,  what  thefe  Men  fo  long 
Stood  fooling  for. 

Mount .  This  Aid  was  unexpected, 

I  kifs  thee  for’t. 

Roc.  His  right  Arm’s  only  fhot, 

And  that  compell’d  him  to  forfake  his  Sword, 

He’s  elfe  unwounded. 

Mount .  Cut  his  Throat. 

Abd.  Forbear. 

Yet  do  not  hope  ’tis  with  Intent  to  fave  thee, 

But  that  thou  may’ll:  live  to  thy  farther  Torment, 

To  fee  who  triumphs  over  thee  $  come  Mountferrat , 
Here  join  thy  Foot  to  mine,  and  let  our  Hearts 
Meet  with  our  Hands,  the  ContraCt  that  is  made 
And  cemented  with  Blood,  as  this  of  ours  is, 

Is  a  more  holy  San&ion,  and  much  furer. 

Than  all  the  fuperftitious  Ceremonies 
You  Chriftians  ufe. 

Enter  Norandine, 

Roe.  Who’s  this? 

Mount.  Betray’d  again? 

Nor.  By  the  Report  it  made,  and  by  the  Wind, 

The  Piftol  was  difcharg’d  here, 

Gom.  Normdine^ 

As  ever  thou  lov’ft  Valour,  or  wearft  Arm’s 
To  punifh  Bafenefs,  fhew  it. 

Nor .  O  the  Devil, 

Gomera  wounded,  and  my  By  ache  black  Beauty 
An  A&or  in  it? 

Abd.  If  thou  ftrik’ft,  I’ll  fhoot  thee.  fthoti? 

Nor.  How!  fright  me  with  your  Pot*Gun?  What  art 
Good  Heav’n,the  R.ogue,theTraitor  Rogu  e^Mountferrat^ 
To  fwinge  the  Nell  of  you,  is  a  Sport  unlook’d  for. 

Hells — — confume  you. 

Mount .  As  thou  art  a  Man, 

I  am  wounded,  give  me  time  to  anfwer  thee.  (yet. 
Gtfw.Durft  thou  urge  this  fthisHandcan  hold  a  Sword 
Afar.  Well  done  j  to  fee  this  Villain,  makes  my  Hurts 

C  c  3  Bleed 
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Bleed  frefli  again,  but  had  I  not  a  Bone  whole, 

In  fuch  a  Caufe  I  fliould  do  .thus,  thus  Rafcals. 

Enter  Corporal  and  Watch. 

£or.  Difarm  them,  and  fhoot  any  that  refills: 

Oom.  Hold  Corporal,  I  am  Gomera . 

Nor.  I  is  well  yet,  that  once  in  an  Age  you  can 
Remember  what  you  watch  for  ;  I  had  thought 
You  had  again  been  making  out  your  Parties 
For  fucking  Pigs. 

’Tis  well. 

As  you  will  anfwer 

The  contrary  with  your  Lives,  fee  thefe  forth  coming. 
Cor.  That  we  /hall  do. 

Nor.  You  bleed  apace}  good  Soldiers, 

Go  help  him  to  a  Surgeon. 

Roc.  Dare  the  word. 

And  differ  like  your  felfi 

yibd.  From  me  learn  Courage. 

J\or.  Now  for  Miranda,  this  News  will  be  to  him 
As  welcome  as  ’tis  unexpedted :  Corporal, 

I  here  sfomething  for  thy  Care  to  Night ;  my  Horfe  there. 

[Exeunt. 
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^  Enter  Oriana  and  Lucinda. 

0 ri.  T  T  O  W  does  my  Boy  ? 

XI.  Luc .  Oh  wondrous  lufly,  Madam, 

A  little  Knight  already:  You  ihall  live 
To  fee  him  .tofs  a  Turk. 

Ori.  Gentle  Lucinda , 

Much  mud:  I  thank  thee  for  thy  Care  and  Service. 
Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Collona.  ' 

A  T1C  i1Tia-V  *  §row  ^UC  ^r°ng  to  fee  Valetta , 

My  Husband,  and  my  Brother,  thou  fhalt  find 
I  will  not  barely  thank  thee. 

k°°k  Captain,  we  mud  ride  away  this  Morning, 
fhs  Auberge  fits  to  Day,  and  the  great' Matter 
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W rites  plainly,  I  mull  or  deliver  in 
fThe  Year  expir’d )  my  Probation  Weed, 

Or  take  the  Cloak  $  you  like  wife  Norandme , 

For  your  full  Service,  and  your  laft  Affiftance 

In  falfe  Mount fer rat's  Apprehenfion  (high  Honour. 

Are  here  commanded  to  afl’ociate  me  j  my  1  win  in  this 

Nor.  I’ll  none  on’t  *,  do  they  think  to  bind  me  to  live 
chafte,fober,and  temperately,  all  Days  of  my  Life  ?  they 
may  as  foon  tye  an  Englijhman  to  live  fo;  1  fhall  be  a 
fwcet  Dane ,  a  fweet  Captain,  go  up  and  down  drink* 
ing  fmall  Beer,  and  fwearing  'ods  neagues ,  no,  I’ll  live 
a  Squire  at  Arms  ftill,  and  do  thou  to  too,  and  thou 
be’ ft  wife:  1  have  found  the  Miftery  now, why  the  Gen¬ 
tlemen  wear  but  three  Bars  of  the  Crofs,  and  the  Knights 
the  whole  one. 

Mir.  Why  Captain  ? 

Nor.  Marry,  Sir,  to  put  us  in  Remembrance,  we  are  but 
three  Quarters  crofs’d  in  our  Licence,  and  Pleafm  es;  but 
the  poor  Knights  crofs’d  altogether:  the  Brothers  at 
Arms,  may  yet  meet  with  their  Sifters  at  Arms,  now 
and  then,  in  Brotherly  Love-,  but  the  poor  Knights  can¬ 
not  get  a  Lady  for  Love  nor  Mony }  tis  not  fo  in  other 
Countries  I  wis,  pray  hafte  you,  for  I’ll  along,  and  fee 
what  will  come  on’t.  \Jdxit* 

Mir .  Collona ,  provide  {trait  all  Neceflafies 
For  this  Remove,  the  Litter  for  the  Lady, 

And  let  Lucinda  bear  her  Company, 

You  fhall  attend  on  me. 

Col.W ith  all  my  Duties.  \Bxjt. 

Mir.  How  fare  you,  gracious  Miflrefs  ? 

Ori.  O  Miranda , 

You  pleas’d  to  honour  me  with  that  fair  Title 
When  I  was  free,  and  could  difpofe  my  felfo 
But  now,  no  Smile,  no  Word,  no  Look,  no  Toi|ch 
Can  I  impart  to  any,  but  as  Theft 
From  my  Gomera\  and  who  dares  accept^ 

Is  an  Ufurper. 

Mir .  Leave  us  \  I  have  touch’d  thee, 
fThou  fairer  Virtue,  than  thou’rt  beautiful) 

Hold  but  this  Teft3  fo  rich  an  Ore  was  never 

”  '  ‘  '  '  Cc  4  '  '  '  Try’4 

*  \ 
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Tried  by  the  Hand  of  Man,  on  the  vaft  Earth : 

Sit  brighteft  Oriana ,  is  it  Sin 

Still  to  profefs  1  love  you,  ftill  to  vow 

I  fhall  do  ever?  Heav’n  my  Witnefs  be, 

’Tis  not  your  Eye,  your  Cheek,  your  Tongue,  no  part 
That  fuperficially  doth  fnare  young  Men, 

Which  has  caught  me*  read  over  in  your  Thoughts 
The  Story  that  this  Man  hath  made  of  you, 

And  think  upon  his  Merit. 

Ori.  Only  Thought 
Can  comprehend  it. 

Aiir .  And  can  you  be  fo 
Cruel,  thanklefs,  to  deftroy  his  Youth 
That  fav’d  your  Honour,  gave  you  double  Life? 

Your  own,  and  your  fair  Infant’s?  that  when  Fortune 
(The  blind  Foe  to  all  Beauty,  that  is  good) 

Bandied  you  from  one  Hazard  to  another. 

Was  even  Heav’ns  Meflenger,  by  Providence 
Call’d  to  the  Temple,  to  receive  you  there, 

Into  thefe  Arms,  to  give  Eale  to  your  Throwes, 

As  iPt  had  thunder’d  \  take  thy  due  Miranda , 

For  fhe  was  thine:  Gomera* s  Jealouhe 
Struck  Death  unto  thy  Heart  >  to  him  be  dc  ad, 

And  live  to  me,  that  gave  thee  fecond  Life: 

Let  me  but  now  enjoy  thee :  Oh  regard 
The  torturing  Fires  of  my  Affe&ions. 

Ori.  Oh  mailer  them,  Miranda ,  as  I  mine} 

Who  follows  his  Dehres,  fuch  Tyrants  ferves 
As  will  opprefs  him  infupportably. 

My  Flames,  Miranda ,  rife  as  high  as  thine, 

For  I  did  love  thee  ’fore  my  Marriage, 

Yet  would  I  now  confent,  or  could  I  think 
Thou  wert  in  earned:,  ( which  by  all  the  Souls 
That  have,  for  Chaltity,  been  fandtify’d, 

I  cannot)  in  a  Moment  I  do  know 
Thoud’ft  call  fair  Temperance  up  to  rule  thy  Blood, 
Thy  Eye  was  ever  chafte,  thy  Countenance  too  honed^ 
And  all  thy  Wooings  was  like  Maidens  Talk} 

Who  yieldeth  unto  Pleafures,  and  to  Luft, 

Is  a  poor  Captive,  that  in  golden  Fetters, 

And 
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And  precious,  as  he  thinks,  but  holding  Gives, ' 

Frets  out  his  Life. 

Mir .  Find  fuch  another  Woman, 

And  take  her  for  his  Labour,  any  Man. 

Grit  I  was  not  worthy  of  thee,  at  my  be  ft, 

Heav’n  knew  I  was  not,  I  had  had  thee  elfe,, 

Much  Ids  now,  gentle  Sir  ;  Miranda's  Deeds 
Have  been  as  white  as  Or i ana's  Fame, 

From  the  Beginning  to  this  Point  of  time, 

And  fhali  we  now  begin  to  flain  both  thus? 

Think  on  the  Legend  which  we  two  fhali  breed 
Continuing  as  we  are,  for  chaftell  Dames 
And  bolded:  Soldiers  to  perufe  and  read, 

Ay  and  read  thorough,  free  from  any  Aft 
To  caufe  the  Modeft  calf  the  Book  away, 

And  the  moil  honour’d  Captain  fold  it  up. 

Mir .  Faired,  let  go  my  Hand^  my  Pulfe  beats  thick. 
And  my  mov’d  Blood  rides  high  in  every  Vein, 

Lord  of  thy  felf  now,  Soldier,  and  ever  i 
I  would  not  for  Aleppo,  this  frail  Bark, 

This  Bark  of  Flefh,  -  no  better  Stecrs-man  had 
Than  has  M  cunt f err  at' s$  may  you  kifs  me,  Lady  ? 

Ori.  No;  though’t  be  no  effential  Injury, 

It  is  a  Circumftancc  due  to  my  Lord, 

To  none  eifc*  and  my  deareft  Friend,  if  Hands 
Playing  together,  kindle  Heat  in  you, 

What  may  the  Game  at  Lips  provoke  unto? 

Mir .  Oh  what  a  Tongue  is  here?  whilft  fhe  doth  teach 
My  Heart  to  hate  my  fond  unlawful  Love, 

She  talks  me  more  in  Love,  with  Love  to  her. 

My  Fires  fhe  quencheth  with  her  Arguments, 

But  as  fhe  breaths  ’em,  they  blow  freiher  Fires. 

Sit  further  ;  now  my  Flame  cools  5  Husband,  Wife, 
There  is  fome  holy  Myftery  in  thofe  Names 
That  fure  th?  unmarried  cannot  under  Hand. 

Ori.  Now  thou  art  ftrait,  and  doll:  enamour  me, 

So  far  beyond  a  carnal  earthly  Love  5 
My  very  Soul  doats  on  thee,  and  my  Spirits 
Do  embrace  thine,  my  Mind  doth  thy  Mind  kifs, 

And  in  this  pure  Conjunftion  we  enioy 
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A  heav’nlier  Plcafure  than  if  Bodies  met: 

This,  this  is  perfect  Love,  the  other  fhort, 

Yet  languifhing  fruition,  every  Swain 

And  fweating  Groom  may  clafp,  but  ours  refin’d 

Two  in  ten  Ages  cannot  reach  unto ; 

Nor  is  our  fpiritual  Love,  a  barren  Joy, 

For  mark  what  blefled  Blue  well  beget. 

Dearer  than  Children  to  Pofterity, 

A  great  Example  to  Mens  Continence, 

And  Womens  Chaftity,  that  is  a  Child 
More  fair  and  comfortable,  than  any  Heir. 

Mir .  If  all  Wives  were  but  fuch,  Lull  would  not  find 
One  corner  to  inhabit,  Sin  would  be 
So  ftrange,  Remifiion  fuperfluous : 

But  one  Petition,  1  have  done. 

Ori.  What,  Sweet. 

Mir.  To  call  me  Lord,  if  the  hard  Hand  of  Death 
Seize  on  Gomera  firft. 

Ort.  Oh,  much  too  worthy ; 

How  much  you  undervalue  your  own  Price, 

To  give  your  unbought  felf,  for  a  poor  Woman, 

That  has  been  once  fold,  us’d,  and  loft  her  Show  ? 

I  am  a  Garment  worn,  a  Veflel  crack’d, 

A  Zone  unty’d,  a  Lilly  trod  upon, 

A  fragrant  Flower  cropt  by  another  Hand  > 

My  Colour  fully’d,  and  my  Odour’s  chang’d. 

If  when  I  was  new  bloftom’d,  I  did  fear 
My  felf  unworthy  of  Mirandas  Springs 
Thus  over-blown,  and  feeded,  I  am  rather 
Fit  to  adorn  his  Chimney,  than  his  Bed. 

J  Mir.  Rife,  Miracle,  fave  Malta  with  thy  Virtue : 

If  words  could  make  me  proud,  how  has  file  fpoke, 

Yet  I  will  try  her  to  the  very  Block. 

Hard-hearted  and  uncivil  Qriana , 

Ingrateful  Payer  of  my  Induftries, 

That  with  a  foft  painted  Hypocrifie 
Cozen’ ft,  and  jeer’ft  my  Perturbation, 

Expedt  a  witty  and  a  fell  Revenge; 

My  comfort  is,  all  Men  will  think  thee  falfe, 

Befide  thy  Husband,  having  been  thus  long 
(On  this  occafion)  in  my  Fort,  and  Power. 
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£m^rNorandine,  Collona,  and  Lucinda  with  a  Child. 

I’ll  hear  no  more  words:  Captain,  let’s  away, 

With  all  care  fee  to  her}  and  you,  Lucinda , 

Attend  her  diligently  \  fhe  is  a  Wonder. 

Nor.  Have  you  found  fhe  was  well  deliver’d  ? 

What,  had  fhe  a  good  Midwife,  is  all  well  ? 

Mir.  You  are  merry,  Norandine. 

Luc .  Why  weep  you.  Lady? 

Ori.  Take  the  poor  Babe  along. 

Col.  Madam,  ’tis  here. 

Ori.  DiiTembling  Death,  why  didftthou  let  me  lire 
To  fee  this  change,  my  greatdt  caufe  to  grieve?  [Exe. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Aftorius,Callnot,Valetta,  Gomera,  Synnet,  Knight  x, 
two  BiJhopS)  Mountferrat  guarded  by  Corporal  and  Soldiers  9 
Abdella,  a  Gentleman  with  a  Cloaks  Sword ,  and  Spurs  y 
Gomera. 

Val.  A  tender  Husband  hall  thou  fhew’d  thy  felf. 

My  dearefl  Brother,  and  thy  Memory, 

After  my  life,  in  brazen  Characters 
Shall  monumentally  be  regifter’d 
To  Ages  confequent,  ’till  Time's  running  Hand 
Beats  back  the  World  to  undiftinguifh’d  Chaoif 
And  on  the  top  of  that  thy  Name  fhali  Hand 
Frefh,  and  without  decay. 

Gom.  Oh  honour’d  Sir! 

If  hope  of  this,  or  any  Blifs  to  come, 

Could  lift  my  load  of  Grief  off  from  my  Soul, 

Or  expiate  the  trefpafs  ’gainft  my  Wife, 

That  in  one  hours  fufpicion  I  begat, 

I  might  be  won  to  be  a  Man  again, 

!  And  fare  like  other  Husbands,  fleep  and  eat, 

Laugh,  and  forget  my  pleafing  Penitence; 

But  hill  old  Nature  can  make  filch  a  Wife 
Again,  1  vow  ne’er  to  refume  the  Order 
And  Habits  that  to  Men  are  neceflary, 

All  Breath  I’ll  fpend  in  Sighs,  all  found  in  Groans, 

And  know  no  Company  but  my  walling  Moans. 
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Aflo .  This  will  be  wilful  Murder  on  your  felf, 

Nor  like  a  Chriftian  do  you  bear  the  chance 
Which  th’  infcrutable  Will  of  Heav’n  admits. 

Gom.  What  would  you  have  my  Weaknefs  do,  that 
Suffer  d  it  felf  thus  to  be  pradtis’d  on 
By  a  damn'd  Hell-hound,  and  his  Agent  Dam, 

The  impious  Midwife  to  abortive  Births, 

And  cruel  Inftrument  to  his  Decrees? 

By  forgery  they  firft  aflail’d  her  Life, 

■y  Heav’n  playing  with  us  yet,  in  that,  he  wrought 
My  dearefl  Friend,  the  Servant  to  her  Virtue, 

To  Combat  me,  againft  his  Mi  ft  refs  Truth. 

That  yet  effedtlefs,  this  Enchanting  Witch 
Bred  baneful  Jealoufie  againft  my  Lady, 

My  moll  immaculate  Lady,  which  feiz’d  on  her 
Almoft  to  death:  Oh  yet/  not  yet  content, 

She  in  my  Hand  put  fto  reftore  her  Life 

As  I  imagin’d)  what  did  execute 

Their  devilifh  Malice  *,  farther,  great  with  Child 

Was  this  poor  Innocent,  that  too  was  loft, 

They  doubled  Death  upon  her}  not  ftaying  there. 

They  have  done  violence  unto  her  Tomb, 

Not  granting  Reft  unto  her  in  the  Grave: 

I  with  Miranda  had  enjoy’d  my  Prize} 

For  fure  I’m  punilh’dfor  ufurping  her. 

Oh  what  a  Tyger  is  refilled  Luft  ? 

How  it  doth  forage  all  ? 

Mount .  Part  of  this  Bale 

J  grant  you  true}  but  ’twas  not  Poifon  given  her? 

Abd.  '\  would  it  had,  we  had  been  far  enough, 

If  we  had  been  fo  wife,  and  had  not  now 
Stood  curtefing  for  your  Mercies  here. 

Mount.  Befide, 

What  is  become  o’th’  Body  we  know  not. 

Val.  Peace,  Impudence  j 
And  dear  Comer  a  predtife  Patience 
As  I  my  felf  mult,  by  fome  means  at  laft: 

We  fhall  diflolve  this  Riddle, 
v  Gom.  Wherefore  comes 
This  Villain  in  this  Feftival  Array, 

As  if  he  triumph’d  for  his  Treachery  ? 

'  Caft 
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Caji .  That  is  by  our  Appointment:  give  us  leave, 
You  fhall  know  why  anon. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Collona, 

VaL  One  of  the  Efguard . 

Efg .  The  Gentlemen  are  come. 

VaL  Truce  then  awhile. 

With  our  fad  thoughts  j  what,  are  you  both  refolv’d  ? 

Nor.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  your  down-right  Captain  hill, 
I’ll  live,  and  ferve  you,  not  that  altogether 
I  want  compunftion  of  Confcience, 

I  have  enough  to  fave  me,  and  that’s  all, 

Bar  me  from  Drink,  and  Drabs,  ev’n  hang  me  too, 

Y ou  mull  ev’n  make  your  Captains  Capons  firft, 

I  have  too  much  Flefh  for  this  fpiritual  Knighthood, 
And  therefore  do  defire  forbearance,  Sir, 

’Till  I  am  older,  or  more  mortify’d  j 
I  am  too  found  yet. 

VaL  W  hat  fay  you,  Miranda  ? 

Mir .  With  all  pure  Zeal  to  Heav’n,  Duty  to  you, 

I  come  to  undergo  it. 

VaL  Proceed  to  th’  Ceremony. 

Gom.  Before  you  match  with  this  bright  honour’d  Title, 
Admir'd  Miranda ,  pardon  what  in  Thought 
I  ever  did  tranfgrefs  againft  your  Virtue  j 
And  may  you  find  more  Joy  with  your  new  Bride, 
Than  poor  Gomera  e’er  enjoy’d  with  his, 

But  ’twas  mine  own  Crime,  and  I  fufFer  for’t^ 

Long  wear  your  Dignity,  and  worthily, 

Whilfl  I  obfcurely  in  fome  Corner  varnifh. 

Mir.  Have ftronger  thoughts,  and  better;  firitlcrave, 
According  to  the  Order  of  the  Court , 

I  may  difpofe  my  Captives,  and  the  Fort, 

That  with  a  clean  and  purified  Heart 
The  fitlier  I  may  endue  my  Robe. 

jiil.  ’Tis  granted. 

Enter  Oriana  vail'd ,  Ladies ,  Lucinda  with  a  Child . 

Mir.  Bring  the  Captives.  To  your  charge 
And  ftaid  Tuition,  my  mo  ft  noble  Friend, 

I  then  commend  this  Lady ;  flart  not  off, 

A  fairer  and  a  chafter  never  liv’d  j 
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By  her  own  choice  you  are  her  Guardian  \ 

For  telling  her  I  was  to  leave  my  Fort, 

And  to  abandon  quite  all  worldly  cares, 

Her  own  requeft  was,  to  Qomeras  Hands 
She  might  be  given  in  Cuftody,  for  fhe’ad  heard 
He  was  a  Gentleman  wife,  and  temperate, 

Full  of  Humanity  to  Women-kind, 

And  ’caufe  he  had  been  married,  knew  the  better 
How  to  entreat  a  Lady. 

Fal.  What  Country-woman  is  ftie? 

Mir.  Born  a  Greek . 

F'al.  Gomera ,  ’twill  be  barborous  to  deny 
A  Lady,  that  unto  your  Refuge  flies, 

And  feeks  to  fhrowd  her  under  Virtue’s  Wing. 

Gom.  Excufe  me,  noble  Sir*  oh  think  me  not 
So  dull  a  Devil,  to  forget  the  lofs 
Of  fuch  a  matchlefs  Wife  as  I  poflefs’d. 

And  ever  to  endure  the  flght  of  Woman  : 

Were  flie  the  Abftraft  of  her  Sex  for  Form, 

The  only  Warehoufe  of  Perfeftion, 

Were  there  no  Rofe  nor  Lilly  but  her  Cheek, 

No  Mufick  but  her  Tongue,  Virtue  but  hers ; 

She  mull  not  reft  near  me,  my  Vow  is  graven 
Here  in  my  Heart,  irrevocably  breath’d, 

And  when  I  break  it. 

Afto.  This  is  rudenefs,  Spaniard \ 

Unfeafonably  you  play  the  Timonifl , 

Put  on  a  Difpofition  is  not  yours, 

Which  neither  fits  you,  nor  becomes  you. 

Gom.  Sir. 

Caft .  We  cannot  force  you,  but  we  would  perfwade; 

Gom .  Refeech  you,  Sir,  no  more,  I  am  refolv’d 
To  forfake  Malta ,  tread  a  Pilgrimage 
To  fair  Jerufalem ,  for  my  Lady’s  Soul, 

And  will  not  be  diverted. 

Mir.  You  muft  bear 
1  his  Child  along  w’ye  then. 

Gom .  What  Child? 

All.  How’s  this? 

Mir.  Nay  then,  Gomera ,  thou  art  injurious, 
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This  Child  is  thine,  and  this  rejected  Lady 
Thou  haft  has  often  known,  as  thine  own  Wife, 

And  this  I’ll  make  good  on  thee,  with  my  Sword. 

Gom,  Thoudurftas  well blafpheme:  if  fuchafcandal™ 
( I  crave  the  Rights  due  to  a  Gentleman ) 

Woman  unvail. 

Ori.  Will  you  refufe  me  yet? 

Gom.  My  Wife! 

Vah  My  Sifter !  -  '  ■ 

Gom .  Some  Body  thank  Heav’n, 

I  cannot  fpeak. 

AIL  All  Praife  be  ever  given. 

Mount.  This  faves  our  lives, yet  would  fhe  had  been  dead  7 
The  very  fight  of  her  afflidts  me  more 
Than  fear  of  Puniftiment,  or  my  Diigrace, 

F'al,  How  came  you  to  the  Temple? 

Mir.  Sir,  to  do 

My  poor  Devotions,  and  to  offer  Thanks 
For  fcaping  a  Temptation  near  perform’d 
With  this  fair  Virgin.  I  reftore  a  Wife 
Earth  cannot  parallel  j  and  bufie  Nature, 

If  thou  wilt  ftill  make  Women,  but  remember 
To  work  ’em  by  this  Sampler  5  take  heed,  Sir, 
Henceforth  you  never  doubt,  Sir. 

Gom .  When  I  do. 

Death  take  me  fuddenly. 

Mir.  To  increafe  your  Happinefs 
To  your  beft  Wife  take  this  Addition. 

Gom,  Alack  my  poor  Knave. 

Vah  The  confeffion 
The  Moor  made  ’t  fee  ms  was  truth. 

Nor.  Marry  was  it, Sir ;  the  only  truth  that  ever  iffued  out 
of  Hell,  which  her  black  Jaws  refemble  ;  a  plague  o’ your 
Bacon-face,  you  moft  be  giving  drinks  with  a  Vengeance; 
ah  thou  branded  Bitch,  do  ye  ftare  goggles, I  hope  to  make 
W inter-boots  o’  thy  Hide  yet,  fhe  fears  not  damning :  Hell 
fire  cannot  parch  her  blacker  than  file  is :  D’ye  grin,Chim- 
ney-fweeper. 

Ori.  What  is’ t,  Miranda? 

Mir .  That  you  would  pleafe  Lucinda  might  attend  you. 

Coh 


%6-jG  The  Knight  of  Malta.. 

Col.  That  Suit,  Sir,  I  confent  not  to. 

Luc.  My  Husband  ? 

My  deareft  Angelo  ?  (Twum 

Nor .  Mbre  Jiggam-bobs ;  is  not  this  the  Fellow  that 
Like  a  Duck  to  th3  Shore  in  our  Sea-fervice? 

Col.  The  very  fame}  do  not  you  know  me  now.  Sir, 
My  Name  is  Angelo ,  though  Collona  vail’d  it, 

Your  Country-man  and  Kinfman,  born  in  Florence , 

Who  from  the  Neighbour-Illand  here  o£Goza 
Was  Captive  led,  in  that  unfortunate  Day 
When  the  Turk  bore  with  him  three  thoufind  Souls  $ 
Since  in  Constantinople  have  I  liv’d, 

W  here  I  beheld  this  Turkijh  Damfel  firft. 

A  tedious  Suitor  was  I  for  her  Love, 

And  pitying  fuch  a  beauteous  Cafe  fhould  hide 
A  Soul  prophan’d  with  Infidelity, 

I  labour’d  her  Converfion  with  my  Love, 

And  doubly  won  her}  to  fair  Faith  her  Soul 
She  fir  ft  betroth’d,  and  then  her  Faith  to  me  5 
But  fearful  there  to  confummate  this  Contradt 
We  fled,  and  in  that  flight  were  ta’en  again 
By  thofe  fame  Gallies,  Yore  Paletta  fought : 

Since  in  your  Service  I  attended  her, 

Where,  what  I  faw,  and  heard,  hath  joy’d  me  more 
Th  an  all  my  paft  Affli&ions  griev’d  before, 

Val. Wonders  crown  wonders  *,  take  thy  Wife :  Miranda , 
Be  henceforth  called  our  Malta's  better  Angel, 

And  thou  her  evil,  Mountferrat. 

Nor.  W e’ll  call  him  Cacodemon ,  with  his  black  Gib  there, 
his  Succuba ,  his  Devil’s  Seed,  his  fpawn  o£ Pblegeton>  that 
o’ my  Confcience  was  bred  o’  the  fpume  of  Cocitus }  do  ye 
fnarle,you  black  Jill  ?  fhe  looks  like  the  Pi6ture  of  America , 
Fal.  Why  ftay  we  now  ? 

Mir.  This  laft  Petition  to  the  Court, 

I  may  bequeath  the  keeping  of  my  Fort 
To  this  my  Kinfman,  toward  the  Maintenance 
Of  him,  and  his  fair  virtuous  Wife  }  Difcreet, 

Loyal,  and  Valiant  I  dare  give  him  you. 

Pal.  You  mu  ft  not  ask  in  vain.  Sir. 

Col.  My  be  ft  thanks 

f® 
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To  you  my  noble  Coufin,  and  my  ferviee 
To  the  whole  Court  $  may  I  deferve  this  Bounty* 

Val.  Proceed  to  th’  Ceremony,  one  of  our  Efguard 
Degrade  Mountferrat  firft. 

Mount .  I  will  not  fue 

For  Mercy,  ’twere  in  vain  ;  Fortune  thy  worft.  [Mufick. 

An  Altar  difcover'dy  with  Tapers ,  and  a  Boole  on  it.  The 
two  Bijhops  fland  on  each fide  of  it ;  Mountferrat,  as  the 
Song  is  fingingy  afeends  up  the  Altar. 

See,  fee,  the  flain  of  Honour,  Virtue's  foe. 

Of  Virgins  fair  Fames  the  foul  Overthrow , 

That  broken  hath  his  Oath  of  Chaflity , 

Difhonoudd  much  this  holy  Dignity , 

Off  with  his  Robe ,  expel  him  forth  this  Place$ 

Whilfi  we  rejoycey  and  fing  at  his  Dif grace. 

Val .  Since  by  thy  Actions  thou  haft  made  thy  felf 
Unworthy  of  that  worthy  Sign  thou  wear’ft, 

And  of  our  facred  Order,  into  which 
For  former  Virtues  we  receiv’d  thee  firft. 

According  to  our  Statutes,  Ordinances, 

For  Praife  unto  the  good,  a  Terror  to 
The  bad,  and  an  Example  to  all  Men; 

We  here  deprive  thee  of  our  Habit,  and 
Declare  thee  unworthy  our  Society, 

From  which  we  do  expel  thee,  as  a  rotten. 

Corrupted  and  contagious  Member. 

Efq.  Uftng  th5  authority  the  Superior 
Hath  given  unto  me,  I  untie  this  Knot, 

And  take  from  thee  the  pleafing  Yoak  of  Heav’n * 

We  take  from  off  thy  Breaft  this  holy  Crofs 
Which  thou  haft  made  thy  Burthen,  not  thy  Prop; 

Thy  Spurs  we  fpoil  thee  of,  leaving  thy  Heels 
Bare  of  thy  Honour,  that  have  kick’d  againft 
Our  Orders  Precepts;  next  we  reave  thy  Sword, 

And  give  thee  armlefs  to  thy  Enemies, 

For  being  Foe  to  Goodnefs,  and  to  Heav’n; 

Laft,  'bout  thy  ftiff  Neck,  we  this  Halter  hang, 

And  leave  thee  to  the  Mercy  of  thy  Court, 

Val.  Inveft  Miranda. 

Vo  l.  V.  Dd  SONG, 
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Fair  Child  of  Virtue ^  Honour's  bloom , 

That  here  with  burning  Zeal  doji  come. 

With  Joy  to  ask  the  Wbite-crofs  Cloak  , 

And  yield  unto  this  p  leafing  Toak , 

That  being  young,  vows  Chajlity , 

And  chufeft  wilful  Poverty ; 

As  this  Flame  mounts,  fo  mount  thy  Zeal ,  thy  Glory  , 
Rife  pajl  the  Stars ,  and  fix  in  Heav'n  thy  Story . 

1  Bijh .  What  crave  you,  gentle  Sir? 

Mir .  Humble  admittance 

To  be  a  Brother  of  the  holy  Hofpital 
Of  great  Jerufalem . 

2  Bijh.  Breath  out  your  Vow. 

Mir .  To  Heav’n,  and  all  the  Bench  of  Saints  above, 
W  hole  Succour  l  implore  t’ enable  me, 

I  vow  henceforth  a  chafte  Life,  not  to  enjoy 
Any  thing  proper  to  my  felf;  Obedience 
To  my  Superiors,  whom  Religion 
And  Heav’n  fhall  give  me;  ever  to  defend 
The  virtuous  fame  of  Ladies,  and  to  oppugne 
Even  unto  Death  the  Chriftian  Enemy  ; 

This  do  I  vow  to  accomplish 
Efq.  Who  can  tell. 

Has  he  made  other  Vow,  or  promis’d  Marriage 
To  any  one,  or  is  in  Servitude? 

All.  He’s  free  from  all  thele. 

!  Bijh.  Put  on  his  Spurs,  and  girt  him  with  the  Sword, 
The  fcourge  of  Infidels,  and  Tipcs  of  fpeed* 

Build’ft  thy  Faith  on  this? 

Mir.  On  him  that  dy’d 
On  fuch  a  facred  Figure,  for  our  Sins. 

iBtjh.  Here,  then  we  fix  it  on  thy  left  fide,  for 
Thyincreafe  of  Faith,  Chrijlian  Defence,  and  Service 
To  th’  poor,  and  thus  near  to  thy  Heart  we  plant  it 
That  thou  mayft  love  it  even  with  all  thy  Heart, 

With  thy  right  Hand  pro preferve  it  whole, 

For  if  thou  fighting  ’gainft  Heav’ns  Enemies 
Shalt  fly  away,  abandoning  the  Crofs 
The  Enfign  of  thy  holy  General, 
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With  Shame  thou  juftly  lhalt  be  robb’d  of  it, 

Chas’d  from  our  Company*  and  cut  away 
As  an  infe&icus  putrified  Limb. 

Mir,  I  ask  no  Favour. 

i  Bijh .  Then  receive  the  Yoak 
Of  him  that  makes  it  fweet,  and  light,  in  which. 

Thy  Soul  find  her  eternal  Reft. 

Val.  Moft  welcome. 

AIL  Welcome,  our  noble  Brother. 

Val,  Break  up  the  Court  5  Mount ferr at  %  though  your 
Confpiring  ’gainft  the  Lives  of  Innocents,  ('Deed, 
H  ath  forfeited  your  own,  we  will  not  ftain 
Our  white  Crofs  with  your  Blood  $  your  Dooitt  is  then 
To  marry  this  Coagent  of  your  Mifchiefs, 

Which  done,  we  baniih  you  the  Continent ; 

If  cither,  after  three  Days,  here  be  found. 

The  Hand  of  Law  lays  hold  upon  your  Lives. 

Nor.  Away  French  Stallion,no w  you  have  a  BarbaryMzre 
of  your  own,  go  leap  her,  and  engender  young  devilings. 

Val.  We  will  find  fomething,  noble  Norandine, 

To  quit  your  Merit  5  fo  to  civil  Feafts, 

According  to  our  Cuftotns  >  and  all  pray 

The  Dew  of  Grace,  blefs  our  new  Knight  to  Day. 
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PROLOGUE. 

ST  at  ms  andTiElures  challenge  Trice  and  Fame  5 

If  they  canjttftly  hoaft 9  and  prove  they  came 

From  Phidias  or  Apelles.  None  deny , 

Toets  and  Taint ers  hold  a  Sympathy ; 

Tet  their  Works  may  decays  and  lofe  their  Graci^ 

• _ 

Receiving  blemijh  in  their  Limbs  or  Face . 

When  the  Minds  Art  has  this  Treheminence * 

She  flill  retaineth  her  fir  ft  Excellence . 

Then  why  Jhould  not  this  dear  Tiece  be  efteem'd 
Child  to  the  rich  eft  Fancies  that  e'er  teemed? 

When  not  their  meaneft  Off-fpring,  that  came  forth % 
But  bore  the  Image  of  their  Fathers  worth . 
Beaumont  Vs  and  FletcherV,  whofe  Defert  out -ways 
Thebeft  Abplaufe*  and  their  le aft  fprig  of  Bays 
Is  worthy  Phsebus  5  and  who  comes  to  gather 
Their  fruits  of  Wit  %  he  fhall  not  rob  the  Treafure . 
Nor  canyon  ever  furfett  of  the  Tlenty* 

Nor  canyon  call  them  rare ,  though  they  be  dainty * 
The  more  yon  take ,  the  more  you  do  them  right* 
And  we  will  thank  you  for  your  own  *D  slight . 

D<J4  „ 
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M  E  N. 

ASfiftant,  or  Governor . 

Vitelli,  a  young  Gentleman,  Enemy  to  Alvarez. 
Lamoral,  a  fighting  Gallant,  Friend  to  Vitelli. 

Anaftro,  an  boneft  Getitleman,  Friend  to  Vitellh 
Don  Alvarez,  a  noble  Gentleman ,  Father  to  Lucio,  and 
Clara. 

Siavedra,  a  Friend  to  Alvarez. 

Lucio,  Son  to  Alvarez,  a  brave  young  Gentleman  in  Wo¬ 
man's  Habit . 
fAlguazeir,  a  JhaYjcin 
Pachieco,  a  Coblery 
Mendoza,  a  Botcher , 

Metaldie,  a  Smithy 
Lazarillo,  Pachieco  his  hungry  Servant 
Bobadiila,  a  witty  Knave ,  Servant  to  Eugenia,  and 
Steward  vant  to  Alvarez. 

Herald* 

Officer . 

WOMEN. 

Eugenia,  a  virtuous  Lady ,  Wife  to  Don  Alvarez. 

Clara,  Daughter  to  Eugenia,  a  martial  Maid,  pdlianf 
andChafte ,  enamoured  of  Vitelli. 

Genevora,  Sifter  to  Vitelli,  in  love  with  Lucio. 

Malroda,  a  wanton  Miftrefs  of  Vitelli. 

SCENE  S  E  V  I  L. 

A  t  1  '  . 

L  OVE’s 


;  panderly  Conftable . 
of  Worjhip . 
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A  CT  L  SCENE  L 

Enter  Vitelli,  Lamoral,  and  Anaftro. 

V  IT  EL  LI. 

Lvarez  pardon’d  ? 

Ana .  And  return’d. 

Lam.  I  faw  him  Land 
At  St.  Lucars ,  and  fuch  a  general  welcome. 
Fame,  as  Harbinger  to  his  brave  Actions, 
Had  with  the  eafte  People  prepar’d  for  him, 
As  if  by  his  command  alone,  and  Fortune, 

Holland ,  with  thofe  low  Provinces,  that  hold  out 
A  gain  ft  the  Arch-Duke,  were  again  compeH’d 
With  their  Obedience  to  give  up  their  Lives 
To  be  at  his  Devotion* 

Vit.  You  amaze  me: 

For  though  1  have  heard,  that  when  he  fled  from  Ssvil 
To  fave  his  Life  (then  forfeited  to  Law 
For  murth’ring  Bon  Pedro  my  dear  Uncle) 

His  extream  Wants  enforc’d  him  to  take  pay 
Fth5  Army,  fate  down  then  before  Oft  end  ^ 

?Twas  never  yet  reported,  by  whofe  Favour 


He 


Love’s  Cure :  Or, 


He  durft  prefume  to  entertain  a  Thought 
Of  coming  home  with  Pardon. 

Ana  ’Tis  our  Nature 
Or  not  to  hear,  or  not  to  give  belief 
To  what  we  with  far  from  our  Enemies. 

Lattt.  Sir,  ’tis  moft  certain,  the  Infanta's  Letters 
A  Hilled  by  the  Arch-Duke’s,  to  King  Philip, 

Have  not  alone  fecur’d  him  from  the  Rigour 
Of  our  Caftilian  Judice,  but  return’d  him 
A  free  Man,  and  in  Grace. 

Fit.  By  what  curs’d  means 
Could  fuch  a  Fugitive  arife  unto 
The  knowledge  of  their  Highneffes?  Much  more 
, ''Though  known )  to  dand  but  in  the  lead  Degree 

Of  favour  with  them  ? 

Lam.  To  give  fatisfa&ion 
To  your  Demand,  though  to  praife  him  I  hate. 

Can  yield  me  fmall  contentment,  I  will  tell  you, 

And  truly,  fince  fbould  l  detraft  his  W orth, 

’T  would  argue  want  of  Merit  in  my  felf. 

Briefly  to  pafs  his  tedious  Pilgrimage 
For  fixteen  years,  a  baniih’d  guilty  Man, 

And  to  forget  the  Storms,  th’  Affrights,  the  Horrours, 
HiS  Condancy,  not  Fortune  overcame, 

■  I  bring  him,  with  his  little  Son,  grown  Man 
( ThoSgh  ’twas  faid  here,  he  took  a  Daughter  with  himj 
To  Olfend's  bloody  Siege,  that  Aage  of  War, 

Wherein  the  flower  of  many  Nations  acted. 

And  the  whole  Chriditn  World  Speftators  were* 
Thereby  his  Son,  or  were  he  by  Adoption, 

Or  Nature  his,  a  brave  Scene  was  prefented, 

Which  I  make  choice  to  fpeak  of,  fince  from  that 
The  good  fuccefs  of  Alvarez  had  beginning. 

Fit.  So  I  love  Virtue  in  an  Enemy 
That  I  defire  in  the  relation  of 

This  young  Man’s  glorious  Deed,  you  11  keep  your  felf 

A  Friend  to  Truth,  and  it. 

Lam.  Such  was  my  purpofe. 

The  Town  being  oft  aflaulted,  but  in  vain, 

To  dare  the  proudDefendants  to  a  Sally,  Wtaxy 
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Weary  of  eafe,  Don  Inigo  Perak#, 

Son  to  the  General  of  our  CaftiJe  Forces, 

All  arm'd,  advanc’d  within  fhot  of  their  Walls* 

From  whence  the  Mufquetiers  plaid  thick  upon  him  $ 
Yet  he,  brave  Youth,  as  carelefs  of  the  Danger, 

As  careful  of  his  Honor,  drew  his  Sword, 

And  waving  it  about  his  Head,  as  if 
He  dar’d  one  fpirited  like  himfelf,  to  trial 
Of  fingle  Valor,  he  made  his  Retreat 
W ith  iuch  a  flow,  and  yet  majeftick  pace. 

As  if  he  ftill  call’d  loud,  Dare  none  come  on  ? 

When  fuddenly,  from  a  Poftern  of  the  Town 
Two  gallant  Horfemen  iffued,  and  o’ertook  him, 

The  Army  looking  on,  yet  not  a  Man 
That  durft  relieve  the  rafh  Adventurer; 

Which  Lucio ,  Son  to  Alvarez ,,  then  feeing 
As  in  the  Vant-guard  he  fate  bravely  mounted. 

Or  were  it  pity  of  the  Youth’s  Misfortune, 

Care  to  preferve  the  Honour  of  his  Country, 

Or  bold  Defire  to  get  himfelf  a  Name, 

He  made  his  brave  Horfe  like  a  Whirlwind  bear  him 
Among  the  Combatants ;  and  in  a  Moment 
Difcharg’d  his  Petronel,  with  fuch  fure  aim 
That  of  the  adverfe  party  from  his  Horfe 
One  tumbled  dead,  then  wheeling  round,  and  drawing 
A  Faulchion,  fwift  as  Lightning  he  came  on 
Upon  the  other,  and  with  one  ftrong  Blow, 

In  view  of  the  amazed  Town,  and  Camp, 

He  ftruck  him  dead,  and  brought  per#ka  off 
With  double  Honour  to  himfelf 

Fit.  ’Twas  brave: 

But  the  fuccefs  of  this? 

Lam.  The  Camp  receiv’d  him 
With  Acclamations  of  joy  and  welcome  j 
And  for  Addition  to  the  fair  reward, 

Being  a  mafly  Chain  of  Gold  given  to  him 
By  young  Peralta* s  Father,  he  was  brought 
To  the  Infanta's  Prefence,  kifs’d  her  Hand, 

And  from  that  L^ady,  (greater  in  her  Goodnefs 
Than  her  high  Birth)  had  this  encouragement  % 

'  ;  Go 
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Go  on  young  Man ;  yet  not  to  feed  thy  Valour 
With  hope  ofRecompence  to  come,  from  me, 

For  prefent  Satisfaction  of  what’s  paft, 

Ask  any  thing  that’s  fit  for  me  to  give, 

And  thee  to  take,  and  be  aflur’d  of  it. 

Ana.  Excellent  Princels. 

Fit.  And  ftil’d  worthily 
The  Heart-blood,  nay,  the  Soul  of  Soldiers. 

But  what  was  his  Requeit  ? 

Lam .  That  the  Repeal 
Of  Alvar e z  makes  plain;  he  humbly  begg’d 
His  Father’s  Pardon,  and  fo  movingly 
Told  the  fad  Story  of  your  Uncle’s  Death 
That  the  Infanta  wept,  and  inftantly 
Granting  his  Suit,  working  the  Arch-Duke  to  it, 
Their  Letters  were  directed  to  the  King, 

With  whom  they  fo  prevail’d,  that  Alvarez 
Was  freely  pardon’d. 

Fit .  ’Lis  not  in  the  King 
To  make  that  good. 

Ana.  Not  in  the  King?  What  Subjeft 
Dares  contradict  his  Power? 

Fit.  In  this  1  dare, 

And  will}  and  not  call  his  Prerogative 
In  Qucition,  nor  prefumc  tojimit  it. 

I  know  he  is  Mailer  of  his  Laws, 

And  may  forgive  the  Forfeits  made  to  them. 

But  not  the  Injury  done  to  my  Honour  ; 

And  fince  ( forgetting  my  brave  Uncle’s  Merits 
And  many  Services*  under  Duke  IX  Alva) 

He  fuffers  him  to  fall,  wrefting  from  Juftice 
The  powerful  Sword,  that  would  revenge  his  Death, 
I’ll  fill  with  this  Aftrea' s  empty  Hand, 

And  in  my  juft  wreak,  make  this  Arm  the  King’s, 
My  deadly  hate  to  Alvarez ,  and  his  Houfe, 

Which  as  I  grew  in  Years,  hath  {till  encreas’d. 

As  if  it  call’d  on  Time  to  make  me  Man, 

Slept  while  it  had  no  Obje£t  for  her  Fury, 

But  a  weak  Woman,  and  her  talk’d  of  Daughter  $ 
But  now,  fince  there  are  Quarries,  worth  her  fight 
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Both  in  the  Father,  and  his  hopeful  Soil, 

I’ll  boldly  call:  her  off,  and  gorge  her  full  flhip. 

With  both  their  Hearts;  to  further  which,  your  Friend- 
And  Oaths ;  will  your  A  Alliance,  let  your  Deeds 
Make  anfwer  to  me.-  ufelefs  are  all  Words 
Jill  you  have  writ  Performance  with  your  Swords. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Bobadilla  and  Lucio. 

Luc. Go  fetch  my  Work ;  this  Ruff  was  not  well  Itarch’dj 
So  tell  the  Maid,  t  has  too  much  blue  in  it. 

And  look  you  that  the  Partridge  and  the  Pullen 
Have  clean  Meat,  and  frelh  W ater,  or  my  Mother 
Is  like  to  hear  on’t.  J 

Bob. Oh  good  St.  yaques  help  me :  Was  there  ever  fuch 
an  Hermaphrodite  heard  of?  Would  any  Wench  living, 
that  Ihould  hear  and  fee  what  I  do,  be  wrought  to  be- 
lievc,  that  the  bell  of  a  Man  lies  under  this  Petticoat, 
and  that  a  Cod-piece  were  far  fitter  here,  than  a  pinn’d 

Luc.  You  had  bell  talk  filthily,  do ;  I  have  a  Tongue 
To  tell  my  Mother,  as  well  as  Ears  to  hear 
Your  Ribaldry. 

hob.  Nay,  you  have  ten  Womens  Tongues  that  way, 
I  am  fure :  Why  my  young  Mailer  or  Miltrefs,  Madam, 
Don,  or  what  you  will,  what  the  Dcvill  have  you  to  do 
with  l  ufien, or  Partridge  ?  or  to  fit  pricking  on  a  Clout  all 
Day  ?  You  have  a  better  Needle,  I  know,  and  might 
ma*e  b«ter  Work,  if  you  had  grace  to  ufe  it.  § 
Luc.  Why, how  dare  you  fpeak  this  before  me,  Sirrah  > 
BoLNay  rather,  whydare  notyou  do  what  I  fpeak  ? 

.  •  your  Mother,  for  fear  of  ritelli  and 

his  faction,  hath  brought  you  up  like  her  Daughter  and 

wereT  y°U  thlfr  TCarS’  which  is  cycr  fi'-ce  you 
were  Born,  a  clofe  Pnfoner  within  Doors,  yet  fin™ 

you  are  a  Man,  and  are  as  well  provided  as  other  Men 

FlelhmashotherycLftl°U!d  ^  thc  fame  Motions  ofi the 
fiein,  as  othei  Cavaliers  of  us  are  inclin’d  unto 

TheThavinahorhaVe  CaUfe  t0l°Ve  tllofe  wanton  Mc- 
vjl  hey  having  hope  you  to  an  excellent  Whipping, -(tions, 

^  For 
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For  doing  fomething,  I  but  put  you  in  mind  of  it, 
With  the  Indian  Maid,  the  Governor  fent  my  Mother 

From  Mexico.  , 

Bob.  Why,  1  but  taught  her  a  Spamjh  trick  in  Chan- 

ty,  and  holp  the  King  to  a  Subject  that  may  live  to  take 
Grave  Maurice  Prifoner,  and  that  was  more  good  to  the 
State,  than  a  thoufand  fuch  as  you  are  ever  like  to  do : 
and  I  will  tell  you,  fin  a  Fatherly  care  of  the  Infant  I 
{peak  i it  he  live  fas  blels  the  Babe,  in-  Paflion  I  ie* 
member  himj  to  your  Years,  lhall  he  lpend  his  time  in 
pinning,  painting,  purling,  and  perfuming  as  you  do  ? 
no,  he  fhall  to  the  Wars,  ufe  his  Sfanijb  Pike,  tho’  with 
the  danger  of  the  lafh,  as  his  Father  has  done,  and  when 
he  is  provoked,  as  lam  now,  draw  his  Toledo  defperate- 

lv  ac  — 

Luc.  You  will  not  kill  me?  oh. 

Bob.  I  knew  this  would  filencehim:  how  he  hides  his 
If  he  were  a  Wench  now, as  he  feems,  what  an  advantage 
Had  I,  drawing  two  Toledo’ when  one  can  do  this? 
But  oh  me,  my  Lady  *,  I  muft  put  up :  Young  Maftef,  _ 
I  did  but  jell:  Oh  cuftom,  what  haft  thou  made  of  him  f 
Enter  Eugenia  and  Servants . 

Eng.  For  bringing  this,  be  ftill  my  Friend*,  no  more 

A  Servant  to  me. 

Bob .  What’s  the  matter? 

Bug.  Here,  ^ 

Even  here,  where  I  am  happy  to  receive 
Afiiirance  of  my  .Alvarez  return, 

I  will  kneel  down*  and  may  thofe  holy  Thoughts 
That  now  poffefs  me  wholly,  make  this  place 
A  Temple  to  me,  where  1  may  give  thanks  . 

For  this  unhop’d  for  Bleffing,Heav’ns  kind  Hand 
Hath  pour’d  upon  me. 

Luc.  Let  my  Duty,  Madam, 

Prefume,  if  you  have  caufe  of  Joy,  to  intreat 

I  may  lhare  in  it.  .  „ .  ,  *  *  - 

Bob.  ’Tis  well,  he  has  forgot  how  1  frighted  him 

Eug.  Thou  (halt  *,  but  firft  kneel  with  me  Lnctoy 

No  more  Pojlhumia  now,  thou  hail  a  Father, 

A  Father  living  to  take  off  that  Name, 


Which 
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Which  my  too  credulous  Fears,  that  he  was  deadj, 
Beftow’d  upon  thee  *,  thou  (halt  fee  him  Lucio% 

And  make  him  young  again,  by  feeing  thee. 

Who  only  had  ft  a  being  in  my  Womb 
When  he  went  from  me,  Ludo  :  Oh  my  joys 
So  far  tranfport  me,  that  I  muft  forget 
The  Ornaments  of  Matrons,  Modefty, 

And  grave  Behaviour ;  but  let  all  forgive  me  / 

If  in  th’  Expreffion  of  my  Soul’s  beft  Comfort, 

Tho’  old,  I  do  a  while  forget  mine  Age, 

And  play  the  Wanton  in  the  Entertainment 
Of  thofe  delights  I  have  fo  long  defpair’dof. 

Luc.  Shall  I  then  fee  my  Father  ? 

Eug.  This  hour,  Ludo  $ 

Which  reckon  the  beginning  of  thy  life,  ^ 

I  mean  that  life,  in  which  thou  (halt  appear 
To  be  fuch  as  I  brought  thee  forth,  a  Man  j 
This  womanifh  Difguife,  in  which  I  have 
So  long  conceal’d  thee,  thou  (halt  now  caft  off^ 

And  change  thofe  Qualities  thou  didft  learn  from  me, 
For  mafculine  Virtues,  for  which  feek  no  Tutor, 

But  let  thy  Father’s  aftions  be  thy  Precepts,; 

And  for  thee  Zancbo ,  now  expeft  reward 
For  thy  true  Service. 

Bob .  Shall  I  ?  you  hear  fellow  Stephana ,  learn  tp  know 
me  more  refpedtively  *,  how  doll:  thou  think  I  (hall  be* 
come  the  Steward’s  Chair,  ha?  will  not  thefe  (lender 
Hanches  (how  well  with  a  Chain,  and  a  gold  Night-cap 
after  Supper,  when  I  take  the  Accompts  ? 

Eug.  Hade, and  take  down  thofe  Blacks  with  which  my 
Hath  like  the  Widow, her  fad  Miftrefs,mourn’d,(Chamber 
And  hang  up  for  it  the  rich  Perfian  Arras, 

Us’d  on  my  wedding  Night,  for  this  to  me 
Shall  be  a  fecond  Marriage  .*  Send  for  Mufick, 

And  will  the  Cooks  to  ufe  their  beft  of  cunning 
To  pleafe  the  Palat. 

Bob .  Will  your  Ladifhip  have  a  Potato-pie,  ’tis  a  good 
ftirring  difh  for  an  old  Lady,  after  a  long  Lent. 

Eug.  Begone  I  fay:  Why  Sir,  you  can  go  fafter? 

Bob,  1  could,  Madam:  but  I  am  now  to  pra£life  the 

Steward’s 
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Steward’s  Pace,  that’s  the  reward  I  look  for  ;  every 
Man  muft  fafhion  his  Gate,  according  to  his  Calling* 
you  fellow  Stephano  may  walk  falter,  to  overtake  Pre¬ 
ferment  *  (o,  u flier  me. 

Luc.  Pray,  Madam,  let  the  Waflcoat  I  lafl  wrought 
Be  made  up  for  my  Father:  I  will  have 
A  Cap,  and  Boot-hofe,  fuitable  to  it. 

Eug.  Of  that 

We’ll  think  hereafter,  Lucio  *  our  Thoughts  now 
Muft  have  no  objedt  but  thy  Father’s  welcome, 

To  which  thy  help - - 

Luc.  With  humble  gladnefs,  Madam.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Alvarez,  and  Clara. 

Alv.  Where  loft  we  Syavedra  ? 

Cl  a.  He  was  met, 

Ent’ring  the  City,  by  fome  Gentlemen, 

Kinfmen,  as  he  faid,  of  his  own,  with  whom 
For  compliment  fake  (Tor  fo  I  think  he  term’d  itj 
He  was  compelPd  to  ftay  *  tho’  I  much  wonder 
A  Man  that  knows  to  do,  and  has  done  well  (Tome, 
In  the  Head  of  his  Troop,  when  the  bold  Foe  charg’d 
Can  learn  fo  fuddenly  to  abufe  his  time 
In  apifh  Entertainment  *  for  my  part 
(By  all  the  glorious  rewards  of  WarJ 
I  had  rather  meet  ten  Enemies  in  the  field, 

All  fworn  to  fetch  my  Head,  than  be  brought  on 
To  change  an  Hours  difeourfe  with  one  of  thefe 
Smooth  City-fools,  or  TifTue-Cavaliers, 

The  only  Gallants,  as  they  wifely  think, 

To  get  a  Jewel,  or  a  wanton  Kifs 
From  a  Court-lip,  though  painted.  * 

Alv.  My  Love  Clara , 

(For  Lucio  is  a  Name  thou  muft  forget 
With  Lucioys  bold  Behaviour,)  though  thy  Breeding 
I5  th5  Camp,  may  plead  fomething  in  the  Excufe 
Of  thy  rough  manners,  Cuilom  having  chang’d. 
Though  not  thy  Sex,  the  loftnefs  of  thy  Nature, 

And  Fortune,  then  a  cruel  Stepdatne  to  thee, 

Impos’d 
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Impos’d  upon  thy  tender  fweetnefs,  burthens 
Of  Hunger,  Cold,  Wounds,  Want,  fuch  as  would  crack 
The  lmews  of  a  Man,  not  born  a  Soldier : 

Y ci  now  fhe  (miles,  and  like  a  natural  Mother 
Looks  gently  on  thee,  Clara ,  entertain 
Her  proffer’d  Bounties  with  a  willing  Bofom; 

Th  ou  fhalt  no  more  have  need  to  ufe  thy  Sword; 

Thy  Beauty  (which  even  Belgia  hath  not  alter’d J 
Shall  be  a  (tronger  Guard,  to  keep  my  Clara , 

Than  that  has  been,  (though  never  us’d  but  nobly) 

And  know  thus  much. 

Cla.  Sir,  I  know  only  that 
It  Hands  not  with  my  Duty  to  gain-fay  you 
4In  any  thing:  I  muft  and  will  put  on  \ 

What  fafhionyou  think  bell,  though  I  could  wifli 
I  were  what  1  appear. 

Alv.  Endeavour  rather  [Mufich. 

To  be  what  you  are,  Clara ,  entring  here, 

As  you  were  born,  a  Woman. 

Enter  Eugenia,  Lucio,  and  Servants, 

Bug .  Let  choice  Mufick, 

In  the  bed:  voice  that  e’er  touch’d  humane  Ear, 

For  joy  hath  ty’d  my  Tongue  up,  fpeak  your  welcome. 

Alv,  My  Soul  (for  thou  giv’fi  new  life  to  my  Spirit  j 
Myriads  of  joys,  though  fliort  in  number  of 
Thy  Virtues,  fall  on  thee  ,  Oh  my  Eugenia , 

Th’adlirance  that  I  do  embrace  thee,  makes 
My  twenty  Years  of  forrow  but  a  Dream, 

And  by  the  Ne&ar,  which  I  take  from  thefe, 

J  feel  my  Age  reftor’d,  and  like  old  AZfon 
Grow  young  again. 

Eug.  My  Lord,  long  wifli’d  for  welcome, 

5Tis  a  fweet  briefnefs,  yet  in  that  fhort  word 
All  Pleafures  which  I  may  call  mine,  begin. 

And  may  they  long  increafe,  before  they  find 
A  (econd  Period :  Let  mine  Eyes  now  forfeit 
On  this  fo  wifli’d-for  Objedt,  and  my  Lips 
Yet  modeddy  pay  back  the  parting  Kite 
You  trufted  with  them,  when  you  fled  from  Sevil^ 

With  little  Clara  my  fweet  Daughter  j  lives  fhe? 

Vol  Y  E  e 
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Yet  I  could  chide  my  felf,  having  you  here. 

For  being  fo  covetous  of  all  Joys  at  once, 

T*  enquire  for  her,  you  being  alone,  to  me 
My  Clara ,  Lucio ,  my  Lord,  my  felf. 

Nay  more  than  all  the  World. 

silv.  As  you,  tome  are. 

Bug.  Sit  down,  and  let  me  feed  upon  the  Story 
Of  yqur  pail  dangers,  now  you  are  here  in  fafety 
It  will  give  Relilh,  and  frefh  Appetite 
To  my  Delights,  if  fuch  Delights  can  cloy  me. 

Yet  do  not  Alvarez ,  let  me  firft  yield  you 
Account  of  my  Life  in  your  Abfence,  and 
Make  you  acquainted  how  I  have  preferv’d 
The  Jewel  left  loclrd  up  in  my  Womb, 

When  you,  in  being  forc’d  to  leave  your  Country, 
Suffer’d  a  civil  Death.  [Within  clajloing  Swords. 

Alv.  Do,  my  Eugenia , 

"Tis  that  1  mod;  defire  to  hear. 

Bug.  Then  know.  [Syavedra  within. 

Alv.  WhatNoifeis  that? 

Sya.  If  you  are  noble  Enemies,  [Vitelli  within . 

Opprefs  me  not  with  odds,  but  kill  me  fairly, 

Bit.  Stand  off,  1  am  too  many  of  my  felf.  ' 

Enter  Bobadilla.  fLord, 

Boh.  Murther,  Murther,  Murther,  your  Friend  my 
Don  Syavedra  is  fet  upon  in  the  Streets,  by  your  Enemies 
Vitelli ,  and  his  Faction:  1  am  almofl  kill’d  with  looking 
on  them. 

Alv.  I’ll  free  him,  or  fall  with  him  *,  draw  thy  Sword 
And  follow  me. 

^  Clar.  Fortune,  I  give  thee  thanks 
l  or  this  Occafion  once  more  to  ufe  it.  [Exit. 

Boh .  Nay,  hold  not  me  Madam  j  if  I  do  any  hurt, 
hang  me. 

Due.  Oh  I  am  dead  with  fear!  Let’s  fly  into 
Your  Ciofet,  Mother. 

Bug.  No  hour  of  my  Life 
Secure  of  danger  ?  Heav’n  be  merciful, 

Or  now  at  once  difpatch  me. 


Enter 
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Enter  Vitelii,  purfued  by  Alvarez  and  Syavedra, 
Clara  beating  off  Anaftro. 

Cla.  Follow  him, 

Leave  me  to  keep  thefe  off*. 

Alv .  Affault  my  Friend, 

So  near  my  Houle  ? 

Vit.  Nor  in  it  will  (pare  thee, 

Though  ’twere  a  Temple,  and  Ill  make  it  one, 

I  being  the  Prieft,  and  thou  the  Sacrifice, 

I’ll  offer  to  my  Uncle. 

Alv.  Hafte  thou  to  him, 

And  fay  I  fent  thee. 

Cla.  ’Twas  put  bravely  by, 

And  that  *  and  yet  comes  on,  and  boldly  rare, 

In  the  Wars,  where  Emulation  and  Example 
Join  to  increafe  the  Courage,  and  make  lefs 
The  Danger*  Valour,  and  true  Refolution 
Never  appear’d  fo  lovely  $  brave  again  *, 

Sure  he  is  more  than  Man,  and  if  he  fall, 

The  bell  of  Virtue,  Fortitude  would  die  with  him: 

And  can  I  fuffer  it  ?  Forgive  me  Duty, 

So  I  love  Valour,  as  I  will  proteft  it 
Againft  my  Father,  and  redeem  it,  though 
’  Pis  forfeited  by  one  I  hate. 

Vit.  Come  on, 

All  is  not  loft  yet :  You  ftiall  buy  me  dearer 
Before  you  have  me  i  keep  off. 

Cla.  Fear  me  not. 

Thy  Worth  has  took  me  Prifoner,  and  my  Sword 
For  this  time  knows  thee  only  for  a  Friend, 

And  to  all  elfe  I  turn  the  Point  of  it. 

Say,  Defend  your  Father’s  Enemy  ? 

-r dlv.  Art  thou  mad  ? 

Cla .  Are  ye  Men  rather?  Shall  that  Valour,  which 
Begot  you  lawful  Honour  in  the  W ars, 

Prove  now  the  Parent  of  an  infamous  Baftard 
So  foul,  yet  fo  long  liv’d,  as  Murther  will 
Be  to  your  finames  ?  Have  each  of  you,  alone 
With  your  own  dangers  only,  purchas’d  Glory 
From  multitudes  of  Enemies,  not  allowing 

Ee  z 
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Thofe  neareft  to  you,  to  have  part  in  it, 

And  do  you  now  join,  and  lend  mutual  help 
Againfta  iingle  Oppofite?  Hath  the  Mercy 
Of  the  great  King,  but  newly  wafh’d  away 
The  Blood,  that  with  the  forfeit  of  your  Life 
Cleav’d  to  your  Name  and  Family,  like  an  Ulcer, 

In  this  again  to  fet  a  deeper  Dye 

Upon  your  Infamy  ?  You’ll  fay  he  is  your  Foe, 

And  by  his  rafhnefs  call’d  on  his  own  Ruin  ; 

Remember  yet,  he  was  firft  wrong’d,  and  Honour 
Spurr’d  him  to  what  he  did  ;  and  next  the  place 
Where  now  he  is,  your  Houfe,  which  by  the  Laws 
Of  hofpitable  Duty  Ihould  proted  him  j 
Have  you  been  twenty  years  a  Stranger  to  it, 

To  make  your  entrance  now  in  Blood  ?  Or  think  you 
Your  Country-man,  a  true  born  Spaniard,  will  be 
An  Offering  fit,  to  pleafe  the  Genius  of  it  ? 

No,  in  this  I’ll  prefume  to  teach  my  Father, 

And  this  fit  ft  A£t  of  Difobedience  fhall 
Confirm  I  am  molt  dutiful. 

Alv.  1  am  pleas’d 

With  what  I  dare  not  give  allowance  to. 

Unnatural  Wretch,  what  wilt  thou  do? 

Cla.  Set  free 

A  noble  Enemy:  Come  not  on,  by - 

You  pafs  to  him,  through  me,  the  way  is  open  ; 
Farewel,  when  next  I  meet  you,  do  not  look  for 
A  Friend,  but  a  vow’d  Foe  ;  I  fee  you  worthy, 

And  therefore  now  preferve  you,  for  the  Honour 
Of  my  Sword  only. 

Vit.  Were  this  Man  a  Friend, 

How  would  he  win  me,  that  being  my  vow’d  Foe 
Deferves  fo  well?  1  thank  you  for  my  Life; 

But  how  I  fhall  defcrve  it,  give  me  leave 
Hereafter  to  confider.  [Exit, 

Alv.  Quit  thy  Fear, 

All  Danger  is  blown  over,  I  have  Letters 

To  the  Governor,  in  the  King’s  Name,  to  fecure  us 

From  fuch  attempts  hereafter  j  yet  we  need  not. 

That  have  fuch  th  ong  Guards  of  our  own,  dread  others  % 

And 
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And  to  increafe  thy  Comfort,  know,  this  young  Man, 
Whom  with  fuch  fervant  Earneftnefs  you  eye, 

Is  not  what  he  appears,  but  fuch  a  one 
As  thou  with  joy  wilt  blefs,  thy  Daughter  Clara . 

Eug.  A  thoufand  Bleffings  in  that  word, 

Alv.  The  reafon 

Why  I  have  bred  her  up  thus,  at  more  leafure 

I  will  impart  unto  you  *  wonder  not 

At  what  you  have  feen  her  do,  it  being  the  lead: 

Of  many  great  and  valiant  Undertakings 
She  hath  made  good  with  Honour.  t 

Eug.  I’Jl  return 

The  joy  I  have  in  her,  with  one  as  great 
To  you, my  Alvarez:  You,  in  a  Man, 

Have  given  to  me  a  Daughter,  in  a  Woman, 

I  give  to  you  a  Son  *,  this  was  the  Pledge 
Y ou  left  here  with  me,  whom  I  have  brought  up 
Different  from  what  he  was,  as  you  did  Clara^ 

And  with  the  like  fuccefsj  as  fhe  appears 
Alter’d  by  Cuftom,  more  than  Woman,  he 
Transform’d  by  his  foft  Life,  is  lets  than  Man* 

Alv .  Fortune  in  this  gives  ample  Satisfaftion 
For  all  our  forrows  pall. 

Luc.  My  deareft  Sifter. 

Cla .  Kind  Brother. 

Alv.  Now  our  mutual  care  muft  be 
Imploy’d  to  help  wrong’d  Nature,  to  recover 
Her  right  in  either  of  them,  loft  by  Cuftom : 

To  you  I  give  my  Clara ,  and  receive 
My  Lucio  to  my  charge }  and  we’ll  contend 
With  loving  Induftry,  who  fooneft  can 
Turn  this  Man  Woman,  or  this  Woman  Man. 
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A  C  T  II.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Pachieco,  and  Lazariilo. 

Pac.  T>  OY,  and  Cloak,  and  Rapier;  it  fits  not  aGen- 
jl3  tleman  of  my  Rank,  to  walk  the  Streets  in 

ay,  you  are  a  very  rank  Gentleman,  Signior,  I 
am  very  hungry,  they  tell  me  in  Sevil  here,  Hook  like  an 
Eel,  with  a  Man’s  Head;  and  your  Neighbour  the  Smith 
here  hard  by,  would  have  borrowed  me  th’  other  Day  to 
have fith’d  with  me,  becaufe  he  had  loft  his  Angle-rod. 

Pac.  Oh  happy  thou  Lazariilo  ("being  the  caufe  of  other 
Mens  wits)  as  in  thine  own ;  live  lean,  and  witty  Rill :  Op- 
prefs  not  £hy  Stomach  too  much ;  grofe  Feeders,  great 
Sleepers,  fat  Bodies;  fat  Bodies,  lean  Brains:  No  1^- 
rilloy  I  will  make  thee  immortal,  change  thy  Humanity 
into  Deity,  for  1  will  teach  thee  to  live  upon  nothing. 

Laz.  Faith  Signior,  I  am  immortal  then  already,  or  very 
near  it,  for  I  do  live  upon  little  or  nothing;  belike  that’s 
thereafon  the  Poets  are  faid  to  be  immortal,  for  fome  of 
them  live  upon  theirWits, which  is  indeed  as  good  as  little 
or  nothing:  But  good  Mailer,  let  me  be  mortal  Hill,  and 
let’s  go  to  Supper.  * 

Pac .  Be  abfiinenf,  fhe  w  not  the  corruption  of  thy  Ge¬ 
neration;  he  that  feeds,  fhall  die,  therefore,  he  that 
feeds  net  fhall  live.  flbon. 

Laz.  Ay,  but  how  long, fhall  he  live?  There’s  the  Que- 

Pac.  As  long  as  he  can  without  feeding:  Didft  thou 
read  of  the  miraculous  Maid  in  Flanders  ? 

Laz.  No,  nor  of  any  Maid  elfe;  for  the  Miracle  of 
Virginity  now-a-days  ceafes,  e’er  the  Virgin  can  read 
Virginity  ? 

Pac.  She  that  liv’d  three  years  without  any  other  Sufie* 
nance,  than  the  fmell  of  a  Rofe. 

Laz.  T  heard  of  herSignior,  but  they  fay  her  Guts  fhrunk 
all  into  Lute-firings,  and  her  Neather-pa^ts  ding’d  to¬ 
gether  like  a  Serpent’s  Tail,  fo  that  though  file  con¬ 
tinued 
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intied  a  Woman  ilill  above  the  Girdle,  beneath  yet  Hie 
was  Monfter. 

Pac.  So  are  moll  Women,  believe  it. 

Laz.  Nay  all  Women,  Signior,that  can  live  only  upon 
the  fmell  of  a  Rofe. 

Pac.  No  part  of  the  Hiftory  is  fabulous. 

Laz .  I  think  rather  no  part  of  the  Fable  is  Hiftorical: 
but  for  all  this,  Sir,  my  rebellious  Stomach  will  not  let 
me  be  immortal :  I  will  be  as  immortal,  as  mortal  Hunger 
will  fuffer^  put  me  to  a  certain  Hint  Sir,  allow  me  but  a 
red  Herring  a  Day. 

Vac.  O’  dedios ,  would’ft  thou  be  gluttonous  in  thy  de¬ 
licacies  ? 

Laz .  He  that  eats  nothing  but  a  red  Herring  a  Day, 
fhall  ne’er  be  broil’d  for  the  Devil’s  Rafher  y  a  Pilchard, 
Signior,  a  Surdiny,  an  Olive,  that  I  may  be  a  Philofo- 
pher  firft,  and  immortal  after. 

Pac.  Patience,  Lazarillo ,  let  Contemplation  be  thy  Food 
awhile  s  I  fay  unto  thee,  one  Peafe  was  a  Soldiers  Pro- 
vant  a  whole  Day, 

At  the  deiirudtion  of  Jernfalem. 

Enter  Metaldi,  and  Mendoza. 

Laz.  Ay,  and  it  were  any  where  but  at  the  deilrudtion 
of  a  Place,  I’ll  be  bang’d. 

Met.  Signior  Pachieco  Alaflo ,  my  mod  ingenious 
Cohler  of  Sevil^  the  bonos  noxios  to  your  Signiorie. 

Pac.  Signior  Metaldi  de  Forgioji ny  moil  famous  Smith, 
and  Man  of  Mettle,  1  return  your  Courteiie  tenfold,  and 
do  humble  my  Bonnet  beneath  the  Shoe-fole  of  your 
Congie^  the  like  to  you  Signior  Mendoza  Fediculode  Per- 
mim%  my  moil  exquifite  Hofe-heeler. 

Laz.  Here’s  a  greeting  betwixt  a  Cobler,  a  Smith  and 
a  Botcher,  they  all  belong  to  the  Foot,  which  makes 
them  iland  fo  much  upon  their  Gentry. 

Mend.  Signior  Lazarillo . 

Laz.  Ah  Signior  fee:  Nay,  we  are  aU  Signiorshere  in 
Spain ,  from  the  Jakes- farmer  to  the  Grandee,  or  Adelan - 
tado;  this  Botcher  looks  as  if  he  were  Dough-bak’d,  a  lit¬ 
tle  Butter  now,  and  I  could  eat  him  like  an  Oaten-cake: 

E  e  4  His 
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his  Father’s  Diet  was  new  Cheefe  and  Onions  when  he 
got  him  3  what  a  Scallion-fac’d  Rafcal  ’tis  ? 

Met.  But  why,  Signior  Pacbieco ,  do  you  dandfomuch 
on  the  priority,  and  antiquity  of  your  Quality  (as  you 
call  it)  in  companion  of  ours? 

Mend .  Ay  3  your  reafon  for  that. 

Pac.  W hy  thou  Iron-pated  Smith,  and  thou  W oollen- 
witted  Hofe-heeler,  hear  what  I  will  fpeak  indifferent¬ 
ly,  and  according  to  antient  Writers,  of  our  three  Pro- 
feflions,  and  let  the  upright  Laz,arillo  be  both  Judge 
and  Moderator.  (be. 

Laz.  Still  am  I  the  molt  immortally  hungry,  that  may 
Vac.  Suppofe  thou  wilt  derive  thy  Pedigree,  like  fome 
of  the  old  Heroes,  fas  Hercules ,  ALneasy  Achilles )  lineally 
from  the  Gods,  making  Saturn  thy  great  Grandfather, 
and  Vulcan  thy  Father :  Vulcan  was  a  God. 

La%.  He’ll  make  Vulcan  your  Godfather  by  and  by. 
Pac.  Yet  I  fay,  Saturn  was  a  crabbed  Block-head,  and 
Vulcan  a  limping  Horn-head,  for  Venus  his  Wife  was  a 
Strumpet,  and  Mars  begot  all  her  Children  3  therefore 
however,  thy  Original  muff  of  neceflity  fpring  from  Ba¬ 
ft  ardy  :  Further,  what  car)  be  a  more  dejedt  Spirit  in  Man, 
than  to  lay  his  Hands  under  every  ones  Horfes  Feet,  to 
do  him  fervice,  as  thou  dod?  For  thee,  I  will  be  brief, 
thou  doll  botch,  and  not  mend,  thou  art  a  hider  of  Enor¬ 
mities,  viz.  Scabs,  Chilblains,  and  kib’d  Fleels  3  much 
pron^thou  art  to  Sefts,  and  Herelies,  dilturbing  State 
and  Government  3  for  how  cand-thon  be  a  found  Mem¬ 
ber  in  the  Common-wealth,  that  art  fo  fubjc£lto  ditches 
in  the  Ankles?  blufh,  and  be  lilent  then,  oh  ye  Mecha- 
nicks,  compare  no  tpore  with  the  politick  Cobler  .•  For 
Coblers,  in  old  time,  have  Propheded,  what  may  they 
do  now  then,  that  have  every  day  waxed  better  and 
better?  Have  we  not  the  length  of  every  Man’s  Foot? 
Are  we  not  daily  Menders?  Yea,  and  what  Menders? 
Not  Horfe-menders. 

Laz.  Nor  Manners-menders. 

Pac.  But  Soul-menders;  Oh  divine  Coblers*,  do  we 
not,  like  the  wife  Man,  fpin  out  our  own  Threads,  (or 
pur  Wives  for  us  ?)  Do  we  nor,  by  our  fowing  the  Hide, 

reap 
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reap  the  Beef?  are  not  we  of  the  Gentle-craft,  whilft 
both  you  are  but  Crafts-men  *  you  will  fty,  you  fear 
neither  Iron  nor  Steel,  and  what  you  get  is  wrought 
out  of  the  Fire  }  I  rauft  anfwer  you  again,  tho’,  all  this 
is  but  Forgery  ;  you  may  likewife  fay,  a  Man’s  a  Man, 
that  has  but  a  hole  on  his  Head  :  1  mull  likewife  anfwer, 
that  Man  is  a  Botcher,  that  has  a  heel’d  hofe  on  his 
Head  *,  to  conclude, there  can  be  no  comparison  with  the 
Cobler,who  is  all  in  all  in  the  Common- wealth,  has  his 
politick  Eye  and  Ends  on  every  Man’s  Steps  that  walks, 
and  whofeCourfe  fhall  be  lafting  to  the  Worlds  end. 

Met.  1  give  Places  the  Wit  of  Man  is  wonderful  j 
thou  haft  hit  the  Nail  on  the  Head,  and  I  will  give 
thee  fix  Pots  for’t,  tho’  I  ne’er  clinch  Shooe  again. 

Enter  Vitelli  and  Alguazier. 

Vac.  Who’s  this?  Oh  our  Alguazier;  as  arrant  a 
Knave  as  e’er  wore  one  Head  under  two  Offices  ^  he  is 
one  fide  Alguazier •. 

Met .  The  other  fide  Serjeant. 

Mend.  That’s  both  fides  Carrion,  I  am  fure. 

Vac.  This  is  he  apprehends  Whores  in  the  way  ofju- 
ft  ice,  and  lodges  ’em  in  his  own  Houie,  in  the  way  of 
Profit  *,  he  with  him,  is  the  Grand  Don  Vitelli,  ’twixt 
whom  and  Fernando  Alvarez ,  the  Mortal  hatred  is ;  he 
is  indeed  my  Don’s  Bawd,  and  does  atthk  prefen t  lodge 
a  famous  Curtizanof  his,  lately  come  from  Madrid. 

Vit.  Let  her  want  nothing,  Signior,  ftie  can-ask 
What  lofs  or  injury  you  may  fuftain 
I  will  repair,  and  recompence  your  Love  : 

Only  that  Fellow’s  coming  I  miflikc, 

And  did  fore-warn  her  of  him  j  bear  her  this 
With  my  beftlove,  at  Night  I’ll  vifit  her. 

Alg.  I  reft  your  Lord flii p’s  Servant. 

Vit.  GoodEv’n,  Signiors; 

Oh  Alvarez ,  thou  haft  brought  a  Son  with  thee 
Both  brightens,  and  obfeures  our  Naiion, 

Whofe  pure  ltrong  Beams  on  us,  Ihoot  like  the  Sun’s 
On  halier  Fires ;  I  would  to  Heav’n  my  Blood 
Had  never  ftain’d  thy  bold  unfortunate  Hand, 

That  with  mine  Honour  I  might  emulate, 

Npt 
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Not  perfecute  fuch  Virtue  j  I  will  fee  him, 

Though  with  the  hazard  of  my  Life  3  no  reft 

In  my  contentious  Spirits,  can  I  find 

Till  I  have  gratify’d  him  in  like  kind.  [Exit. 

I  know  you  not 3  what  are  ye  ?  hence  ye  bale 
Befegnios. 

Vac .  Mary  Catzo  Signior  Alguazier ,  d5  ye  not  know  us  ? 
why,  we  are  your  honeffc  Neighbours, the  Cob’er,  Smith, 
and  Botcher,  that  have  fo  often  fate  fnoaring  Cheek  by 
J°il  with  your  Signior,  in  rug  at  Midnight. 

Laz.  Nay,  good  Signior, be  not  angry  3  you  muff  under¬ 
hand,  a  Cat,  and  fuch  an  Officer  fee  befl  in  the  Dark. 

A^et.  By  this  fiand,  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  fhooe 
his  Head. 

Vac.  Why  then  know  you,  Signior  3  thou  Mungril,  be¬ 
got  at  Midnight,  at  the  Goal-gate,  by  a  Beadle,  on  a 
Catchpole’s  Wife,  are  not  you  he  that  was  whipt  out 
of  Toledo  for  Perjury  ? 

Men.  Next,  condemn’d  to  the  Gallies  for  Pilfer,  to 
the  Bulls-pizel  ? 

Met.  And  after  call  d  to  the  Inquifition,for  Apoftacy  ? 

Vac.  Are  not  you  he  that  rather  than  you  dud!  go  an 
indufirious  Voyage  being  prefs’d  to  the  f  Hands,  skulk’d 
till  the  Fleet  was  gone,  and  then  earn’d  your  Ryal  a- 
day  by  fquiring  Puncks  and  Puncklings  up  and  down 
the  City?  " 

^Laz.  Are  not  you  a  Vortuguefe  Born,  defcended  o’  the 
Moors ,  and  came  hither  into  Sevil  with  your  Mailer,  an 
arrant  Tailor,  in  your  red  Bonnet,  and  your  bluejacket, 
loulie,  though  now  your  Block-head  be  cover’d  with 
the  Spanifo  Block,  and  your  lathed  Shoulders  with  a  Vel- 
vet-pce.  •  ■ 

Vac.  Are  not  you  he  that  have  been  of  thirty  Callings, 
yet  ne’er  a  one  lawful  ?  that  being  a  Chandler  firft,  pro** 
fefs’d  Sincerity,  and  would  fell  no  Man  Milliard  to  his 
Beef  on  he  Sabbath,  and  yet  fold  Hypocrifie  all  your 
Life  time  ? 

Met.  Are  not  you  he,  that  were  fince  a  Surgeon  to 
the  Stews*  and  undertook  to  cure  what  the  Church  it 
felt  could  not.  Strumpets  that  rife  to  your  Office  by  be¬ 
ing  a  great  Don's  Bawd  ?  Laz . 
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Laz;  That  commit  Men  nightly,  offence!  efs,  for  the 
gain  of  a  Groat  a  Prifoner,  wh  eh  your  Beadle  feems  to 
put  up,  when  you  fhare  three  Pence  ? 

Mend.  Are  not  you  he  that  is  a  Kiffer  of  Men, in  Drunk- 
ennefs,  and  a  Betrayer  in  Sobriety  ? 

Alg.  Diabolo  :  They’ll  rail  me  into  the  Gal  lies  again. 

Pac.  Yes  Signior,  thou  art  even  he  we  fpeak  of  all 
this  while  $  thou  rnay’fl  by  thy  Place  now, lay  us  by  the 
Heels,  ’tis  true  $  But  take  heed,  be  wifer,  pluck  not 
ruin  on  thine  own  Head  5  for  never  was  there  fuch  an 
Anatomy,  as  we  fhall  make  thee  then;  be  wife  there¬ 
fore,  thou  Child  of  the  Night!  Be  Friends,  and  fhake 
Hands,  thou  art  a  proper  Man,  if  thy  Beard  were  red¬ 
der  :  Remember  thy  worfhipful  Function,  a  Con  (table; 
tho’  thou  turn’ll  Day  into  Night,  and  Night  into  Day, 
what  of  that?  Watch  lefs,  and  pray  more:  Let  not  thy 
mittens  abate  the  talons  of  thy  Authority,  but  gripe 
Theft  and  Whoredom,  wherefoever  thou  meet’ll'  ’em  ; 
bear ’em  away  like  a  Temped:,  and  lodge ’em  fafely  in 
thine  ownHoufe.  fin  fuch  a  Houfe  ? 

Laz.  Would  you  have  Whores  and  Thieves  lodg’d 

Vac.  They  ever  do  fo;  I  have  found  a  Thief,  or  a 
Whore  there,  when  the  whole  Suburbs  could  not  fur- 

Laz.  But  why  do  they  lodge  there?  ( nifh.  me. 

Pac.  That  they  may  be  fafe  and  forth-coming  \  for  in 
the  Morning  ufually,  the  Thief  is  fent  to  the  Goal,  and 
the  Whore  proflrates  her  felf  to  the  Juitice. 

Men .  Admirable  Pachiecho. 

Met .  Thou  Cobler  of  Chriftendom. 

Alg.  There  is  no  railing  with  thefe  Rogues,  T  will 
clofe  with  ’em,  till  I  can  cry  quittance.  Why  Seniors, 
and  my  honeft  Neighbours,  will  you  impute  that  as  a 
negledtof  my  Friends,  which  is  an  Imperfection  in  me? 
I  have  been  Sand-blind  from  my  Infancy  ;  to  make  you 
amends  you  fhall  Sup  with  me. 

Laz.  Shall  we  Sup  with  ye,  Sir?  O’  my  Confcience, 
they  have  wrong’d  the  Gentleman  extreamly. 

Alg.  And  after  Supper,  I  have  a  Projeft  to  employ 
you  in,  fhall  make  you  drink  and  eat  merrily  this  Month  .a 
1  am  a  little  Knavifh  9  why,  and  do  not  1  know  all  you 
to  be  Knaves  ?  pac. 
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Pac.  I  grant  you,  we  are  all  Knaves,  and  will  be  your 
Knaves;  but  oh,  while  you  live,  take  heed  of  being  a 
proud  Knave.  • 

Cn  then,  pafs;  I  will  bear  out  my  Staff,  and  my 
Staff  fhail  bear  out  me. 

Lai,  Oh  Lazartllo ,  thou  art  going  to  Supper. [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III 

Enter  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 

Luc.  Pray  be  not  angry. 

Bob.  I  am  angry,  and  I  will  be  angry,  Diaholo^  what 
fhould  you  do  in  theKitchin?  Cannot  the  Cooks  lick 
their  Fingers  without  your  Overfeeing?  Nor  the  Maids 
make  Pottage,  except  your  Dogs-head  be  in  the  Pot  ? 
Don  Lucky  Don  f^uot-j&hieariy  Don  Sfmjlery  wear  a  Pet¬ 
ticoat  ftili,  and  put  on  your  Smockjf  Monday ;  I  will 
have  a  Baby  o’  Clouts  made  for  it,  like  a  great  Girl; 
nay,  if  you  will  needs  be  ftarching  of  Ruffs,  and  fow- 
mg  of  Black-work,  I  will  of  a  mild  and  loving  Tutor, 
become  a  Tyrant  ;  your  Father  has  committed  you  to 
my  Charge,  and  I  Will  make  a  Man  or  aMoufe  on  you. 

Luc.  W  hat  would  you  have  me  do  ?  This  feurvy  Sword 
So  galls  my  Thigh,  I  would  ’twere  burnt  ;  piih,  look, 
This  Cloak  will  ne’er  keep  on;  thefe  Boots  too  hide- 
Make  me  walk  flilf,  as  if  my  Legs  were  frozen,(bound, 
And  my  Spurs  gingle  like  a  Morris-dancer  : 

Lord,  how  my  Head  akes  with  this  roguifh  Hat; 

This  mafeuline  Attrre  ismofl  uneafie, 

I  am  bound  up  in  it ;  I  had  rather  walk 
In  folio,  again,  loofelikea  Woman. 

Bob.  In  Foolioy  had  you  not  ? 

Thou  Mock  to  Heav’n,  and  Nature,  and  thy  Parents, 
Thou  tender  Leg  of  Lamb  ;  oh,  how  he  walks 
As  if  he  had  bepifs’d  himfelf,  and  fleers! 

Is  this  a  Gate  for  the  young  Cavalier, 

Don  Lucky  Son  and  Heir  to  Alvarez ? 

Has  it  a  Corn  ?  Or  do’s  it  walk  onConfcience, 

It  treads  fo  gingerly  r*  Come  on  your  ways, 

Suppofe  me  now  your  Father’s  foe,  Vitelliy 
And  fpying  you  i’th’  Street,  thus  I  advance, 

I  twift  my  Beard,  and  then  I  draw  my  Sword.  uc. 
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Luc .  Alas. 

Bob.  And  thus  accoft  thee :  Traiterous  Brat, 

How  duril  thou  thus  confront  me?  impious  Twig 
Of  that  old  Stock,  dew’d  with  my  Kinfman’s gore. 
Draw,  for  I’ll  quarter  thee  in  Pieces  four. 

Luc .  Nay,  prethee  Bobadilla ,  leaving  thy  fooling, 
Put  up  thy  Sword,  I  will  not  meddle  with  ye  $ 

Ay,  juftle  me,  I  care  not,  I’ll  not  draw, 

Pray  be  a  quiet  Man. 

Bob .  D’  ye  hear  :>  anfwer  me,  as  you  would  do  Don 
Vitelli ,  or  Pll  be  fo  bold  as  to  lay  the  Pomel  of  my 
§W©rd  over  the  hilts  of  your  Head  j  my  Name’s  Fitelli^ 
and  I’ll  have  the  W all.  [keep  ? 

Luc .  Why  then  Pll  have  the  Kennel;  what  a  coil  you 
Signior,  what  happen’d  ’twixt  my  Sire  and  your 
Kinfman,  was  long  before  I  faw  the  World, 

No  fault  of  mine,  nor  will  I  juftifie 
My  Father’s  Crimes :  Forget,  Sir,  and  forgive, 

’Tis  Chriftianity :  I  pray  put  up  your  Sword, 

I’ll  give  you  any  Satisfaction, 

That  may  become  a  Gentleman  5  however 
I  hope  you  are  bred  to  more  Humanity, 

Than  to  revenge  my  Father’s  wrong  on  me,  (cbo. 

That  crave  your  Love  and  Peace:  law-you-now  Zan - 
Would  not  this  quiet  him,  were  he  ten  Fit  elite  s  ? 

Bob .  Oh  Craven-chicken  of  a  Cock  o’  th’  game ; 
well,  what  remedy  ?  Did  thy  Father  fee  this,  O’myCon- 
fcience,  he  would  cut  off  thy  Mafculine  gender,  crop 
thine  Ears,  beat  out  thine  Eyes,  and  fet  thee  in  one  of 
the  Pear-trees  for  a  Scare-crow:  As  I  am  Fitelli ,  1  am 
fatisfied  ;  but  as  I  am  Bobadilla ,  Spindola ,  Zancbo ,  Ste¬ 
ward  of  the  Houfe,  and  thy  Father’s  Servant,  I  Could 
find  in  my  Heart  to  lop  off  the  hinder  part  of  thy  Face, 
or  to  beat  all  thy  Teeth  into  thy  Mouth;  Oh  thou 
whay«blooded  Milk-fop,  I’ll  wait  upon  thee  no  longer, 
thou  fhalt  ev’n  wait  upon  me : 

Come  your  ways, Sir,  I  fhalltake  a  little  Pains  with  ye  elfe. 

Enter  Clara. 

Cla .  Where  art  thou, Brother  Luch  ?  ran  tan  tan  ta,  ran 
tan  ran  tan  tan  ta,  ta  ran  tan  tan  tan,  Oh,  1  {hall  no  more 
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fee  thofe  golden  Days,  thefe  Clothes  will  never  fadge 

with  me;  A - o’  this  filthy  Vardingale,  this  hip-hape : 

Brother,  why  are  Womens  Hanchcs  only  limited,  con- 
fin’d,  hoop’d  in, as  it  were,  with  thefe  fame  lcurvy  Var- 
d ingales?  fto  difplay  and  flie  out. 

Bob.  Becaufe  Womens  Hanches  only  are  moft  fubjeft 

Cla.  Bobadilla ,  Rogue,  ten  Duckets,  I  hit  the  pre¬ 
puce  of  thy  Cod-piece. 

Luc,  Hold,  if  you  love  my  Life,  Sifter  5  I  am  not 
Zancho  Bobadilla ,  I  am  your  Brother,  Lucia  >  what  a 
fright  you  have  put  me  in  ? 

Cl  a ,  Brother  ?  and  wherefore  thus  ? 

Luc .  Why,  Matter  Steward  here,  made 

me  change  -9  he  does  nothing  but  mif-ufe  me,  and  call 
me  Coward,  and  fwears  I  {hall  wait  upon  him. 

Bob.  Well :  I  do  no  more  than  I  have  Authority  for  j 
would  I  were  away  tho’$  for  {he’s  as  much  too  Manifti, 
as  he  too  Womanifh  ;  I  dare  not  meddle  with  her,  yet 
I  mull  fet  a  good  Face  on’t,  if  I  had  it :  I  have  like 
charge  of  Madam,  I  am  as  well  to  mollifie  you,  as  to 
quallifie  him}  what  have  you  to  do  with  Armors,  and 
Piftols,  and  Javelins,  and  Swords,  and  fuch  Tools  ?  Re¬ 
member  Miftrefs,  Nature  hath  given  you  a  Sheath  only, 
to  fignifie  W omen  are  to  put  up  Mens  Weapons,  not 
to  draw  them  look  you  now,  is  this  a  fit  trot  for  a 
Gentlewoman  ?  You  {hall  fee  the  Court-Ladies  move  like 
Goddefies,  as  if  they  trode  Air  j  they  will  fwim  you 
their  Meafures,  like  Whiting-mops,  as  if  their  Feet  were 
finns,  and  the  hinges  of  their  Knees  oyl’dj  do  they  love 
to  ride  great  Horles,  as  you  do?  no$  they  love  to  ride 
great  Aftesfoonerj  faith,  I  know  not  what  to  fayt’  ye 
both  :  Cuftom  hath  turn’d  Nature  topfie-turvy  in  you. 

Cla .  Nay,  but  Mafter  Steward. 

Bob.  You  cannot  trot  fo  faft,  but  he  ambles  as  (lowly. 

Cla.  Sigmox  Sf  indie ,  will  you  hear  me  ? 

Bob.  He  that  (hail  come  to  beftride  your  Virginity, 
had  better  be  a- foot  o’er  the  Dragon* 

,  Cla.  Very  well. 

Bob.  Did  ever  Spanijh  Lady  pace  fo  ? 

Cla.  Hold  thefe  a  little. 

Luc , 
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Luc.  I’ll  not  touch  ’em,  I. 

Cla.  Firft  do  I  break  your  Office  o’er  your  Pate, 

You  Dog-skin-fac’d  Rogue,  Pilcher,  you  poor  John, 
Which  I  will  beat  to  Stock-fifh. 

LuCi  Sifter. 

Bob.  Madam. 

Cla-  You  Cittern-head,  who  have  you  talk’d  to,  ha  ? 
You  nafty,  ftinking,  and  ill-countenanc’d  Cur. 

Bob.  By  this  Hand,  I’ll  bang  your  Brother  for  this, 
when  1  get  him  alone. 

Cla .  How?  kick  him,  Lucio ,  he  fhall  kick  you.  Bob , 
Spight  o’  the  Nofe,  that’s  flat}  kick  him,  I  fay. 

Or  1  will  cut  thy  Head  off. 

Bob.  Softly,  y’  had  beft. 

Cla.  Now,  thou  lean,  dry ’d,  and  ominous  vifag’d  Knave, 
Thou  falfe  and  peremptory  Steward,  pray, 

For  I  will  hang  thee  up  in  thine  own  Chain. 

Luc.  Good  Sifter,  do  not  choak  him. 

Bob.  Murder,  Murder.  {Exit. 

Cla.  Well*  I  fhall  meet  with  ye:  Lucio^  who  bought 
this  ? 

’Tis  a  reafonable  good  one  ;  but  there  hangs  one, 
Spain’s  Champion  ne’er  us’d  truer }  with  this  Staff 
Old  Alvarez  has  led  up  Men  fo  clofe, 

They  could  almoft  fpit  in  the  Cannon’s  Mouth, 

Whilft  1  with  that,  and  this  well  mounted,  fcour’d 
A  Horfe-troop  through  and  through,  like  fwift  defire, 
And  feen  poor  Rogues  retire,  all  gore,  and  gafh’d 
Like  bleeding  Shads. 

Luc.  Blefs  us,  Sifter  Clara , 

Hew  defperately  you  talk ;  what  d’  ye  call 
This  Gun  a  dag  ? 

Cla .  I’ll  give’t  thee  5  a  French  Petronek 
You  never  law  my  Barb  ary ,  the  Infanta 
Beftow’d  upon  me,  as  yet  Lucio  ? 

Walk  down,  and  fee  it. 

Luc.  What,  into  the  Stable  ? 

Not  I,  the  Jades  will  kick}  the  poor  Groom  there 
Was  almoft  fpoil’d  the  other  Day. 

Cla . ,  Fie  on  thee. 
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Thou  wilt  fcarce  be  a  Man  before  thy  Mother. 

Luc .  W  hen  will  you  be  a  W oman  ? 

Enter  Alvarez  and  Bobadilla. 

Cl  a.  Would  i  were  none, 

Eut  Nature's  privy  Seal  allures  me  one. 

Alv.  Thou  anger’ll:  me  :  Canftrong  habitual  Cuftom 
Work  with  fuchMagick  on  the  Mind  and  Manners, 

In  fpight  of  Sex  and  Nature?  Find  out,  Sirrah, 

Some  skilful  Fighter. 

Bob.  Yes,  Sir. 

\  Alv.  I  will  reftifie, 

And  redeem  cither’s  proper  Inclination, 

Or  bray  ’em  in  a  Morter,  and  new  mold  ’em. 

Bob.  Believe  your  Eyes,  Suyi  tell  you,  we  wafh  an 
Ethiop.  [ Exit . 

Cla.  I  Itrike  it  for  ten  Duckets. 

Alv.  How  now,  Clara , 

Your  Breeches  on  ftill  ?  And  your*  Petticoat 
Not  yet  off,  Lucio ?  Art  thou  notguelt? 

Or  did  the  cold  Amfcovite  beget  thee, 

That  lay  here  Lieger  in  the  lalt  great  Froft? 

Art  not  thou  Clara ,  turn’d  a  Mail  indeed 
Beneath^ the  Girdle?  and  a  Woman  thou? 

I Tl  have  you  featch’d  by - 1  ftrongly  doubt  $ 

We  mult  have  thefe  things  mended  j  come  go  i &.[Exit. 
Enter  Vitelli  and  Bobadilla. 

.  Bob.  With  Lucio ,  fay  you?  There  is  for  you. 

Vit.  And  there  is  for  thee. 

Bob.  I  thank  you :  you  have  now  bought  a  little  advice 
Of  me  if  you  chance  to  have  Conference  with  that 
Lady  there,  be  very  civil, or  look  to  your  Head }  Ihe  has 
Ten  Nails,  and  you  have  but  two  Eyes  :  If  any  fooliih 
Hot  Motions  fhould  chance  to  rife  in  the  Horizon, 
Under  your  Equino&ial  there,  qualifie  it  as  well  as 
You  can,  for  1  fear  the  Elevation  of  your  Pole  will 
Not  agree  .with  the  Horn f cope  of  her  Conftitution j 
She  is  Bell  and  the  Dragon  1  allure  you*  |  Exit. 

Vit.  Are  youth  c  Lucio,  Sir,  that  fav’d  Vitelli  ? 

Luc.  Not  l  indeed,  Sir,  I  did  never  hrable*, 

There  walks  that  Lucio  Mctamorphofed.  [Exit. 

Fit.  Do  ye  mock  me? 


The  Martial  Maid. 

Cla.  No,  he  does  not:  I  am  that 
Suppofed  Lucio  that  was,  but  Clara 
That  is,  and  Daughter  unto  Alvarez. 

Vit.  Amazement  daunts  me*,  would  my  Life  were  Rid- 
So  you  were  Hill  my  fair  Expofitor:  (dies* 

Protected  by  a  Lady  from  my  Death ! 

Oh,  I  fhall  wear  an  everlafting  blufh 
Upon  my  Cheek  from  this  difcovery: 

Oh,  you  the  faireft  Soldier  I  e’er  faw ; 

Each  of  whofe  Eyes,  like  a  bright  beamy  Shield^ 
Conquers  without  blows,  the  contentious. 

Cla.  Sir,  guard  your  felf,  you  are  in  your  Enemies 
And  may  be  injur’d.  (Houfe$ 

Vit.  *  Tis  impofiible  * 

Foe,  nor  oppreffing  odds  dares  prove  Fitelli , 

If  Clara  fide  him,  and  will  call  him  Friend j 
I  would  the  difference  of  our  Bloods  were  fuch 
As  might  with  any  fhift  be  wip’d  away : 

Or  would  to  Heav5n  your  felf  were  all  your  Name^ 

That  having  loft  Blood  by  you,  I  might  hope 
To  raife  Blood  from  you.  But  my  black-wing’d  Fate 
Hovers  averfely  over  that  fond  hope  : 

And  he,  whofe  Tongue  thus  gratifies  the  Daughter, 

And  Sifter  of  his  Enemy,  wears  a  Sword 
To  rip  the  Father  and  the  Brother  up. 

Thus  you  that  fav’d  this  wretched  Life  of  mine, 
Havefav’d  it  to  the  ruin  of  your  Friends. 

That  my  Affeftions  fhould  promifeuoufly 
Dart  Love  and  Hate  at  once,  both  worthily! 

Pray  let  me  kifs  your  Hand. 

Cla.  You  are  treacherous, 

And  come  to  do  me  Mifchief. 

Fit.  Speak  on  ftill, 

Your  words  are  fa-lfer  (TairJ  than  my  intents. 

And  each  fweet  accent  far  more  treacherous  j  for  s 
Though  you  fpeak  ill  of  me,  you  fpeak  fo  well, 

I  do  defire  to  hear  you. 

Cla.  Pray  be  gone: 

Or  kill  me  if  you  pleafe# 

Vo  t.  V.  Ff  vit 
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Vit,  Oh,  neither  can  I, 

For  to  be  gone,  were  to  deftroy  my  Life ; 

And  to  kill  you,  were  to  dcflroy  my  Soul: 

1  am  in  Love,  yet  mull  not  be  in  Love  5 
I’ll  get  away  apace,  yet  valiant  Lady, 

Such  Gratitude  to  Honour  I  do  owe, 

And  fuch  Obedience  to  your  Memory, 

That  if  you  will  bellow  fomething,  that  1 
May  wear  about  me,  it  fhall  bind  all  Wrath, 

My  moil  inveterate  Wrath,  from  all  Attempts^ 

Till  you  and  i  meet  next. 

Cla.  A  Favour,  Sir? 

Why,  I  will  give  ye  good  Counfel. 

Vit.  That  already 

You  have  bellowed;  a  Ribbon,  or  a  Glove. 

Cla.  Nay,  thofe  are  Tokens  for  a  Waiting-maid 
To  trim  the  Butler  with, 

Vit.  Your  Feather. 

Cla .  Fie,  the  Wenches  give  them  to  their  Serving-men. 
Fit.  That  little  Ring. 

Cla.  ’Twill  hold  you  but  by  th’  Finger*, 

And  I  would  have  you  faller. 

Vit.  Any  thing 

That  I  may  wear,  and  but  remember  you. 

Cla.  This  Smile;  my  good  Opinion,  or  my  felfi 
But  that  it  feems  you  like  not. 

Vit .  Yes,  fo  well: 

When  any  fmiles,  I  will  remember  yours ; 

Your  good  Opinion  fhall  in  weight  poize  me 
Againll  a  thoufand  1)1:  Lallly,  your  fell, 

Mv  curious  Fye  now  figures  in  my  Heart, 

Where  l  will  wear  you,  till  the  Table  break. 

So,  whitell  Angels  guard  you. 

Cla .  Stay  Sir,  1 

Bave  fidy  thought  to  give,  what  you  as  fitly 
May  not  difdain  to  wear. 

Fit .  W  hat’s  that  ? 

Cla  This  Sword. 

I  never  heard  a  Man  fpeak  till  this  hour. 

His  Words  are  golden  Chains,  and  now  1  fear 

The 
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TheLionefs  hath  met  a  Tamer  here; 

Fie,  how  his  Tongue  chimes;  what  was  I  faying? 

Oh,  this  Favour  I  bequeath  you,  which  I  tie 
In  a  Love-knot,  faft,  ne’er  to  hurt  my  Friends ; 

Yet  be  it  fortunate  ’gainfl  ail  your  Foes 
( For  I  have  neither  Friend,  nor  Foe,  but  yours ) 

As  eTer  it  was  to  me :  I’ve  kept  it  long, 

And  value  it,  next  my  Virginity; 

But  good,  return  it,  for  I  now  remember 
I  vow’d,  who  purchas’d  it,  fhould  have  me  too. 

Fit.  Would  that  were  poffible,  but  alas  it  is  not^ 

Yet  this  allure  your  felf,  mod  honour’d  Clara , 

Til  not  infringe  a  particle  of  Breath 

My  Vow  hath  offered  to  ye;  nor  from  this  part 

Whilfl  it  hath  Edge,  or  Point,  or  1  a  Heart.  [ Exit * 

Cla.  Oh,  leave  me  livings  what  new  Exercife 
Is  crept  into  my  Bread,  that  blauncheth  clean 
My  former  Nature?  I  begin  to  find 
I  am  a  Woman,  and  mud  learn  to  Fight 
A  fofter  fweeter  Battel,  than  with  Swords. 

I  am  fick  methinks,  but  the  Difeafe  I  feel 
Pleafeth,  and  punifheth  5  I  warrant,  Love 
Is  very  like  this,  that  Folks  talk  of  fo  1 
1  skill  not  what  it  is,  yet  fure  even  here, 

Even  in  my  Heart,  I  fenfibly  perceive 
It  glows,  and  rifeth  like  a  glimmering  Flame, 

But  know  not  yet  the  Effence  on’t,  nor  Name.  [Exit. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Malroda,  and  Alguazier. 

MalJX  TE  rcfud  not  ?  Nor  he  fhall  not?  Who  {hall  let  him? 

Jrt  You  Politick  Diego y  with  your  Face  of  Wif- 
Don-blirt ,  the— on  your  Aphorifmes,  (dom  *, 

Your  Grave  and  Sage- Ale  Phyfiognomy: 

Do  not  I  know  thee  for  the  Alguazier, 

Whofe  Dunghll  all  the  Parifh  Scavengers 

Ffi 
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Could  never  rid  ?  Thou  Comedy  to  Men, 

Whole  ferious  Folly  is  a  Butt  for  all 

To  fhoot  their  Wits  at*,  whilft  thou  haft  notWit, 

Nor  Heart,  to  anfwer,  or  be  angry. 

Alg.  Lady. 

Mai.  Peace,  peace,  you  rotten  Rogue,  fupported  by 
A  ftaff  of  rottener  Office  \  dare  you  check 
Any  Accedes,  that  I  will  allow? 

Viorato  is  my  Friend,  and  vifits  me 
In  lawful  fort,  to  efpoufeme  as  his  Wife* 

And  who  will  crofs,  or  lhall,  our  Enterviews? 

You  know  me  Sirrah,  for  no  Chambermaid, 

That  caft  her  Belly  and  her  Waftecoat  lately  ; 

Thou  th ink’ll  thy  Conftablefhip  is  much,  not  fo, 

1  am  ten  Offices  to  thee:  Ay,  thy  Houfe, 

Thy  Houfe  and  Office  is  maintain’d  by  me. 

Alg.  My  Houfoof-office  is  maintain’d  i’th’  Garden : 
Go  too,  1  know  you,  and  I  have  contriv’d. 

You’re  a  Delinquent,  but  1  have  contriv’d 
A  Poifon,  though  not  in  the  third  Degree: 

I  can  fay,  black’s  your  Eye,  though  it  be  greyv 
I  have  conniv’d  at  this  your  Friend,  and  you. 

But  what  is  got  by  this  Connivency? 

1  like  his  Feather  well,  a  proper  Man, 

Of  good  Difcourfe,  fine  Converfation, 

Valiant,  and  a  great  Carrier  of  the  bufinefs, 

Sweet  Breafted,  as  the  Nightingale,  or  Thrufh* 

Yet  I  mu  ft  tell  you,  you  forget  your  fell*. 

My  Lord  Pit  ell?  s  Love,  and  Maintenance, 

Deferves  no  other  Jack  i’th’ Box,  but  he  * 

What  though  he  gather’d  firft  the  golden  Fruit, 

And  blew  your  Pigs-coat  up  into  a  Blifter, 

When  you  did  wait  at  Court  upon  his  Mother  $ 

Has  he  not  well  provided  for  the  Burn  ? 

Befide,  what  Profit  reap  I  be  the  other  ? 

If  you  will  have  me  ferve  your  Pleafure,  Lady, 

Your  Pleafure  muft  accommodate  my  Service; 

As  good  be  Virtuous  and  poor,  as  not 
Thrive  by  my  Knavery,  all  the  World  would  be 
Good,  profper’d  Goodnefs  like  to  Villany. 
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I  am  the  King’s  Vice-gerent  by  my  Place; 

His  right  Lieutenant  in  mine  own  Precinft. 

Mol,  Thou  art  a  rightRafcal  in  all  Mens  Precin£ts  j 
Yet  now  my  pair  of  Twins,  of  Fool,  and  Knave, 

Look  we  are  Friends,  there’s  Gold  for  thee,  admit 
Whom  I  will  have,  and  keep  it  from  my  Don*, 

And  I  will  make  thee  richer  than  thou’rt  wife: 

Thou  fhalt  be  my  Bawd,  and  my  Officer  > 

Thy  Children  fhall  eat  ftill,  my  good  Night  Owl, 

And  thy  old  Wife  fell  Andirons  to  the  Court, 

Be  countenanced  by  the  Dons,  and  wear  a  Hood, 

Nay,  keep  my  Garden-houfe>  I’ll  call  her  Mother, 
Thee  Father,  my  good  poifonous  Red-hair  cl  Dill, 

And  Gold  fhall  daily  be  thy  Sacrifice, 

Wrought  from  a  fertile  Ifland  of  mine  own, 

Which  I  will  offer,  like  an  Indian  Queen. 

Alg, .  And  I  will  be  thy  Devil,  thou  my  Flefh, 

With  which  1*11  catch  the  World. 

Mai.  Fill  fome  Tobacco, 

And  bring  it  in.*  If  Viorato  come 

Before  my  Don,  admit  him  j  if  my  Don 

Before  my  Love,  conduft  him,  my  dear  Devil.  [Exit. 

Alg,  I  will  my  dear  Flefh :  Fir  ft  come,  firft  ferv’d.  Well 
Oh  equal  Heav’n,  how  wifely  thou  difpofeft  (Taidc 
Thy  feveral  Gifts?  One’s  born  a  great  rich  Fool, 

For  the  fubordinate  Knave  to  work  upon* 

Another’s  poor,  with  Wit’s  Addition, 

Which  well  or  ill-us’d,  builds  a  living  up*, 

And  that  too  from  the  Sire  oft  defcends, 

Only  fair  Virtue,  by  Tradudtion 
Never  fucceeds,  and  feldom  meets  Succefs, 

What  have  1  then  to  do  with’t?  My  free  will 
Left  me  by  Heav’n,  makes  me  or  good,  or  ill ; 

Now  fince  Vice  gets  more  in  this  vicious  World 
Than  Piety,  and  my  Stars  confluence 
Enforce  my  Difpofition  to  ajfte£t 
Cain,  and  the  name  of  rich,  let  who  will  pra&ife 
War,  and  grow  that  way  great  5  Religious, 

And  that  way  good}  my  chief  Felicity 
Is  Wealth,  the  nurfe  of  Senfuality : 

F  f  3  And 
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And  he  that  mainly  labours  to  be  rich, 

Muff  (cratch  great  Scabs,  and  claw  aStrumpet’s  Itch.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Piorato,  and  Bobadilla,  with  Letters . 

Tio.  To  fay,  Sir,  I  will  wait  upon  your  Lord, 

Were  not  to  underhand  my  felf. 

Boh.  To  fay,  Sir, 

You  will  do  any  thing  but  wait  upon  him, 

Were  not  to  underhand  my  Lord. 

Tio.  I’ll  meet  him 

Some  hall  hour  hence,  and  doubt  not  but  to  render 
His  Son  a  Man  again;  the  Cure  is  eafie, 

I  have  done  divers. 

Bob .  Women  do  ye  mean,  Sir? 

Tio.  Cures  I  do  mean,  Sir:  Be  there  but  one  fpark 
Of  Fire  remaining  in  him  unextincf, 

With  my  difcourfe  Pll  blow  it  to  a  Flame 5 
And  with  my  practice  into  Adtion: 

I  have  had  one  fo  full  of  childiih  Fear, 

And  womanifh-hearted,  fent  to  my  Advice, 

He  durft  not  draw  a  Knife  to  cut  his  Meat. 

Boh .  And  how,  Sir,  did  you  help  him? 

Tio.  Sir,  I  kept  him 

Seven  Days  in  a  dark  Room  by  a  Candle-light, 

A  plenteous  Table  fpread  with  all  good  Meats, 

Before  his  Eyes,  a  Cafe  of  keen  broad  Knives 
Upon  the  Board,  and  hefo  watch’d  he  might  not 
Touch  the  lead  modicum,  unlefs  he  cut  it : 

And  thus  I  brought  him  firll  to  draw  a  Knife. 

Boh.  Good. 

Tio.  Then  for  ten  Days  did  I  diet  him 
Only  with  burnt  Pork,  Sir,  and  Gammons  of  Bacon; 

A  Pill  of  Caveary  now  and  then, 

Which  breeds  Choier  aduft,  you  know. 

Boh.  1  is  true.  fdities 

Tio.  And  to  purge  Phlegmatick  Humour,  and  cold  Cru- 
In  all  that  time  he  drank  me  Aqua-fortis , 

And  nothing  eife  but - 

Boh.  Aqua-vita,  Signior,  ,  For 


am 


2-7*5 


The  Martial  Maid. 

For  Aqua-fortis  poifons. 

Pio.  Aqua-fort  is 

I  fay  again:  What’s  one  Man’s  Poifon,  Signior, 

Is  another’s  Meat  or  Drink. 

Bob.  Your  Patience,  Sir ; 

By  your  good  Patience,  he’ad  a  huge  cold  Stomach. 

Pio.  I  fir’d  it,  and  gave  him  then  three  fweats 
In  the  Artillery-yard  three  drilling  Days: 

And  now  he’ll  {hoot  a  Gun,  and  draw  a  Sword, 

And  fight  with  any  Man  in  Chriftendom. 

Bob.  A  Receipt  for  a  Coward*  111  be  bold,  Sirs 
To  write  your  good  Prefcription. 

Pio.  Sir,  hereafter 

You  fhall,  and  underneath  it  put probatum: 

Is  your  Chain  right?  f 

Bob ,  TAs  both  right  and  juft,  Sir  5 
For  though  1  am  a  Steward,  I  did  get  it 
With  no  Man’s  wrong. 

Pio .  You  are  witty. 

Bob .  So,  fo».  • 

Could  you  not  cure  one,  Sir,  of  being  too  rafb 
And  over-daring?  There  now’s  my  Dileafe  : 
Fool-hardy  as  they  fay,  for  that  in  footh 
I  am. 

Pio.  Moil  eafily. 

Bob.  How  ? 

Pio.  To  make  you  drunk,  Sir, 

With  (mail  Beer  once  a  Day,  and  beat  you  twice, 

Till  you  be  bruis’d  all  over,  if  that  help  not, 

Knock  out  your  Brains. 

Bob.  This  is  ftrong  Phyfick,  Signior, 

And  never  will  agree  with  my  weak  Body: 

1  find  the  Medicine  worfe  than  the  Malady, 

And  therefore  will  remain  Fool-hardy  ftiilj 
You’ll  come.  Sir? 

Pio.  As  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Bob.  A  Man  o’th’  Sword  fhould  neverbreak  his  Word- 
Pio.  I’ll  overtake  you:  I  have  only.  Sir, 

A  compilmental  Vifitation 
fo  offer  to  a  Miftrefs  lodg’d  hereby, 

Ff  4  Boh 


zj  t  6  Loves  Cure :  Ory 

Bob.  A  Gentlewoman? 

Fio.  Yes,  Sir. 

Bob.  Fair*  and  comely? 

Fio t  Oh  Sir,  the  Paragon,  the  Non-paril 
Of  Sevil,  the  molt  wealthy  Mine  of  Spain, 

For  Beauty  and  Perfe&ion. 

Bob .  Say  you  fo  ? 

Might  not  a  Man  entreat  a  Courtefic, 

To  walk  along  with  you  Signior,  to  perufe 
This  dainty  Mine,  though  not  to  dig  in’t,  Signior? 

Hauh - 1  hope  you’ll  not  deny  me,  being  a  Stranger  $ 

Though  I  am  a  Steward,  I  am  Flefh  and  Blood, 

And  frail  as  other  Men, 

Fio.  Sir,  blow  your  Nofe: 

1  dare  not  for  the  World  j  no,  ihe  is  kept 
By  a  great  Don,  Vitelli. 

Bob.  How  ? 

Fio.  ?Tis  true, 

Bob.  See,  things  will  veer  about,  this  Don  Vitelli 
Am  I  to  feek  now,  to  deliver  Letters 
From  my  young  Miftrefs  Clara  *  and  I  tell  you, 

Under  the  Rofe,  becaufe  you  are  a  Stranger, 

And  my  fpecial  Friend,  I  doubt  there  is 
A  little  foolifh  Love  betwixt  the  Parties, 

Unknown  unto  my  Lord. 

Fio .  Happy  difcovery: 

My  Fruit  begins  to  ripen.  Hark  you,  Sir, 

I  would  not  wifh  you  now  to  give  thofe  Letters : 

But  home,  and  ope  this  to  Madona  Clara , 

Which  when  I  come  I’ll  juftifie,  and  relate 
More  amply,  and  particularly. 

Bob.  I  approve 

Your  Council,  and  will  pra&ife  it}  baztlos  nianos  : 
Here’s  two  chewres  chewr’d  *,  when  Wifdom  is  imploy’d 
'  1  is  ever  thus:  Your  more  acquaintance,  Signior} 

I^fay  not  better,  lead  you  think,  I  thought  not 
Yours  good  enough.  [Exit. 

\  Enter  Alguazier. 

Fio.  Your  Servant,  excellent  Steward. 
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Would  all  the  Dons  in  Spain  had  no  more  Brains, 

Here  comes  the  Alguazier :  dieu  vous  guard  Monfieur • 

Is  my  Cuz  ftirring  yet  ? 

Alg.  Your  Cuz,  good  Coufin? 

A  Whore  is  like  a  Fool,  a-kin  to  all 

The  Gallants  in  the  Town  :  Your  Cuz,  good  Sigtgor, 

Is  gone  abroad,  Sir,  with  her  other  Coufin, 

My  Lord  Vi  tel  li  $  fince  when  there  hath  been 
Some  dozen  Coufins  here  to  enquire  for  her. 
pio.  She’s  greatly  ally’d,  Sir. 

Alg .  Marry  is  ftie,  Sir, 

Come  of  a  lufty  Kindred  ;  the  truth  is, 

I  muft  connive  no  more  *,  no  more  Admittance 
Muft  X  confcnt  to  ;  my  good  Lord  has  threatned  me, 
And  you  muft  pardon. 

Pio.  Out  upon  thee  Man, 

Turn  honeft  in  thine  Age  ?  one  foot  i’th5  Grave  ? 
Thou  ftialt  not  wrong  thy  felf  fo,  for  a  Million  ; 

Look,  thou  three-headed  Cerberus  ( for  Wit 
1  mean,)  here  is  one  Sop,  and  two,  and  three, 

For  every  Chop  a  Bit. 

Alg.  I  marry,  'Sir  : 

Well,  the  poor  Heart  loves  you  but  too  well.  " 

We  have  been  talking  on  you  Taith  this  Hour  5 
Where,  what  I  faid,  go  too*  {he  loves  your  Valour; 
Oh,  and  your  Mufick  mo  ft  abominably; 

She  is  within,  Sir,  and  alone;  what  mean  you  ? 

Pio.  That  is  your  Sergeant’s  fide,  1  take  ic,  Sir* 

Now  I  endure  your  Conftable’s  much  better; 

There  is  lefs  danger  in’t ;  for  one,  you  know. 

Is  a  tame  harmlefs  Monfter  in  the  Light, 

The  Sergeant  falvage  both  by  Day  and  Night,, 

Alg.  I’ll  call  her  to  you  for  that. 
pio .  No,  1  will  charm  her. 

Enter  Malroda. 

Alg.  She’s  come. 

Pio.  My  Spirit. 

Mai.  Oh  my  Sweet, 

Leap  Hearts  to  Lips,  and  in  ourKifles  meet. 
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Pio.  Turn ,  thy  beauteous  Face  away , 

How  pale  and  fickly  looks  the  Day , 

Jw  emulation  of  thy  brighter  Beams  l 
Oh  envious  Light  ffliefflie,  begone , 

Owe  Nighty  and  piece  two  Breajls  as  one  ; 

When  what  Love  does ,  w  will  repeat  in  Dreams . 
T<?/,  £jye.r  open ,  who  can  Day  hence  fright , 

Let  but  their  Lids  fall ,  it  will  be  Night. 

Alg.  Well,  I  will  leave  you  to  your  Fortitude, 

And  you  to  Temperance }  ah,  ye  pretty  Pair, 

*Twere  Sin  to  funder  you.  Lovers  being  alone 
Make  one  of  two,  and  Day  and  Night  all  one. 

But  fall  not  out,  I  charge  you,  keep  the  Peace  5 
You  know  my  Place  elie.  [Exit. 

Mai.  No,  you  will  not  marry  ^ 

You  are  a  Courtier,  and  can  Sing,  my  Love, 

And  want  no  Miflreffes^  but  yet  I  care  not, 

TJ1  love  you  ftill,  and  when  I  am  dead  for  you, 

Then  you’ll  believe  my  Truth. 

Pio.  You  kill  me,  Fair, 

It  is  my  Leflon  that  you  fpeak>  have  I  . 

In  any  Circumflance  deferv’d  this  doubt  ? 

I  am  not  like  your  falfe  and  perjur’d  Don 
That  here  maintains  you,  and  has  vow’d  his  Faith, 

And  yet  attempts  in  way  of  Marriage 
A  Lady  not  far  off. 

Mai.  How’s  that  ? 

Pio.  ’Tis  fo: 

And  therefore  Miftrefs,  now  the  time  is  come 
You  may  demand  his  Promife  ;  and  I  fwear 
To  marry  you  with  fpeed. 

Mai.  And  with  that  Gold 
Which  Don  Fitelli  gives,  you’ll  walk  fome  Voyage, 

And  leave  me  to  iny  Trade  ;  and  laugh,  and  brag, 

How  you  o’er-reaclfd  a  Whore,  and  gull’d  a  Lord. 

Pio.  You  anger  meextreamly  *,  fare  you  well. 
Whatfhouldl  fay  to  be  believ’d?  expofe  me 
?fp  any  hazard  ,  or  like  jealous  Jutio^ 
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Th*  incenfed  Step  mother  of  Hercules , 

Defign  me  Labours  mod:  impoflible. 

I’ll  do  ’em,  or  die  in  ’em}  fo  at  laft 
You  will  believe  me,' 

MaL  Come,  we  are  Friends*  I  do, 

I  am  thine,  walk  in  *,  my  Lord  has  Cent  me  outfides5 
But  thou  {halt  have  ’em,  the  Colours  are  too  fad, 

Tio.  ’Faith  Midrefs,  I  want  Clothes  indeed. 

Mai.  I  have 

Some  Gold  too,  for  my  Servant. 

Pio .  And  I  have 

A  better  Mettal  for  my  Midrefs.  [ Exeunt , 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  V itelli  and  Alguazier,  at  feveral  Boors. 

Alg.  Undone— Wit,  now  or  never  help  me  *  my  Ma™ 
He  will  cut  my  Throat,  I  am  a  dead  Condable}  ffter 
And  he’ll  not  be  hang’d  neither,  there’s  the  Grief: 

The  Party,  Sir,  is  here. 

Hit.  What? 

Alg.  He  was  here  ; 

I  cry  your  Lordfliip  mercy  *  but  I  ratled  him  *, 

I  told  him  here'  was  no  Companions 

For  fuch  debauch  d,  and  poor  condition’d  Fellows; 

I  bid  him  venture  not  fo  defperately 
The  cropping  of  his  Ears,  flitting  his  Nofe, 

Or  being  gelt. 

Vtt.  ’Twas  well  done. 

Alg.  Pleafe  your  Honour, 

I  told  him  there  were  Stews,  and  then  at  lad 
Swore  three  or  four  ^reat  Oaths  die  was  remov’d, 
Which  I  did  think  1  might,  in  Confcience, 

Being  for  your  Lordfliip. 

Vit.  What  became  of  him? 

Alg.  Faith,  Sir,  he  went  away  with  a  Flea  in’s  Ear? 
Like  a  poor  Cur,  clapping  his  trundle  Tail 
Betwixt  his  Legs— A  chi  ha ^  a  chi  ha ,  a  chi  ha— now  luck. 

Enter  Malroda  and  Piorato. 

MaL  ’Tis  he,  do  as  I  col  J  thee  *  blefs  thee  Signior. 
Oh,  my  dear  Lord. 

'  '  Vit. 
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Vit.  Malroda ,  what  alone  ? 

Mai  She  never  is  alone,  that  is  accompanied 
With  noble  Thoughts,  my  Lord;  and  mine  are  filch. 
Being  only  of  your  Lordfhip. 

Fit.  Pretty  Lafs.  *  (’faith, 

Mai.  Oh  my  good  Lord ,  my  Figure’s  done ;  but 
It  is  not  like  j  nay,  this  way,  Sir,  the  Light 
Strikes  belt  upon  it  here. 

Pio.  Excellent  Wench.  {Exit. 

A lg .  I  am  glad  the  danger’s  over.  {Exit. 

Fit .  ’Tis  wondrous  like, 

But  that  Art  cannot  counterfeit  what  Nature 
Could  make  but  once. 

Mai.  All’s  clear*,  another  Tune 
You  muft  hear  from  me  now.  Vitelli ,  thou’rt 
A  moft  perfidious  and  a  perjur’d  Man, 

As  ever  did  ufurp  Nobility. 

Vit .  What  meant!  thou,  Mai? 

Mai  Leave  your  betraying  Smiles, 

And  change  the  Tunes  of  your  inticing  Tongues 
To  penitential  Pray  ers  \  for  1  am  great 
In  labour,  even  with  Anger,  big  with  Child 
•Of  Womans  rage,  bigger  than  when  my  Womb 
Was  pregnant  by  thee  3  go  Seducer,  flie 
Out  of  the  World,  let  me  the  laft  Wretch  be 
Dishonoured  by  thee  j  touch  me  not,  I  loath 
My  very  Heart,  becaufe  thou  lay’ft  there  long  5 
A  Woman’s  well  help’d  up,  that’s  confident 
In  e’er  a  glittering  Outfide  on  you  all : 

Would  1  had  honeftly  been  match’d  to  fome 
Poor  Country  Swain,  e’er  known  the  Vanity 
Of  Court:  Peace  then  had  been  my  Portion, 

Nor  had  been  cozen’d  by  an  Hour’s  Pomp, 

To  be  a  Whore  unto  my  dying  Day. 

Vit.  Oh  the  uncomfortable  ways  fuch  Women  have. 
Their  different  fpeech  and  meaning,  no  AfTurance 
In  what  they  fay  or  do.*  Diflemblers 
Even  in  their  Prayers,  as  if  the  weeping  Greek 
That  flatter’d  Troy  a-fire,  had  been  their  Adams 
Lyers,  as  if  their  Mother  had  been  made 
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Only  of  all  the  falfhood  of  the  Man* 

Difpos’d  into  that  Rib  \  do  1  know  this, 

And  more}  nay,  all  that  can  concern  this  Sex, 

With  the  true  end  of  my  Creation? 

Can  I  with  rational  Difcourfe  fometimes 
Advance  my  Spirit  into  Heav’n,  before 
3T  has  {hook  Hands  with  my  Body,  and  yet  blindly 
Suffer  my  filthy  Flefh  to  matter  it,* 

With  fight  qf  fuch  fair  frail  beguiling  Objects? 

When  1  am  iibfent,  eafily  I  reijblve 
Ne’er  more  to,  entertain  thofe  ttrong  defires 
That  triumph  o’er  me,  even  to  a&ual  Sin  } 

Yet  when  I  meet  again  thofe  Sorcerers  Eyes, 

Their  Beams  my  hardeft  Refolutions  thaw, 

As  if  that  Cakes  of  Ice  and  July  met, 

And  her  Sighs  powerful  as  the  violent  North, 

Like  a  light  Feather  twirl  me  round  about, 

And  leave  me  in  mine  own  low  State  again. 

What  ayPft  thouPPrethee  weep  not:  Oh,  thofe  Tears, 
If  they  were  true,  and  rightly  fpent,  would  raife 
A  flow’ry  fpring  i’th’  midtt  of  January } 

Celeftial  Minifters  with  Chryftal  Cups 
Would  floop  to  fave  ’em  for  Immortal  Drink: 

But  from  this  Patfionj  why  all  this? 

Mah  Do  ye  ask  ? 

You  are  marrying;  having  made  me  unfit 
For  any  Man,  you  leave  me  fit  for  all; 

Porters  muft  be  my  Burthens  now,  to  live, 

And  fitting  me  your  felf  for  Carts,  and  Beadles, 

You  leave  me  to  ’em :  And  who  of  all  the  World 
But  the  Virago^  your  great  Arch-foe's  Daughter  ? 

But  on  }  I  care  not,  this  poor  rufh  }  ’twill  breed 
An  excellent  Comedy.*  ha,  ha  .*  ’t  makes  me  laugh 7 
I  cannot  chufe:  the  bell  is,  fome  report 
It  is  a  Match  for  Fear,  not  Love  o’  your  fide. 

Vit.  Why  how  the  Devil  knows  fhe,  that  I  faw 
Th  is  Lady?  are  all  Whores  piec’d  with  fome  Witch  ? 

I  will  be  merry.  ’Faith  ’tis  true.  Sweet-heart, 

1  am  to  marry? 

Mai.  Are  you?  you bafe Lord, 
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By - I’ll  Piftol  thee. 

Fit.  A  roaring  Whore? 

Take  heed,  there’s  a  Corre&ion-houfe  hard  by} 

You  ha3  learn’d  this  o’  your  Swordman,  that  I  warn’d 
you  of, 

Your  Fencers,  and  your  Drunkards  >  but  whereas 
You  upbraid  me  with  Oaths,  why  !  mult  tell  you 
I  ne’er  promis’d  you  Marriage,  nor  have  vow’d, 

But  faid  I  lov  d  you,  long  as  you  remain’d 
The  Woman  1  expedited,  or  you  fwore,  ,  fknow. 
And  how  you  have  fail’d  of  that,  Sweet-heart,  you 
You  fain  would  fhew  your  Power,  but  fare  you  well, 
HI  keep  no  more  Faith  with  an  Infidel. 

Mai.  Nor  I  my  Bofom  for  zTurlc  *,  d5  ye  hear? 

Go,  and  the  Devil  take  me,  if  ever 
I  fee  you  more;  I  was  too  true. 

Fit*  Come,  pifh: 

Th  at  Devil  tal  e  the  falfeft  of  us  two. 

Mai.  Amen. 

Fit.  You  are  an  ill  Clark,  and  curfe  your  felf } 
Madnefs  tranfports  you  •  I  confefs,  I  drew  you 
Unto  my  Wills  but  you  mull:  know  that  muft  not 
*  Make  me  doat  on  the  habit  of  my  Sin. 

I  will,  to  fettle  you  to  your  content. 

Be  Mader  of  my  word  }  and  yet  he  ly’d, 

That  told  you  1  was  marrying,  but  in  thought: 

But  will  you  Have  me  to  your  Tyranny 
So  cruelly,  ffhall  not  dare  to  look 
Or  fpeak  to  other  Women  ?  make  me  not 
Your  Smock’s Monopolie  j  come, let’s  be  Friends  : 
Look,  here’s  a  jewel  for  thee  }  I  will  come 

At  Night,  and - 

Mai.  What  ’y faith:  you  fhall  not,  Sir. 

Fit.  ’Faith  and  Troth,  and  verily,  but  l  will. 

Mai.  Half  drunk,  to  make  a  Noife,  and  rail? 

Vi t.  No,  no. 

Sober,  and  dieted  for  the  nonce  j  I  am  thine, 

1  have  won  the  Day.  .  ,  ✓ 

Mai.  The  Night,  though,  lliall  be  mine.  [ Exeunt . 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Clara,  and  Bobadilla  with  Letters. 

Cla .  What  faid  he,  Sirrah  ? 

Bob .  Little,  or  nothing  $  faith  I  faw  him  not, 

Nor  will  not  j  he  doth  love  a  Strumpet,  Miftrefs, 
Nay,  keeps  her  fpitefully,  under  the  Conftable’s  Nofc, 
It  ihallbe  juftified  by  the  Gentleman, 

Your  Brother’s  Mailer,  that  is  now  within 
A  pra&ifing  :  There  ai%  your  Letters,  come 
You  {hall  not  call  your  fell  away,  while  l  live, 

Nor  will  I  venture  my  Ri  ;ht-worftiipful  Place 

In  fuch  a  Bu finds— - here’s  your  Mother,  down; 

And  ye  that  loves  you  *  another  ’gates  Fellow,  I  wiih. 
If  you  had  any  Grace. 

Enter  Eugenia  and  Syavedra. 

Cla.  Well  Rogue. 

Bob.  I’ll  in,  to  fee  Don  Lucio  manage,  he’ll  make 
A  pretty  piece  of  Fleih,  I  promife  you, 

He  does  already  handle  his  Weapon  finely.  [Exit. 

Bug.  She  knows  your  Love,  Sir,  and  the  full  allow- 
Her  Father  and  my  felf  approve  it  with,  ( anee 

And  i  mull  tall  you,  I  much  hope  it  hath 
Wrought  feme  fmpreffionby  her  Alteration  ; 

Shefighs,  and  fays,  Forfooth,  and  cries  Heigh-ho, 

Shell  take  ill  Words  o’th’  Steward,  and  the  Servants, 
Yet  anfwer  affably,  and  m  ode  illy : 

Things,  Sir,  not  ufual  with  her  5  there  fhe  is, 

Change  fome  few  words. 

Sya.  Madam,  I  am  bound  t’ye*, 

How  now,  fair  Miflrefs,  working? 

Cla.  Yes,  forfooth, 

Learning  to-  live  another  Day* 

Sya.  That  needs  not, 

Cla.  No  forfooth  *  by  my  truly  but  it  does. 

We  know  not  what  we  may  come  to. 

Eug.  ’Tis  ft  range, 

SyaCC ome,  I  ha’  begg’d  leave  for  you  to  play. 

Cla.,  Forfooth, 

’Tis  ill  for  a  fair  Lady  to  be  idle. 
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Sya.  She  had  better  be  well-bufied,  I  know  that. 
Turtle,  methinksyou  mourn,  fhall  I  fit  by  you? 

Cla.  If  you  be  weary.  Sir,  you  had  bed  be  gone* 

I  work  not  a  true  Stich,  now  you’re  my  Mate. 

Sya.  If  I  be  fo,  1  riiuft  do  more  than  fide  you. 

Cla *  Ev’n  what  you  will,  but  tread  me. 

Sya.  Shall  we  Bill  ? 

Cla.  Oh  no,  forfooth,  > 

Sya.  Being  fo  fair,  my  Clara, 

Why  d’ye  delight  in  Black- worfe? 

Cla.  Oh  white  Sir, 

The  faired  Ladies  like  the  blacked: Men: 

I  ever  lov’d  the  Colour}  all  Black  things 
Are  lead:  fubjeft:  to  Change. 

Sya.  Why,  1  do  love 

A  Black  thing  too  *,  and  the  mod:  beauteous  Faces 
Have  oftned  cf  them  ;  as  the  blacked  Eyes, 

Jet-arched  Brows,  fuch  Hair  5  I’ll  kifs  your  Hand. 

Cla.  ’Twill  hinder  me  my  work,  Sir  j  and  my  Mother 
Will  chide  me,  if  I  do  not  do  my  task. 

Sya.  Your  Mother,  nor  your  Father  fhall  chide;  you 
Might  have  a  prettier  Task,  would  you  be  rul’d, 

And  look  with  open  Eyes. 

Cla .  1  dare  upon  you } 

And  broadly  fee  you,  a  wondrous  proper  Man, 

Yet  ’twere  a  greater  Task  for  me  to  love  you 
Than  I  fhall  ever  work,  S  r,  in  feven  Year, 

_ O’  this  ditching,  I  had  rather  feel 

Two,  than  low  one  : - This  Rogue  has  given  me 

Clean  crofs  my  Heart;  .  (&  ditch 

How  you  grow  troublefome  5  piih,  the  Man  is  foolifii. 
Sya.  Pray  wear  thefe  Trifles. 

Cla.  Neither  you,  nor  Trifles, 

You  are  a  Trifle,  wear  your  felf.  Sir,  out, 

And  here  no  more  trifle  the  time  away. 

Sya.  Come}  you’re  deceiv’d  in  me,  I  will  not  wake. 

Nor  fad,  nor  die  for  you. 

Cla.  Goofe,  be  not  you  deceiv’d, 

I  cannot  like,  nor  love,  nor  live  with  you, 

Nor  fad,  nor  watch,  nor  pray  for  you, 
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Bug.  Her  old  fit. 

Sya.  Sure  this  is  not  the  way,  nay,  I  will  break 
Your  Melancholy. 

Cla .  I  fhall  break  your  Pate  then. 

Away,  you  fanguine  Scabbard. 

Eug.  Out  upon  thee^ 

Thou’lt  break  my  Heart,  I  am  fore. 

Enter  Alvarez,  Piorato,  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 

Sya.  She’s  not  yet  tame. 

Alv.  On  Sir,  put  home,  or  I  fliall  goad  you  her^ 
With  this  old  Pox  of  mine,  that  will  bite  better: 

Oh,  the  brave  Age  is  gone  *  in  my  young  Days 
A  Chevalier  would  fiock  a  needlefs  point 
Three  times  together  >  lirait  i’th’Hams? 

Or  fhall  I  give  ye  new  Garters  ? 

Bob.  Faith,  old  Matter, 

There’s  little  hope  j  the  Lillen  fure  was  danck 
He  was  begot  in,  he’s  lb  faint  and  cold: 

Ev’n  fend  him  to  T oledo ,  there  to  ftudy. 

For  he  will  never  fadge  with  thefe  Toledos  y 
Bear  ye  up  your  Point  there,  pick  his  Teeth  •  Oh  bafe* 
Bio.  Fie,  you  are  the  moft  untoward  Scholar  ^  bear 
Your  Body  gracefully,  what  a  Polture’s  there? 

You  lie  too  open-breafted. 

Luc .  Oh ! 

Tio.  You’d  never 
Make  a  good  Statefman. 

Luc .  Pray  no  more. 

1  hope  to  breathe  in  Peace,  and  therefore  need  not 
The  pra&ice  of  thefe  dangerous  Qualities, 

I  do  not  mean  to  live  by’t,  for  1  titift 
You’ll  leave  me  better  able. 

Alv .  Not  a  Button: 

Let’s  go  get  us  a  new  Heir. 

Eug.  I  by  my  troth,  your  Daughter^  as  untoward. 
Alv.  I  will  break  thee  Bone  by  Bone,  and  bake  thee, 
E’er  I’ll  ha’  fuch  a  wooden  Son  to  inherit. 


Take  him  a  good  knock,  fee  how  that  will  work 
Tio .  Now  for  your  life,  Signior. 

Luc.  Oh,  alas,  I  am  kill’d* 

Vo l  W  Ge 
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My  Eye  is  out  \  look  Father,  Zancho ; 

HI  play  the  Fool  no  more  thus,  that  I  will  not. 

Cla.  ’Heart,  ne’er  a  Rogue  in  Spain  wrong  my  Bro- 

Whilft  I  can  hold  a  Sword.  (ther, 

Pio.  Hold  Madam,  Madam. 

Alv.  Clara . 

Eug.  Daughter. 

Bob.  Miftrefs.  / 

Pio.  Bradamante. 

Hold,  hold  I  pray. 

Alv.  The  Devil’s  in  her,  o’the  other  fide  fure, 

There’s  Gold  for  you }  they  have  chang’d  what  ye  calt’s; 
Will  no  cure  help?  Well,  I  have  one  Experiment, 

And  if  that  fail,  I’ll  hang  him,  then  here’s  an  end  on’t* 
Come  you  along  with  me,  and  you,  Sir. 

Bob.  Now  are  you  going  to  drowning. 

[ExeutJt  Alv.  Eug.  Luc.  and  Bob* 
Sya.  I’ll  e’en  along  with  yej  fhe’s  too  great  a  Lady 
For  me,  and  would  prove  more  than  my  Match.  [Exit* 
Cla.  You’re  he  fpoke  of  Eitelli  to  the  Steward. 

Pio.  Yes,  and  I  thank  you,  you  have  beat  me  for’t. 
Cla.  But  are  you  fure  you  do  not  wrong  him  ? 

Pio.  Sure? 

So  fure,  that  if  you  pleafe  to  venture  your  felf, 

I’ll  Ihew  you  him  and  his  Cokatrice  together. 

And  you  lhall  bear  ’em  talk. 

Cla .  W ill  you  ?  By- - Sir, 

You  fhall  endear  me  ever,  and  I  ask 
Your  Mercy 

Pio.  You  were  fomcwhat  boyfirous.  (this  Pains, 
Cla .  There’s  Gold  to  make  you  amends ;  and  for 
1511  gratify  you  farther  j  I’ll  but  mafque  me. 

And  walk  along  with  ye;  faith  let’s  make  a  Night  on’t. 

FExeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Pachieco,  Mendoza,  Metaldi, 

and  Lazarillo. 

Alg.  Come  on  my  brave  Water-Spaniels,  you  that  hunt 
Ducks  in  the  Night,  and  hide  more  Knavery  under  your 

Gowns 
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Gowns  than  your  Betters  *,  obferve  my  Precepts,  and  e- 
dify  by  my  Doftrine;  At  yond  Corner  will  I  fet  you, 
if  Drunkards  moleft  the  Street,  and  fill  to  brabling, 
knock  you  down  the  Malefaftors,  and  take  you  up  their 
Cloaks  and  Hats,  and  bring  them  to  me,  they  are  law¬ 
ful  Prifoners,  and  mu  ft  be  Ranfbm’d  e’er  they  receive 
Liberty *,  what  elfe  you  are  to  execute  upon  occaftor^ 
you  fufficiently  know,  and  therefore  I  abbreviate  my 
Le&urc. 

Met.  We  are  wife  enough,  and  warm  enou  gh 
Men.  Vice  this  Night  ftiall  be  apprehended. 

Pac.  The  terrour  of  Rug-gowns  fhall  be  known,  and 
Difcharge  us  of  after  Reckonings.  ( our  Blifs 

Laz .  I  will  do  any  thing,  fo  I  may  eat. 

Pac.  Lazarillo,  we  wilifpend  no  more;  now  we  are 
grown  worfe,  we  will  live  better,  let  us  follow  our  call¬ 
ing  faithfully.  (find  who 

Alg.  Away,  then  the  Common- wealth  is  our  Miftrefs  * 
Would  ferve  a  common  Miftrefs,  but  to  gain  by  her? 

[Exeunt t 


A  C  T  IV.  SCENE!. 

Enter  Vitelli,  Lamoral,  Genevora,  Anaftro,  and 

two  Pages  with  Lights . 

Lam,  T  Pray  you  fee  the  Mafque,  my  Lord. 

JL  Ana .  ’Tis  early  Night  yet. 

Gen,  O  if  it  be  fo  late,  take  me  along; 

I  would  not  give  advantage  to  ill  Tongues 
To  tax  my  being  here,  without  your  Prefence 
To  be  my  warrant. 

Vit.  You  might  fpare  this.  Sifter, 

Knowing  with  whom  1  leave  you  ;  one  that  i£ 

By  your  Allowance,  and  his  Choice,  your  Servant* 

And  may  my  Gounfel  and  Perfwafion  work  it, 

G  g  2  Your 
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Your  Husband  fpeedi^y :  For  your  Entertainment 
My  Thanks  }  I  wilTnot  rob  you  of  the  means 
To  do  your  Miftrefs  fome  acceptable  Service, 

In  waiting  on  her  to  myHoufe. 

Gen .  My  Lord. 

Vit.  As  you  refpeft:  me,  without  farther  trouble 
Retire,  and  tale  thofe  Pleafures  prepar’d  for  you, 

And  leave  me  to  my  own  ways. 

Lam .  When  you  pleafe,  Sir.  [ Exeunt » 

:  SCENE  II. 

Enter  Malroda  J  Alguazier. 

Mai.  You’ll  leave  my  Chamber  ? 

Alg.  Let  us  but  Bill  once. 

My  Dove,  my  Sparrow,  and  I,  with  my  Office, 

Will  be  thy  Slaves  for  ever. 

Mai.  Are  you  fo  hot  ? 

Alg .  But  tafle  the  difference  of  a  Man  in  place, 
You’ll  find  that  when  Authority  pricks  him  forward. 
Your  Don ,  not  yet  your  Diego  comes  not  near  him 
To  do  a  Lady  right}  no  Men  pay  dearer 
For  their  ftoin  Sweets,  than  we  j  three  Minutes  trading 
Affords  to  any  Sinner  a  Prote&ion, 

For  three  Years  after}  think  on  that,  I  burn* 

But  one  drop  of  your  Bounty. 

Mai.  Hence  you  Rogue, 

Am  1  fit  for  you?  is’t  not  Grace  fufficient 
To  have  ycur  flaff,  a  bolt  to  bar  the  Door 
Where  a  Don  enters,  but  that  yen’ll  prefume 
To  be  his  Tafier? 

Alg.  Is  no  more  refpect  due  to  his  Rod  of  Juflice  ? 
Mai .  Do  you  difpute  ? 

Good  Doftor  of  the  Dungeon,  not  a  word  more, 

- - -If  you-  do,  my  Lord  Vitelli  knows  it. 

Alg.  Why  1  am  big  enough  toanfwer  him, 

Or  any  Man. 

Mai.  "Tis  well.  [Vitelli  within. 

Vit .  Malroda . 

Alg .  How?  fa  Cur, 

MaL  You  know  the  Voice,  and  now  crowch  like 

Ta’en 
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Ta’en  worrying  Sheep  5  I  now  could  have  you  gu elded  ) 
Fora  Bawd  rampant ;  but  on  this  Submiffion 
For  once  I  fpare  you 

Alg.  I  will  be  reveng’d  * — - 

My  honourable  Lord. 

Enter  Vitelli. 

Vit.  There’s  for  thy  care.  ( Hoft  ? 

Alg .  I  am  mad,  ftark  mad  \  proud  Pagan,  fcorn  her 
1  would  I  were  but  valiant  enough  to  kick  her. 

Enter  Piorato,  and  Clara,  above . 

I’ll  wifh  no  Manhood  elfe. 

Mai  What’s  that? 

Alg .  I  am  gone.  [Exit, 

Pio.  You  fee  I  have  kept  my  Word. 

Cla .  But  in  this  Object  hardly  deferv’d  my  Thanks. 

Pio .  Is  there  ought  elfe  you  will  command  me? 

Cla.  Only  your  Sword, 

Which  I  mull  have;  nay  willingly,  I  yet  knoyr 
To  force  it,  and  to  ufe  it. 

Pio .  ’Tis  yours,  Lady. 

Cla.  I  ask  no  other  Guard. 

Pio.  If  fo,  I  leave  you } 

And  now,  if  that  the  Conftable  keep  his  Word, 

A  poorer  Man  may  chance  to  gull  a  Lord.  [Exit, 

Mai.  By  this  good - - you  lhall  not. 

Vit.  By  this — - - 

I  mull,  and  will,  Malroda }  what,  do  you  make 
A  Stranger  of  me? 

Mai.  I’ll  be  fo  to  you,  and  you  fhall  find  it. 

Vit.  Thefe  are  your  old  Arts 
T3  endear  the  Game  you  know  I  come  to  hunt  for* 

Which  I  have  born  too  coldly. 

Mai.  Do  fo  hill,  for  if  I  heat  you,  hang  me. 

Vtt.  If  you  do  not,  ( men9 

I  know  who’ll  ftarve  forV,  why,  thou  fhame  of  W©~ 
Whofe  Folly,  or  whofe  Impudence  is  greater^ 

Is  doubtful  to  determine  \  this  to  me. 

That  know  thee  for  a  Whore? 

Mai.  And  made  me  one. 

Remember  that. 

Gg  5  Fit. 
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Why  fhould  I  but  grow  wife. 

And  tye  that  Bounty  up,  which  nor  Difcretion 
Nor  Honour  can  give  way  to?  Thou  would’ft  be 
A  Bawd  e’er  twenty,  and  wuthin  a  Month 
A  barefoot,  lowzie,  and  difeafed  Whore, 

And  fhift  thy  Lodgings  oftner  than  a  Rogue 
That’s  whipt  from  Port  to  Poll. 

MaL  Piih)  all  our  College 
Know  you  can  rail  well  in  this  kind. 

Cl  a.  For  me  •; 

He  never  fpake  lo  well. 

fit.  I  have  maintain’d  thee 
The  envy  of  great  Fortunes,  made  thee  fhine 
As  if  thy  Name  were  glorious;  ftuck  thee  full 
Of  Jewels,  as  the  Firmament  of  Stars, 

And  in  it  made  thee  fo  remarkable 

That  it  grew  queftionable,  whether  Virtue  poor, 

Or  Vice  fo  fet  forth  as  it  is  in  thee, 

Were  even  by  Modefty’s  felf  to  be  preferr’d  .• 

And  am  I  thus  repaid? 

Mai.  You  are  frill  my  Debtor; 

Can  this,  though  true,  be  weigh’d  with  my  loft  Honour, 
Much  lefs  my  Faith  ?  I  have  liv’d  private  to  you, 

And  but  for  you,  had  ne’er  known  what  Lull  was, 

Nor  what  the  Sorrow  for’t. 

Tit.  ’Tisfalfe. 

Mah  ’Tis  true: 

But  how  return’d  by  you,  thy  whole  life  being 
But  one  continued  aft  of  Lufr,  and  Shipwrack 
Of  Womens  Chaftities. 
lit.  But  that  I  know 

That  fhe  that  dares  be  damn’d,  dares  any  thing, 

!  fhould  admire  thy  tempting  me ;  but  prefume  not 
On  the  power  you  think  you  hold  o’er  my  Affeftions, 

It  will  deceive  you;  yield,  and  prefently. 

Or  by  the  inflamed  Blood,  which  thou  muft  quench, 

I’ll  make  a  forcible  entry. 

Mai.  Touch  me  not: 

You  know  1  have  a  Throat,—- . . . if  you  do 

l  will  cry  out  a  Rape,  or  iheath  this  here, 

'  *  ‘  ‘  \  E’er 
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E’er  I’ll  be  kept,  and  us’d  for  Julip-water 
T’ allay  the  heat  which  Julhious  Meats  and  Wine, 

And  not  Defire,  hath  rais’d. 

Vit.  A  defperate  Devil, 

My  Blood  commands  my  Reafon,  I  mu  ft  take 
Some  milder  way. 

Mai.  I  hope,  dear  Don,  I  fit  you. 

The  Night  is  mine,  although  the  Day  was  yours, 

You  are  not  fading  now;  this  fpeeding  trick, 

Which  I  would  as  a  Principle  leave  to  all, 

That  make  their  Maintenance  out  of  their  own  Indies , 
As  I  do  now*  my  good  old  Mother  taught  me, 
Daughter,  quoth  fhe,  conteft  not  with  your  Lover 
His  Stomach  being  empty,  let  Wine  heat  him, 

And  then  you  may  command  him}  ’tis  afure  one; 

His  Looks  fhew  he  is  coming. 

Fit.  Come,  this  needs  not, 

Efpecially  to  me,  you  know  how  dear 
I  ever  have  efteemed  you. 

Cla.  Loft  again. 

Fit.  That  any  fight  of  yours  hath  power  £©  change 
My  ftrongefl:  Refolution,  and  one  Tear 
Sufficient  to  command  a  Pardon  from  m,e, 

For  any  wrong  from  you,  which  all  Mankind 
Should  kneel  in  vain  for. 

Mai .  Pray  you  pardon  thofe 
That  need  your  Favour,  or  defire  it. 

Fit.  Prethee  , 

Be  better  temper’d :  I’ll  pay  as  a  forfeit 

For  my  rafii  Anger,  this  Purfe  fill’d  with  Gold; 

Thou  fhalt  have  Servants,  Gowns,  Attires,  whatnot? 
Only  continue  mine. 

Mai.  ’Twas  this  I  fifh’d  for 
Fit.  Look  on  me,  and  receive  it, 

Mai.  Well,  you  know 

My  gentle  Nature,  and  take  Pride  t’  abufe  it  : 

You  fee  a  Trifle  pleafesme,we  are  Friends  > 

This  Kifs,  and  this  confirms  it. 

Cla.  With  my  Ruin. 

Mai .  I’ll  have  this  Diamond,  and  this  Pearl 

G  g  4  Pit. 


x7 3 1  Loves  Cure :  Or, 


Vit.  They  are  yours.  *  ("for, 

Mah  But  will  you  not,  when  you  have  what  you  came 
Take  them  from  me  to  Morrow?  ’Tis  a  fafhion 
Your  Lords  of  late  have  us’d. 

Vit.  But  I’ll  not  follow. 

Cla.  That  any  Man  at  fuch  a  rate  as  this 
Should  pay  for  his  Repentance. 

Vit.  Shall  we  to  Bed  now  ? 

Mai. Inftantly,  Sweet*,  yet  now  I  think  on’t  better, 
There’s  fornething  firft  that  in  a  word  or  two 
I  mull  acquaint  you  with. 

Cla .  Can  I  cry  ah  me, 

To  this  againft  my  felf?  I’ll  break  this  Match, 

Or  make  it  ftronger  with  my  Blood.  [ Descends ; 

Enter  Alguazier,  Piorato,  Pachieco,  Metaldi, 
Mendoza,  Lazarillo,  &c . 

Alg.  I  am  yours. 

A  Don’s  not  privileg’d  here  more  than  your  felf, 

Win  her,  and  wear  her. 

Pio.  Have  you  a  Pried  ready  ? 

Alg.  I  have  him  for  thee,  Lad ;  and  when  I  have 
Married  this  fcornful  Whore  to  this  poor  Gallant, 

She  will  make  fuit  to  me  5  there  is  a  trick 
To  bring  a  high-prised  Wench  upon  her  Knees: 

For  you  my  fine  neat  Harpyes ,  ftretch  your  Tallons 
And  prove  your  felvestrue  Night-Birds. 

Pac.  Take  my  word 
For  me  and  all  the  reft. 

Laz.  If  there  be  Meat 


Or  any  Banquet  ftirring,  you  ftiall  fee 
How  I’ll  beftow  my  felf. 

Alg.  When  they  are  drawn, 

Rufti  in  upon  ’em,  all’s  fair  Prize  you  light  on  *, 

I  mult  away.*  your  Officer  may  give  way 

To  the  Knavery  of  his  Watch,  but  muft  not  fee  it. 

You  all  know  where  to  find  me.  [Exit* 

Met.,  There  look  for  us. 

Vit.  Who’s  that? 

Mai.  My  Piorato y  welcome,  welcome : 

Faith  had  you  not  come  when  you  did,  my  Lord 

j  ~  -1’*  ‘  "  '  ' . '  Had 
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Had  done  I  know  not  what  to  me, 

Vit.  I  am  gull’d, 

Firft  cheated  of  my  Jewels,  and  then  laugh’d  at  $ 

Sirrah5  what  makes  you  here  ? 

Pio.  A  buftnefs  brings  me, 

More  lawful  than  your  own. 

Vit.  How’s  that,  you  Slave? 

Mai  He’s  filch,  that  would  continue  her  a  Whore, 
Whom  he  would  make  a  Wife  of. 

Vit.  I’ll  tread  upon 


The  Face  you  doat  on,  Strumpet. 

Enter  Clara. 

Pac .  Keep  the  Peace  there. 

Vit.  A  Plot  upon  my  Life  too  ? 

Met.  Down  with  him. 

Cla.  Show  your  old  Valour, and  learn  from  a  Woman ; 
One  Eagle  has  a  world  of  odds  againft 
A  flight  of  Daws,  as  thefe  are. 

Pio.  Get  you  off, 

I’ll  follow  inftantly. 

Pac .  Run  for  more  help  there. 

” Exeunt  all  but  Vit.  andC la* 

Vit .  Lofsof  my  Gold, and  Jewels, and  the  Wench  too, 
Affli&s  me  not  fo  much,  as  tff  having  Clara 
The  Witnefs  of  my  Weaknefs. 

Cla.  He  turns  from  me, 

And  yet  I  may  urge  Merit,  fince  his  Life 
Is  made  my  fecond  Gift. 

Vit.  May  1  ne’er  profper  -i 

If  I  know  how  to  thank  her. 

Cla.  Sir,  your  Pardon 

For  prefling  thus,  beyond  a  Virgin’s  bounds. 

Upon  your  Privacies ;  and  let  my  being 
Like  to  a  Man,  as  you  are,  be  th’  excufe 
Of  my  folliciting  that  from  you,  which  fhall  not 
Be  granted  on  my  part,  although  defir’d 
By  any  other*,  Sir,  you  underftand  me, 

And  ’twouldihew  nobly  in  you,  to  prevent 
From  me  a  farther  Boldnefs,  which  I  muff 
Proceed  in,  if  you  prove  not  merciful, 

Though  with  my  lofs  of  Bluflies  and  good  Name.  Vit. 
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Viu  Madam,  I  know  your  will,  and  would  be  thank- 
If  it  were  poflible  I  could  affe£fc  ffuj 

The  Daughter  of  an  Enemy. 

Cla .  That  fair  falfe  one. 

Whom  with  fond  Dotage  you  have  long  purfu’d, 

Had  fuch  a  Father  >  file  to  whom  you  pay 
Dearer  for  your  Difhonour, than  all  Titles 
Ambitious  Men  hunt  for,  are  worth. 

Vit.  ’Tis  truth. 

Cla.  Yet,  with  her,  as  a  Friend,  you  ftill  exchange 
Health  for  Difeales,  and,  to  your  Difgrace, 

Nourifli  the  Rivals  to  your  prefent  Pleafures, 

At  your  own  charge,  us’d  as  a  Property 
To  give  a  fafe  Prote&ion  to  her  Luft, 

Yet  fhare  in  nothing  but  the  fhame  of  it. 

Vit.  Grant  all  this  fo,  to  take  you  for  a  Wife 
W ere  greater  hazard ;  for  fhould  I  offend  you 
( As  ’tis  not  eafy  ftill  to  pleafe  a  Woman ) 

You  are  of  fo  great  a  Spirit,  that  I  muft  learn 
To  wear  your  Petticoat,  for  you  will  have 
My  Breeches  from  me. 

Cla.  Rather  from  this  Hour 
!  here  abjure  all  A&ions  of  a  Man, ' 

And  will  efteem  it  happinefs  from  you 

"I  o  fuffer  like  a  Woman  5  Love,  true  Love  ’ 

Hath  made  a  fearch  within  me,  and  expell’d 

All  but  my  natural  Softnefs,  and  made  perfeft 

That  which  my  Parents  care  could  not  begin. 

I  will  fhow  ftrength  in  nothing,  but  my  Duty, 

And  glad  defire  to  pleafe  you,  and  in  that 
Grow  every  Day  more  able. 

Vit.  Could  this  be, 

^Vhat  a  brave  Race  might  I  beget  ?  I  find 
A  kind  of  yielding ;  and  no  reafon  why 
I  fhould  hold  longer  out*,  fhe’s  young,  and  fair, 

And  chaft  }  for  fure,  but  with  her  leave,  the  Devil 
Durft  not  attempt  her :  Madam,  though  you  have 
A  Soldier’s  Arm,  your  Lips  appear  as  if 
They  were  a  Lady’s. 

Cla .  They  dare,  Sir,  from  you 
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Endure  the  Tryal. 

pit.  Ha !  once  more  I  pray  you  | 

The  beft  I  ever  tailed  *,  and  ’tis  faid 
I  have  prov’d  many ;  ?tis  not  fafe,  1  fear. 

To  ask  the  reft  now  ;  well,  I  will  leave  Whoring 
And  luck  herein  lend  me  with  her  :  Worthieft  Lady, 
I’ll  wait  upon  you  home,  and  by  the  way 
(If  e’er  I  marry,  as  Ell  not  forfwear  itj 
Tell  you,  you  are  my  W ife. 

Cla .  Which  if  you  do, 

From  me  all  Mankind,  Women,  learn  to  woe.  [  Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

\  !  ,  v  •  ./  .  '  "  '  /  •  • 

Enter  Alguazier,  Pachieco,  Metaldi,  Mendoza,  and 

Lazafilld. 

Alg .  A  Cloak  ?  Good  purchafe ;  and  rich  Hangers  ? 
W  e’il  fhare  ten  Piftolets  a  Man.  ( well, 

Laz.  Yet  ftill 

I  am  monftrous  hungry ;  could  you  not  deduct 
So  much  out  of  the  grofs  fum,  as  would  purchafe 
Eight  Loyns  of  Veal,  and  fome  two  dozen  of  Capons? 
PaC'  O  ftrang  Proportion  for  live. 

Laz.  For  five?  I  have 
A  Legion  in  my  Stomach,  that  have  kept 
Perpetual  Fall  thefe  ten  Years*  for  the  Capons, 

They  are  to  me  but  as  fo  many  Black-birds  -* 

May  I  but  eat  once,  and  be  fatisfied. 

Let  the  Fates  call  me,  when  my  Ship  is  fraught,  € 
And  I  fhall  hang  in  Peace. 

Jilg'  Steal  well  to  Night, 

And  thou  fhalt  feed  to  Morrow*,  fo,  now  you  are 
Your  felves  again,  I’ll  raife  another  Watch 
To  free  you  from  Sufpicion  *  fet  on  any 
You  meet  with  boldly;  I’ll  not  be  far  off, 

T5  affift  you,  and  prote£b  you.  \Exit0 

Met .  O  brave  Officer. 

Enter  Alvarez,  Lucio  and  Bobadilla. 

Fac.  Would  every  Ward  had  one  but  fo  well  given$ 
And  we  would  watch,  for  Rug,  in  gowns  of  Velvet. 
Mend.  Stand  clofc,  a  Prize. 

Met , 

.  >  ^ 
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Met .  Satten,  and  gold  Lace,  Lads. 

Ah.  Why  do’ll  thou  hang  upon  me  ? 

Luc.  ’Tis  fo  dark 

I  dare  not  fee  my  way;  forHeav’n  fake, Father, 

Let  us  go  home. 

Bob.  No,  ev’n  here  we’ll  leave  you  ; 

Let’s  run  away  from  him,  my  Lord. 

Luc .  Oh  ’las.  {'dead 

Alv:  Thou  haft  made  me  mad  ;  and  I  will  beat  thee 
Then  bray  thee  in  aMortar,  and  new  mold  thee. 

But  I  will  alter  thee. 

Bob.  ’Twill  never  be; 

He  has  been  three  Days  pra&ifing  to  drink, 

Yet  ftill  he  ftps  like  to  a  Waiting- woman, 

And  looks  as  he  were  murdering  of  a  Fart 
Among  wild  Irijh  Swaggerers. 

Luc.  f  have  ftill 

Your  good  word,  Zancho ,  Father. 

Ah .  Milk-fop,  Coward  ; 

No  Houle  of  mine  receives  thee;  I  difclaim  thee, 

Thy  Mother  on  her  Knees  fhall  not  entreat  me 
Hereafter  to  acknowledge  thee. 

Luc.  Pray  you  fpeak  for  me. 

Bob.  I  would,  but  now  I  cannot  with  mine  Honour. 
Alv. There’s  only  one  Courfe  left, that  may  redeem  thee. 
Which  is,  to  ftrike  the  next  Mamthat  you  meet, 

And  if  we  chance  to  light  upon  a  Woman, 

Take  her  away,  and  ufe  her  like  a  Man, 

Or  I  will  cut  thy  Hamftrings. 

Tac.  This  makes  for  us» 

Ah.  What  doft  thou  do  now  ? 

Luc.  Sir,  I  am  faying  nay  Prayers ;  I 

For  being  to  undertake  what  you  would  have  me,  j 
I  know  I  cannot  live. 

Enter  Lamorall,  Genevora,  Anaftro,  and  Pages  with 

Lights. 

Lam.  Madam,  I  fear  ("Houle  jj 

You  11  wifh  you  had  us’d  your  Coach;  your  Brother  s  i 
Is  yet  far  off. 

Gen.  The  better,  Sir;  this  Walk 

;V‘  *  '  '  ‘  *  Will 
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Will  help  Digeftion  after  your  great  Supper* 

Of  which  I  have  fed  largely. 

Alv.  To  your  Task* 

Or  eife  you  know  what  follows, 

Luc .  1  am  dying: 

Now  Lord  have  mercy  on  me;  By  your  favour* 

Sir,  I  mult  ftrike  you. 

Lam .  For  what  caufe? 

Luc .  1  know  not; 

And  I  mu  ft  likewife  talk  with  that  young  Lady, 

An  Hour  in  private. 

Lam .  What  you  muft,  is  doubtful, 

But  I  am  certain,  Sir,  I  muft  beat  you. 

Luc*  Help,  help. 

Alv .  Not  ftrike  again  ? 

Lam .  How,  Alvarez ? 

Ana .  This  for  my  Lord  Vi te Ilfs  love. 

Fac.  Break  out, 

And  like  true  Thieves,  make  prey  on  either  fide. 

But  feem  to  help  the  Stranger. 

Boh.  Oh  my  Lord, 

They  have  beat  him  on  his  knees, 

Luc .  Though  I  want  Courage, 

I  yet  have  a  Son’s  Duty  in  me,  and 

Companion  of  a  Father’s  Danger;  that,  .  y. 

That  wholly  now  pofFeftes  me. 

Alv .  Lucio. 

This  is  beyond  my  hope. 

Met .  So  Lazarillo , 

Take  up  all  Boy  ;  well  done.  \ 

Pac.  And  now  fteal  off 

Clofely  and  cuuningly.  j 

Ana .  How?  have  I  found  you? 

Why  Gentlemen,  are  you  mad,  to  make  your  felves 
A  prey  to  Rogues  ? 

Lam.  Would  we  were  off. 

Boh.  Thieves,  Thieves. 

Lam.  Defer  our  own  Contention;  and  down  with 
Luc.  I’ll  make  you  fure.  ( them. 

Boh.  Now  he  plays  the  Devil. 

Gen . 
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Gen.  This  place  is  not  for  me,  [Exit. 

Luc.  I’ll  follow  her } 

Half  of  my  Pennance  is  pad  o’er.  [Exit. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Aftiftant,  and  other  Watches. 

Jig,  What  Noife  ?  ( you. 

What  Tumult’s  there?  keep  the  King’s  Peace, I  charge 
fac.  I  am  glad  he’s  come  yet. 

Alv.  O,  you  keep  good  Guard 
Upon  the  City,  when  Men  of  our  Rank 
Are  fet  upon  in  the  Streets. 

Lam.  The  Aftiftant 
Shall  hear  on’t,  be  afliir’d. 

An.  And  if  he  be 

That  careful  Governor  he  is  reported, 

You  will  fmart  for  it. 

Jig.  Patience,  good  Signiors ; 

Let  me  furvey  the  Rafcals  >  O,  I  know  them, 

And  thank  you  for  them  j  they  are  pilf’ring  Rogues 

Of  Andaluza ,  that  have  perus’d 

All  Prifons  in  Caflile  \  1  dare  not  truft 

The  Dungeon  with  them  \  no,  I’ll  have  them  home 

To  my  own  Houfe. 

Vac.  We  had  rather  go  to  Prifon. 

Alg .  Had  you  fo,  Dog-bolts  ?  yes,  I  know  you  had  $ 
You  there  would  ufe  your  cunning  Fingers  on 
The  fimple  Locks,  you  would  \  but  I’ll  prevent  you. 
Lam.  My  Miftrefs  loft,  good  Night.  [Exit. 

Bob.  Your  Son’s  gone. 

What  fhould  become  of  him? 

Alv.  Come  of  him,  what  will  5 
Now  he  dares  fight,  I  care  not :  I’ll  to  Bed : 

Look  to  your  Prisoners,  Alguazier.  [Exit  with  Bob. 
Alg.  All’s  clear’d  ; 

Droop  not  for  one  Difafter;  let  us  hug, 

And  triumph  in  our  Knaveries. 

AJfifl.  This  confirms 
What  was  reported  of  him. 

Met.  ’Twas  done  bravely. 

Alg.  I  muft  a  little  glory  in  the  means 
We  Officers  have,  to  play  the  Knaves,  and  fafely : 

How 
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How  wc  break  through  the  Toils,  pitch’d  by  the  Law, 
Yet  hang  up  them  that  are  far  lefs  Delinquents, 

A  fimple  Shopkeeper’s  carted  for  a  Bawd, 

For  lodging,  though  unwittingly,  a  Stnock-gamefter  $ 
Where,  with  rewards,  and  credit,  I  have  kept 
Malroda  in  my  Houfe,  as  in  a  Cloyfter, 

Without  Taint,  or  Sufpicion. 

Vac.  But  fuppofe 
The  Governor  ftiould  know’t  ? 

Alg.  He?  good  Gentleman, 

Let  him  perplex  himfelf  with  prying  into 
The  Meafures  in  the  Market,  and  th’  Abufes 
The  Day  Hands  guilty  of ;  the  Pillage  of  the  Night 
Is  only  .mine,  mine  own  Fee*fimple ; 

Which  you  ihall  hold  from  me.  Tenants  at  will. 

And  pay  no  Rent  for’t. 

Vac.  Admirable  Landlord. 

Alg.  Now  we’ll  go  fearch  the  Taverns,  commit  fudi 
As  we  find  drinking  5  and  fee  drunk  our  felves 
With  what  we  take  from  them  5  thefe  filly  Wretches, 
Whom  I  for  form  fake  only  have  brought  hither, 

Shall  watch  without,  and  guard  us. 

And  we  will 

See  you  fafe  lodg’d,  mo  ft  worthy  Algua%kr , 

With  all  of  you,  his  Comrades* 

Met.  ?Tis  the  Governor. 

Alg .  We  are  betray’d. 

Affift.  My  Guard  there }  bind  them  faft  : 

How  Men  in  high  Place  and  Authority 
Are  in  their  Lives  and  Eftimations  wrong’d 
By  their  fubordinate  Minifters  ?  yet  fuch 
They  cannot  but  imploy  5  wrong’d  Juftice  finding 
Scarce  one  true  Servant  in  ten  Officers. 

TJ  expoftulate  with  you,  were  but  to  delay 
Your  Crimes  due  Puniftiment,  which  Ihall  fall  upon  you 
So  fpeedily,  and  feverely,  that  it  fhall 
Fright  others  by  th’  example  ^  and  confirm, 

However  corrupt  Officers  may  difgrace 
Themfelves,  *tis  not  in  them  to  wrong  their  Place, 

Bring  them  away. 

Algi 


2740  Lows  Cure:  Or, 

Alg.  We’ll  (offer  nobly  yet, 

And  like  to  Spanijb  Gallants. 

Vac.  And  we’ll  hang  fo. 

Lai.  I  have  no  Stomach  to  it.*  but  I’ll  endeavour. 

[ Exeunt . 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

v 

Enter  Lucio  and  Gencvora. 

Gen .  Nay,  you  are  rude  j  pray  you  forbear,  you  offer 
More  than  the  breeding  of  a  Gentleman  (now 

-  Can  give  you  warrant  for. 

-  'Luc.  ’Tisbut  to  kifs  you, 

And  think  not  I’ll  receive  that  for  a  Favour 
Which  was  enjoyn’d  me  for  a.Penance,  Lady. 

Gen.  You  have  met  a  gentle  Confeflor,  and  for  once. 
So  then  you  will  reft  fatisfied,  I  vouchfafe  it. 

Luc .  Reft  fatisfied  with  a  Kifs  ?  Why,  can  a  Man 
Defiremore  from  a  Woman  ?  Is  there  any 
Pleafure  beyond  it?  may  1  never  live 
If  I  know  what  it  is. 

Gen.  Sweet  Innocence. 

Luc .  What  ftrange  new  Motions  do  I  feel?  my  Veins 
Burn  with  an  unknown  Fire  5  in  every  part 
I  fuffer  Alteration  5  I  am  poifon’d, 

Yet  languifh  with  defire  again  to  tafte  it, 

So  fweetly  it  works  on  me. 

Gen .  I  ne’er  faw 
A  lovely  Man,  till  now. 

Luc.  How  can  this  be? 

She  is  a  Woman,  as  my  Mother  is. 

And  her  1  have  kifs’d  often,  and  brought  off 
My  Lipsunfcorch’d  j  yours  are  more  lovely.  Lady* 

And  fo  fhould  be  lefs  hurtful}  pray  you  vouchfafe 
Your  Hand  to  quench  the  Heat  ta’en  from  your  Lip, 
Perhaps  that  may  reftore  me. 

Gen.  Willingly. 

Luc .  The  flame  increafes ;  if  to  touch  you,  burn  thus, 
What  would  more  ftrift  Embraces  do  ?  I  know  not. 
And  yet  methinks  to  die  fo,  were  to  afeend 
To  Heav'n,  through  Paradifc. 

Gen. 
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Gen.  I  am  wounded  too, 

Though  Modefty  forbidsthatl  fhould  fpeak 
What  Ignorance  makes  him  bold  in  \  why  do  you  fix 
Your  Eyes  fo  ftrongly  on  me? 

Luc.  Pray  you  ftand  (till. 

There  is  nothing  elfc,  that  is  worth  the  looking  on  * 

I  could  adore  you,  Lady. 

Gen .  Can  you  love  me? 

Luc.  To  wait  on  you  in  your  Chamber,  and  but  touch 
What  you,  by  wearing  it,  have  made  Divine, 

Were  fuch  a  happinefs.  I  am  refolved. 

I'll  fell  my  liberty  to  you  for  this  Glove, 

And  write  my  felf  your  Slave. 

Enter  Lamoral. 

Gen .  On  eafier  Terms, 

Receive  it  as  a  Friend. 

Lam.  How!  Giving  Favour! 

I’ll  have  it  with  his  Heart. 

Gen .  What  will  you  do? 

Luc.  As  you  are  merciful,  take  my  Life  rather. 

Gen.  Will  you  depart  with’t  fo? 

Lam.  Do’s  that  grieve  you? 

Gen .  I  know  not,  but  even  now  you  appear’d  valiant. 

Luc .  ’ Twas  to  preferve  my  Father,  in  his  Caufe 
I  could  be  fo  again.  ( Enemy? 

Gen .  Not  in  your  own?  Kneel  to  thy  Rival,  and  thine 
Away  unworthy  Creature,  I  begin 
To  hate  my  felf,  for  giving  entrance  to 
A  good  Opinion  of  thee  $  for  thy  Torment, 

If  my  poor  Beauty  be  of  any  Power, 

May’ ft  thou  doat  on  it  defperately ;  but  never 
Prefume  to  hope  for  Grace,  till  thou  recover 
And  wear  the  Favour  that  was  ravifti’d  from  thee. 

Lam .  He  wears  my  Head  too  then. 

Gen .  Poor  Fool,  fareweh  [ Exit, 

Lwc.  My  womaniih  Soul,  which  hitherto  hath  govern’d 
This  coward  Flefh,  I  feel  departing  from  mei 
And  in  me  by  her  Beauty  is  infpir’d 
A  new  and  Mafculine  one,  inftru&ing  me 
What’s  fit  to  do  or  fuffer  j  powerful  Love, 

V  a  l.  V.  H  h 
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That  haft  with  loud,  and  yet  a  pleafing  Thunder 
Rous’d  deeping  Manhood  in  me,  thy  new  Creature } 
Perffft  thy  work,  fo  that  I  may  make  known 
Nature  (though  long  kept  back)  will  have  her  own. 

[ Exeunt . 


A  C  T  V.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Lamoral  and  Lucio. 

'  (  V  •  r  *  •  *t  ;  '  .  '  «  f  #>.,/'*  r  ,  ,  *  ,  i  t 

Lctm.  A  N  it  be  poftible,  that  in  fix  fhort  hours, 
V_-/  The  Subject  ft  il  l  the  fame,  fo  many  Habits 
Should  be  remov’d?  Or  this  new  Lucio ,  he 
That  yefternight  was  baffd’d  and  difgrac’d, 

And  thank’d  the  Man  that  did  if,  that  then  kneePd 
And  blubber  d  like  a  Woman,  fhould  now  dare 
On  terms  of  Honour  feek  Reparation, 

I'cr  what  he  then  appear’d  not  capable  of? 

Luc.  Such  Miracles,  Men  that  dare  do  Injtjries 
Live  to  their  ihames  to  fee1,  and  for  punifhment 
Anu  fcourge  to  their  proud  Follies. 

Lam  Prethee  leave  me: 

Fae  I  my  Page  or  Foot-man  here  to  flefh  thee, 

I  durft  the  better  hear  thee. 

Luc .  This  Scorn  needs  not.* 

And  offer  fuch  no  more. 

Lam.  Why,  fay  !  fhould,  m 

1  ou  ll  not  be  angry  ? 

Luc  Indeed  I  think  I  fhall* 

Would  you  vouch  fate  to  fliew  yourfelf  a  Captain* 
And  le rid  a  little  farther,  to  fome  Place 
That’s  lefts  frequented. 

Lam  He  looks  pale. 

Luc.  If  not,  ■ 

Make  ufe  of  this. 

Lam.  Tice’s  Anger  in  his  Eyes  too.* 

His  (jrefture,  Voice,  Behaviour,  all  new  fkihion’d  j 
VvTlI,  if  it  dees  endure  in  Aft  the  trial 
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Of  what  in  Ihow  it  promifes  to  make  good, 

Ulyjfes  Cyclops,  Jo's  Transformation, 

Eurydice  fetch’d  from  Hell,  with  all  the  reft 
Of  Ovid  s  Fables,  I'll  put  in  your  Creed} 

And  for  proof,  all  incredible  things  may  be. 

Write  down  that  Lucio,  the  Coward Lucio, 

The  womanifh  Lucio  fought. 

Luc.  And  J Lamoral, 

The  ftill  imploy’d  great  Duelift  Lamoral , 

Took  his  Life  From  him. 

Lam .  ’Twill  not  come  to  that  fure : 

Methinks  the  only  drawing  pf  my  Sword 
Should  fright  that  Confidence. 

Luc.  It  confirms  it  rather. 

To  make  which  good,  know  you  ftand  now  oppos’d 
By  one  that  is  your  Rival,  one  that  wifhes 
Your  Name  and  Title  greater,  to  raife  his  $ 

The  wrong  you  did,  left  pardonable  than  it  is, 

But  your  Strength  to  defend  it,  more  than  ever 
It  was  when  Juftice,  friended  it.  The  Lady 
For  whom  'we  ndw  contend,  Genevora , 

Of  more  defer t,  ( if  fiich  incomparable  Beauty 
Could  fuffer  an  Addition,)  your  Love 
To  Don  Fttelli  multiply ’d,  and  your  Hate 
Againft  my  Father  and  his  Houfe  increas’d ; 

And  laftly,  that  the  Glove  which  you  there  wear 
To  my  Diffionour,  (which  I  muft  force  from  youj 
W ere  dearer  to  you  than  your  Life. 

Lam ,  You’ll  find 
It  is,  and  fo  I’ll  guard  it. 

Luc.  All  thefe  muft  meet  then 
With  the  black  Infamy,  to  be  foil’d  by  one 
That’s  not  allow’d  a  Man  *,  to  help  your  'Valour, 
That  falling  by  your  Hand,  I  may,  or  die, 

Or  win  in  this  one  finglc  Opposition 
My  Miftrefs,  and  fuch  Honour  as  1  may 
Inrich  my  Father’s  Arms  With. 

Lam.  ’Tis  Laid  nobly, 

My  Life  with  them  are  at  the  flake. 

Hh  z 
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Luc.  At  all  then.  [Fight. 

Lam.  She’s  yours,  this  and  my  Life  too  follow  your  For- 
And  give  not  only  back  that  part,  the  Lofer  ( tunc, 

Scorns  to  accept  of - 

Luc.  What’s  that? 

Lam.  My  poor  Life, 

Which  do  not  leave  me  as  a  farther  Torment, 

Having  defpoil’d  me  of  my  Sword,  mine  Honour, 
Hope  of  my  Lady’s  Grace,  Fame,  and  all  elfe 
That  made  it  worth  the  keeping. 

Luc.  I  take  back 

No  more  from  you,  than  what  you  forc’d  from  me; 

And  with  a  worfer  Title;  yet  think  not 
That  Fll  difputc  this,  as  made  infolent 
By  my  Succefs,  but  as  one  equal  with  you, 

If  fo  you  will  accept  me  ;  that  new  Courage, 

Or  call  it  Fortune  if  you  pleafe,  that  is 
Conferred  upon  me  by  the  only  fight 
Of  fair  Genevora ,  was  not  bedow’d  on  me 
To  bloody  purpofes:  Nor  did  her  Command 
Deprive  me  of  the  happinefs  to  fee  her, 

But  till  I  did  redeem  her  Favour  from  you ; 

Which  only  I  rejoyce  in,  and  lhare  with  you 
In  all  you  fuffer  elfe. 

Lam.  This  Courtefie 

Wounds  deeper  than  your  Sword  can,  or  mine  own  5 
Pray  you  make  ufe  of  either,  and  difpatch  me. 

Luc .  The  barbarous  Turk  isfatisfied  with  Spoil; 

And  lh all  J,  being  polled  of  what  1  came  for^ 

Prove  the  more  Infidel  ? 

Lam.  You  were  better  be  fo. 

Than  publilh  my  Difgracc,  as  *tis  the  Cudom, 

And  which  I  mud  expedt. 

Luc.  Judge  better  on  me: 

I  have  no  Tongue  to  trumpet  mine  own  Praifc 
To  yourDifhonour  ;  ’tis  a  Badard  Courage 
That  feeks  a  Name  out  that  way,  no  true  born  one; 
Pray  you  be  comforted,  for  by  all  Goodnefs, 

But  to  her  virtuous  felf,  the  bed  part  of  it, 

I  never  will  difeover  on  what  terms 
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I  came  by  thefe;  which  yet  I  take  not  from  you, r 
But  leave  you  in  exchange  of  them,  mine  own, 

With  the  defire  of  being  a  Friend*  which  if 
You  will  not  grant  me,  but  on  farther  trial 
Of  Manhood  in  me,  feck  me  when  you  plcafe, 

( And  though  I  might  refufe  it  with  mine  HonourJ 
W in  them  again,  and  wear  them,  fo  good  Morrow.  [Exit, 
Lam .  I  ne’er  knew  what  true  Valour  was  till  now* 
And  have  gain’d  more  by  this  Difgrace,  than  all 
The  Honours  I  have  won ;  they  made  me  proud, 
Prefumptuous  of  my  Fortune;  a  mere  Beaft, 

Faihion’d  by  them,  only  to  dare  and  do: 

Yielding  no  Reafons  for  my  wilful  Actions 
But  what  I  ftuck  on  my  Sword’s  point,  prdumin  g 
It  was  the  bell  Revenew.  How  unequal 
Wrongs  well  maintain’d  makes  us  to  others,  which 
Ending  with  fhame,  teach  us  to  know  our  felves. 

I  will  think  more  on*t. 

Enter  Vitclli. 

Vit.  Latnoral. 

Lam.  My  Lord  ? 

Vit .  I  came  to  feek  you, 

Lam .  And  unwillingly, 

You  ne’er  found  me  till  now;  your  pleafurc,  Sir? 

Vit.  That  which  will  pleafe  theeFriend,  thy  vow’dLove 
Shall  now  be  put  in  A£fion ;  means  is  offer’d  (to  me 
To  ufe  thy  good  Sword  for  me,  that  which  ftill 
Thou  wear’ft,  as  if  it  were  a  part  of  that. 

Where  is  it? 

Lam.  *Tis  chang’d  for  one  more  Fortunate: 

Pray  you  enquire  not  how. 

Vit .  Why,  F  ne’er  thought 
That  there  was  Mufick  in’t,  but  aferibe 
The  Fortune  of  it  to  the  Arm. 

Lam.  Which  is  grown  weaker  too.  I  am  not  (in  a  wordj 
Worthy  your  Friendfhip:  I  am  one  new  vanquifhd, 

Yet  fhame  to  tell  by  whom. 
a  Vit.  But  I’ll  tell  thee 

3Gainft  whom  thou  art  to  fight,  and  there  redeem 
Thy  Honour  loft,  if  there  be  any  fuch : 

H  h  5  The 
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.  •  •  *  i ■  i  i  i  .  ■  ^ 

The  King,  by  my  long  Suit,  at  length  is  pleas’d 
That  Alvarez  and  my  felf,  with  eithei’s  Second, 

Shall  end  the  difference  between  our  Houfes, 

Which  he  accepts  of*  1  make  choice  of  thee  * 

And  where  you  fpeak  of  a  Difgrace,  the  Means 
To  blot  it  out,  by  fuch  a  pub-iick  Trial 
Of  thy  approved!  Valour,  will  Revive 
Thy  antient  Courage.  If  you  embrace  it,  do  > 

If  nor,  I’ll  feek  fome  other. 

Lam.  As  I  am, 

You  may  command  me. 

Vtt.  Spoke  like  that  true  Friend 
That  loves  notonly  for  his  private  end.  [  Exeunt . 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Genevora  with  a  Letter ,  and  Bobadilla. 

Gen .  This  from  Madona  Clara? 

Bob.  Yes,  an’t  pleafe  you.  \ 

Gen .  Alvarez  Daughter  ? 

Bob.  The  fame  Lady. 

Gen,  She, 

That  fav’d  my  Brother’s  Life  ?  r* 

Bob.  You  are  dill  in  the  right, 

She  will’d  me  wait  your  walking  forth,  and  knowing 

How  ne-ceffary  a  difer  et  wife  Man 

Was  in  a  bufinefs  of  fuch  weight,  die  pleas’d 

To  think  on  me  ;  it  may  be  in  my  Face 

Your  Ladyfhip,  not  acquainted  with  my  Wifdom, 

Finds  no  fuch  mattery  what  I  am,  I  am; 

Thought’s  free,  and  think  you  wbaPyou  pleafe. 

Gen.  ’Tis  itrange. 

Bob ,  That  I  fliould  be  wife,  Madam? 

Gen.  No,’ thou  art  fo;  ;  ,  .  f  . 

There’s  for  thy  Pains,  and  prethee  tell  thy  Lady 
I  will  not  fail  to  meet  her*  I’ll  receive 
Thy  Thanks  and  Duty  in  thy  prefent  Able  nee  : 

Farewel,  (arewel,  I  fay,  now  thou  art  wife.  [Exit  Bob. 
She  writes  here,  {he  hath  fomething  to  impart 
That  may  concern  my  Brother’s  Life;  I  know  not, 

But 
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But  general  Fame  does  give  her  out  fo  Worthy, 

That  I  dare  not  fufpeft  her  j  yet  wjfh  Lucio 

Enter  Lucio. 

Were  Matter  of  her  Mind  5  but  fie  uponA; 

Why  do  I  think  on  him?  See,  I  am  punifh'd  for  it. 

In  his  unlook’d -for  Prefence:  Now  I  mutt 
Endure  another  tedious  piece  of  Courtfhip* 

Would  make  one  forfwear  courtefie. 

Luc.  Gracious  Madam, 

The  Sorrow  paid  for  your  juft  Anger  towards  me, 
Arifing  from  my  weaknefs,  I  prefume 
To  prefs  into  your  Prefence,  and  defpair  not 
An  eafie  Pardon. 

Gen .  He  fpeaks  Senfe :  Oh  ft  range. 

Luc .  And  yet  believe,  that  no  defire  of  mine, 

Though  ali  are  too  ftrong  in  me>  ‘had  the  Power 
For  their  Delight,  to  force  me  to  infringe 
What  you  commanded,  it  being  in  your  part 
To  letten  your  great  Rigour  when  you  pleafe. 

And  mine  to  fuffer  with  an  humble  Patience 
What  you’ll  impofe  upon  it* 

Gen.  Courtly  too. 

Luc.  Yet  hath  the  poor  and  contemn’d  Lficidy  Madat% 

( Made  able  only  by  his  hope  to  ferve  you ) 

Recover’d  that  with  Violence,  not  Juftice, 

Was  taken  from  him  j  and  here  at  your  f  eet 
With  thefe,  he  could  have  laid  the  conquer’d  Plead 
Of  Lamoral  (\h  all  l  fay  of  him ) 

For  rudely  touchingthat,  which  asaRehcfc 
I  ever  would  have  worihip’d,  fince  ’twas  yours- 
Gen.  Valiant,  and  every  thing  a  Lady  could 
With  in  her  Servant. 

Luc .  All  that’s  good  in  me, 

That  heav’nly  Love,  the  Oppofite  to  bafe  Luft, 

Which  would  have  all  Men  worthy,  hath  created  ; 
Which  being  by  your  Beams  of  Beauty  form’d, 

Cherifh  as  your  own  Creature. 

Gen.  I  am  gone 

Too  far  now  to  diftemble;  Rife,  or  fore 
l  rnufl  kneel  with  you  too  ;  let  this  one  Jlifs 

H  h  4  1  Speak 
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Speak  the  reft  for  me ;  ’tis  too  much  Ido, 

And  yet,  if  Chaftity  would,  I  could  with  more. 

Luc.  In  overjoying  me,  you  are  grown  fad  j 

What  is  it,  Madam  ?  by- - — * 

There’s  nothing  that’s  within  my  Nerves  (and  yet 
Favour’d  by  you,  I  fhould  as  much  as  Man ) 

But  when  you  pleafe,  now  or  on  all  Occafions 
You  can  think  of  hereafter,  but  you  may 
Difpofe  of  at  your  Pleafure. 

Gen .  If  you  break. 

That  Oath  again,  you  lofe  me.  Yet  fo  well 

I  love  you,  I  fhall  never  put  you  to’t  j 

And  yet  forget  it  not :  Reft  fatisfied 

With  that  you  have  receiv’d  now  \  there  are  Eyes 

May  be  upon  us,  till  the  difference 

Between  our  Friends  are  ended,  I  would  not 

Be  feen  fo  private  with  you. 

Luc.  I  obey  you. 

Gen.  But  let  fne  hear  oft  from  you*  and  remember 
I  am  VitellPs  Stfter. 

Luc.  What’s  that,  Madam? 

G^«.Naynothing,fareyouwell^  who  feels  Loves  Ere, 
Would  ever  ask  to  have  means  to  defire.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  Ilf. 

Enter  Affiftant,  Syavedra,  Anaftro,  Herald , 

and  Attendants. 

Affijl.  Are  they  come  in  ? 

Her.  Yes. 

Affift.  Jlead  the  Proclamation, 

Thar  all  the  People  here  a  fie  m  bled  may 
Have  fatisfaftion,  what  the  King’s  dear  love. 

In  care  of  the  Republick,  hath  ordained  ; 

Attend  with  Silence;  Read  aloud. 

Herald  Reads. 

f^'Orafwuch  as  our  high  and  mighty  Majler ,  Philip,  the 
■tent  and  w^:}  Caiholick  King  of  Spain,  hath  not  only 
*  vts  cwn  Moyai  Ferfon^  been  long  and  often  follicited ,  and 

grieved , 
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grieved,  with  the  deadly  and  honour  able  Hat  red,  fprung  up 
betwixt  the  two  ant  lent  and  mo  ft  uneatable  defended 
Houfes  of  thefe  his  two  dearly  and  equally  beloved  Subjects, 
Don  Ferdinando  de  Alvarez,  and  Don  Pedro  de  Vitelli  * 
all  which  in  vain  his  Majefty  hath  often  endeavoured  to 
reconcile  and  qualifie:  But  that  alfo  through  the  Debates , 
Quarrels,  and  Outrages  daily  arijing,  falling,  and  flowing 
from  thefe  great  Heads,  his  public  k  civil  Government  is  f- 
ditioufly  and  barbaroufly  molefted  and  wounded,  and  many 
of  his  chief  Gentry,  {no  lefts  tender  to  bis  Royal  Majefty, 
than  the  very  Branches  oft  his  own  ftacred  Blood)  ftpoiPd,  loft, 
and  ftubmerged,  in  the  impious  Inundation  and  Torrent  of 
their  ftill-growing  Malice :  It  hath  therefore  pleafted  his  Sa¬ 
cred  Majefty,  out  oft  his  infinite  Ajfe'clion  to  prefterve  his 
Common-wealth,  and  general  Peace ,  from  farther  Violation, 
as  ftweet  and  heartily  loving  Father  oft  bis  People,  and  on 
jhe  earneft  Petitions  oft  thefe  Arch-enemies,  to  order  and 
ordain,  that  they  be  ready ,  each  with  his  well-chofen  ami 
beloved  Friend ,  armed  at  all  points  like  Gentlemen ,  in  the 
Caftle  of  St.  j ago,  on  this  preftent  Monday  Morning  be¬ 
twixt  eight  and  nine  of  the  Clock ,  where  ( before  the  Com¬ 
batants  be  allowed  to  commence  this  granted  Duel )  This 
to  be  read  aloud  for  the  public  k  Satisfaction  of  his  Majefty* s 
well  beloved  SubjeHs. 

’Save  the  King.  ^ftDrums  within . 

Sya.  Hark,  their  Drums  fpeak  their  infatiate  th  rit 
Of  Blood,  and  ftop  their  Ears  ’gainft  pious  Peace, 

Who  gently  whifpering,  implores  their  Friendfhip. 

AJfift .  Kings  nor  Authority  can  mafter  Fate  \ 

Admit  ’em  then,  and  Blood  extinguifh  Hate. 

Enter  fever  ally,  Alvarez  and  Lucio,  V  ite  ’  1  i  and  LamoraL 

Sya .  Stay,  yet  be  pleas’d  to  think,  and  let  not  daring. 
Wherein  Men  now-a-days  exceed  even  Bealls, 

And  think  themfelves  not  Men  elfe,  fo  tranfport  you 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  Chrillianity , 

Lord  Alvarez ,  Vitelli,  Gentlemen, 

No  Town  in  Spain,  from  our  Metropolis 
Unto  the  rudell  Hovel,  but  is  great 
With  your  allured  Valours  daily  Proofs  j 
Oh  will  you  tilery  for  a  iuperfiuous  Fame, 
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A  found  of  Honour,  which  in  thefe  times,  all 
Like  Hereticls  s  profefs,  with  obftinacy, 

But  moll  erroneoufly  venture  your  Souls, 

9  f  is  a  hark  Task,  through  a  Sea  of  Blood 
To  fail,  and  land  at  Heav’n? 

Lit.  1  hope  not, 

If  Juilice  be  my  Pilot;  but  my  Lord, 

You  know,  it  Argument,  or  Time,  or  Love, 

Could  reconcile,  long  fince  we  had  fliook  Hands  j 
I  dare  protell,  yoiir  Breath  cools  not  a  Vein 
In  any  one  of  us,  but  blows  the  Fire 
Which  nought  but  Blood  reciprocal  can  quench. 

Alv.  Vitelli ,  thou  fay’d;  bravely,  and  fay ’ft  right. 
And  I  will  kill  thee  fcr’t,  1  love  thee  fo. 

Vtt.  Ha,  ha,  old  Man  5  upon  thy  Death  I’ll  build 
A  itory,  with  this  Arm,  for  thy  old  Wife 
To  tell  thy  Daughter  Clara  feven  Years  hence, 

As  foe  fits  weeping  by  a  Winter’s  Fire, 

How  luch  a  time  Vitelli  flew  her  Husband 
With  tne  fame  Sword  his  Daughter  favour’d  him, 
And  lives,  and  wears  it  yet*  come LamoraL 
Redeem  thy  felf.  5 

Lam.  Lucio ,  Genevora 

Shad  on  this  Sword  receive  thy  bleeding  Heart, 

For  my  prefented  Hat,  laid  at  her  Feet  °  ’ 

Thou  talk’ll  vfell  Lamoral>  but  ’tis  thv  Head 
1  hat  I  will  carry  to  her  to  thy  Hat; 

Fie  Father,  I  do  cool  too  much. 

Alv.  Oh  Boy } 

Thy  Father  s  true  Son  : 

Beat  Drums,— and  fo  good  Morrow  to  your  Lordthip, 
Enter  above  Eugenia,  Clara,  and  Genevora. 

Sya.  Brave  Refolutions. 

brave,  and  Spanith ,  right. 

Gen.  Lucio.  h 

Cl  a.  Vitelli .  % 

Lug.  Alvarez. 

^  Ah.  How  the  Devil 

G^t  thefe  Cats  intoth’  gutter  F  my  Puf>  too? 
tug.  Hear  us. 
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Gen .  We  muft  be  heard. 

Cl  a.  We  will  be  heard. 

Vitelli ,  look,  fee  Clara  on  her  Knees, 

Imploring  thy  Compaffion*  Heav’jn,  how  fternly 
They  dart  their  emulous  Eyes,  as  if  each  (corn'd 
To  be  behind  the  other  in  a  Look  ! 

Mother,  Death  needs  no  Sword  here  5  oh  my  Sifter, 
Fate  fain  would  have  it  fo,  perfuade,  entreat, 

A  Lady’s  Tears  are  blent  Orators, 

Or  fiiould  be  fo  at  lead,  to  move  beyond 
The  honeft-tongu’d  Rhetorician} 

Why  will  you  fight  ?  Why  do’s  an  Uncle’s  Death, 
Twenty  Year  old,  exceed  your  Love  to  me 
But  twenty  Days  ?  Whofe  forc’d  caufe,  and  fair  manner 
You  could  not  under  band}  only  have  heard. 

Cuftom,  that  wrought  fo  cunningly  on  Nature 
In  me,  that  I  forgot  my  Sex,  and  knew  not 
Whether  my  Body  Female  were,  or  Male, 

You  did  unweave,  and  had  the  Power  to  charm 
A  new  Creation  in  me*  made  me  fear  ^ 

To  think  on  thofe  deeds  I  did  perpetrate. 

How  little  Power  though  you  allow  to  me, 

That  cannot  with  my  Sighs,  my  Tears,  my  Prayers 
Move  you  from  your  own  lofs,  if  you  fhould  gain. 

Vtt.  I  muft  forget  you  Clara ,  ’till  1  have 
Redeem’d  my  Uncle’s  Blood,  that  brands  my  Face 
Like  a  peftirerous  Carbuncle:  1  am  blind 
To  what  you  do*  deaf  to  your  cries }  and  Marble 
To  all  impuifive  Exorations. 

When  in  this  Point  1  have  perch’d  thy  Father’s  Soul, 

I’ll  tender  thee  this  bloody  reeking  Hand, 

Drawn  forth  the  Bowels  of  that  Murtherer  * 

If  thou  can  ft  love  me  then,  I’ll  marry  thee, 

And  for  thy  Father  loft,  get  thee  a  Son  j 
On  no  Condition  elfe. 

Affift.  Moft  barbarous. 

Sya.  Savage. 

An.  Irreligious. 

Gen ,  Oh  Lucio ! 

Be  thou  merciful 3  thou  bear’d  fewer  Years, 
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Art  lately  wean’d  from  foft  Effeminacy, 

A  Maiden’s  Manners,  and  a  Maiden’s  Heart 
Are  Neighbours  dill  to  thee*  be  then  more  mild. 
Proceed  not  to  this  Combat}  be’ft  thou  defperate 
Of  thine  own  Life  ?  yet,  Deal  eft,  pity  mine: 

Thy  Valour’s  not  thine  own,  1  gave  it  thee, 

Thefe  Eyes  begot  it,  this  Tongue  bred  it  up. 

This  Bread  would  lodge  it;  do  not  ufe  my  Gifts 
To  mine  own  ruin*,  1  have  made  thee  rich, 

Be  not  io  thanklefs,  to  undo  me  for’t. 

Luc.  Miftrcfs,  you  know  I  do  not  wear  a  Vein 
I  would  not  rip  for  you,  to  do  you  Service  ; 

Life’s  but  a  Word,  a  Shadow,  a  melting  Dream, 
Compar’d. to  effential  and  eternal  Honour. 

Why,  would  you  have  me  value  it  beyond 
Your  Brother;  if  I  firfb  call  down  my  Sword, 

May  all  my  Body  here  be  made  one  Wound, 

£lid  yet  my  Soul  not  find  Heav'n  thorough  it. 

Alv.  You  would  be  Carter-*  walling  too,  but  Peace, 
Go,  get  you  home,  and  provide  Dinner  for 
Your  Son,  and  me  }  we’ll  be  exceeding  merry ; 

Oh  Lucio,  I  will  have  thee  Cock  of  all 
The  proud  Vitellies  that  do  live  in  Spain 

Fie,  we  fhall  take  cold :  Hunch  : - 1  am  hoarfe 

Already. 

Lam.  How  your  Siller  whets  my  Spleen  ! 

I  could  eat  Lucio  now. 

Gen.  Vitelli ,  Brother, 

Ev’n  for  your  Father’s  Soul,  your  Uncle’s  Blood, 

As  you  do  love  my  Life*,  but  lad,  and  moll. 

As  you  refpeft  your  own  Honour,  and  Fame, 

Th  row  down  your  Sword;  he  is  moft  valiant 
That  herein  yields  firll. 

Pit.  Peace,  you  Fool. 

Cla.  Why  Lucio * 

Do  thou  begin;  ’tis  no  Difparagcmenf, 

He’s  elder,  and  thy  better,  and  thy  Valour 
Is  in  his  Infancy. 

Gen .  Or  pay  it  me, 

To  whom  thou  ow’d  it*,  Oh,  thatconflant  Time 

Would 
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Would  but  go  back  a  Week,  then  Lucio 
Thou  would’ft  not  dare  to  fight. 

Eug.  Lucio ,  thy  Mother, 

Thy  Mother  begs  it ;  throw  thy  Sword  down  fir  ft. 

Alv.  I’ll  throw  his  Head  down  after  then. 

Gen.  Lamoraly 

You  have  often  fwore  you’d  be  commanded  by  me. 

Lam .  Never  to  this  *,  your  Spight  and  Scorn,  Gene « 
Has  loft  all  Power  in  me.  (Vsr*, 

Gen.  Your  hearing  for  fix  Words. 

Affift .  Sya ,  j4n.  Strange  Obftinacy! 

AL  Vit .  Luc .  Lam .  Well  ftay  no  longer. 

Cla.  Then  by  thy  Oath  Vttelliy 
Thy  dreadful  Oath,  thou  would’ft  return  that  Sword 
W  hen  I  fliould  ask  it,  give  it  to  me  now. 

This  inftant  I  require  it. 

Gen.  By  thy  Vow, 

As  dreadful  Lucio^  to  obey  my  will 

In  any  one  thing  I  would  watch  to  challenge, 

I  charge  thee  not  to  ftrike  a  ftroakj  now  he 

Of  our  two  Brothers  that  loves  Perjury 

Beft,  and  dares  firft  be  damn’d,  infringe  his  Vow. 

Sya.  Excellent  Ladies. 

Vit.  Pifh,  you  tyrannize. 

Luc.  W e  did  equivocate. 

Alv.  On.  5 

Cla.  Then  Lucio y 

So  well  I  love  my  Husband,  for  he  is  fo. 

Wanting  but  Ceremony,  that  I  pray 
His  vengeful  Sword  may  fall  upon  thy  Head 
Succefsfully  for  Falfe-hood  to  his  Sifter. 

Gen.  I  likewife  pray,  Vitelliy  Lucio7 s  Sword. 

Who  equally  is  my  Husband  as  thou  hers, 

May  find  thy  falfe  Heart,  that  durft  gage  thy  Faith, 
And  durft  not  keep  it. 

Affifl.  Are  you  Men,  or  Stone  ? 

Alv.  Men,  and  well  prove  it  with  our  Swords. 

Eug.  Your  hearing  for  fix  Words,  and  we  have  done. 
Zancbo ,  come  forth— — We’ll  fight  our  Challenge  too  * 
Now  fpeak  your  Refolutions, 

Enter 
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Enter  Bobadilla,  with  two  Swords  and  a  PiJioL 

Gen.  Thefe  they  are, 

The  firft  blow  given  betwixt  you,  theathes  thefe  Swords 
In  one  anothers  Boibrns. 

Bug.  And  Rogue,  look 
You  at  that  inftant'do  difcharge  that  Piftol 
Into  my  Bread  }  if  you  ftart  back,  or  quake, 

I  ll  Hick  you  like  a  Pig. 

Ah. — — Hold,  you  are  mad. 

Gen.  This  we  laid  *  and  by  our  hope  of  Blifs 
This  we  will  do  *,  fpeak  your  intents. 

Cl  a.  Gen.  Strike., 

Eug.  Shoot. 

AIL  Vit.  Lam.  Luc.  Hold,  hold  ;  all  Friends. 

Affifl.  Come  down. 

Ah.  Thefe  devilifh  Women 
Can  make  Men  Friends  and  Enemies  when  they  lift. 

Sya.  A  gallant  Undertaking,  and  a  happy  j 
Why  this  is  noble  in  you*,  and  will  be 
A  welcomer  Prefent  to  our  Mailer  Philips 
Than  the  return  from  his  Indies. 

Enter  Clara,  tlenevora,  Eugenia,  and  Bobadilla. 

Cl  a.  Father,  your  Blefting. 

Alv.  Take  hery  if  ye  bring  not 
Betwixt  you,  Boys  that  will  find  out  new  Worlds, 

And  win ’em  too.  I’m  a  falfe  Prophet. 

Vit.  Brother,  •• 

There  is  a  Sifter*,  long  divided  Streams 
Mix  now  at  length,  by  Fate. 

Boh.  I  am  not  regarded  y  I  was  the  careful  Steward 
that  provided  thefe  Inftruments  of  Peace,  I  put  tne  Ion- 
geft  Weapon  in  your  Sifter’s  Hand,  .my  Lord,  becaufe 
ihe  was  the  ihorteft  Lady:  For  likely  the ihorteft Ladies 
love  the  longed:— — —Men:  And  for  mine  own  part, 
I  could  have  difeharged  it :  my  Piftol  is  no  ordinary  Pi¬ 
ftol,  it  has  two  ramming  Bullets  >  but  thought  I,  why^ 
ihould  I  fhoot  my  two  Bullets  into  my  old  Lady?  11 
•they  had  gone,  I  would  not  have  ftaid  long  after;  I 
wou’d  ev’n  have  died  too,  bravely  i’faith,  like  a  Roman 
Steward  :>  hung  my  felf  in  mine  own  Chain,  and  there 
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had  been  a  ftory  of  Bobadilla,  Spindola,  Zancho ,  for  after 
Ages  to  lament.  Hum  *,  I  perceive,  I  am  not  only  not 
regarged,  but  alfo  not  rewarded. 

Alv.  Prethee  Peaces  ’fhalt  have  a  new  Chain,  next 
St.  Jaques  Day,  or  this  new  gilt. 

Bob .  1  am  fatisfied  *  let  Virtue  have  her  due  :  And 
yet  I  am  melancholy  upon  this  Atonement  *  pray  Heav’n 
the  State  rue  it  not :  I  would  my  Lord  Vitellfs  Steward, 
and  I  could  meet  j  they  fhould  find  it  fhould  coil  ’em  a 
little  more  to  make  us  Friends.  Well,  1  will  forfwear 
Wine  and  Women  for  a  Year:  and  then  I  will  be  drunk 
to  Morrow,  and  run  a  whoring  liko$r  Dog  with  a  bro¬ 
ken  Bottle  at’s  Tail  $  then  will  I  repent  next  Day,  and 
forfwear  'em  again  more  vehemently  be  forfworn  next 
Day  again,  and  rqpent  my  Repentance  ;  for  thus  a  me* 
lancholy  Gentleman  doth,  and  ought  to  live. 

AJfift.  Nay,  you  fhall  dine  with  tne>  and  afterward 
Pll  with  ye  to  the  King:  But  firll,  I  will 
Difpatch  the  Gaftle’s  Bufinefs,  that  this  Day 
May  be  compleat.  Bring  forth  the  Malefactors. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Pachieco,  Metaldi,  Mendoza, 
Lazarillo,  Piorato,  Malroda,  and  Guard, 

You  Alguazier^  the  Ring-leader  cf  thefe 
Poor  Fellows,  are  degraded  from  your  Office, 

You  muff  return  all  flolen  Goods  you  receiv’d, 

And  watch  a  twelve  Month  without  any  Pay : 

This,  if  you  fail  of,  all  your  Goods  confifcate, 

You  are  to  be  Whipt,  and  fent  into  the  Gal  lies. 

Alg.  I  like  all, but  refloring  ;  that  Catholick Doftrinc 
I  do  diflike:  learn  all  ye  Officers 

By  this  to  live  uprightly,  if  you  can.  [Exit, 

Affift.  You  Cobler,  to  tranllate  your  Manners  new. 
Are  doom’d  to  th’  Cloifters  of  the  Mend  cants. 

With  this  your  Brother,  Botcher,  there  for  nothing 
To  cobble,  and  heel  Hofe  for  the  poor  Friers, 

Till  they  allow  your  Penance  for  fufficient, 

And  your  Amendment  then  you  fhall  be  freed, 

And  may  fet  up  again, 

Each.  Mendoya^  come, 

Our  Souls  have  have  erode  awry  in  all  Men’s  fight, 

We’ll 
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Well  underlay  ’em,  till  they  go  upright. 

[Ex.  Pach  and  Mend. 
AJfifl.  Smith,  in  thofe  Shackles  you  for  )our  hard 
Mult  lie  by  th’  Heels  a  Year.  (Heart 

Met .  I  have  lhod  yourHorfe,  my  Lord.  [Exit, 

JtJJift.  Away  :  For  you,  my  hungry  white-loaf’d Face, 
You  mud  to  th’  Gallics,  where  you  fhall  be  fure 
To  have  no  more  Bits,  than  you  fhali  have  Blows. 

La%.  Well,  tho’  Herrings  want,  I  fhall  have  Rows. 
AJffl.  Signior,  you  have  prevented  us,  and  puniih’d 
Your  ielf  feverelier  than  we  would  have  done. 

You  have  married  a  Whore  *,  may  fhe  prove  honed:. 

pio.  Tis  better,  mv  Lord,  than  to  marry  an  honefl 
That  may  prove  a  Whore.  ('Woman, 

Vit .  Tis  a  handfome  Wench  j  and  thou  canft  keep  her 
pH  fend  you  what  I  promis’d.  (tame 

Pin.  joy  to  your  Lordfhips. 

Ah.  Here  may  all  Ladies  learn,  to  make  of  Foes 
The  perfe&’ft  Friends  j  and  not  the  perfccFft  Foes 
Of  d eared  Friends,  as  fome  do  now  a-days. 

Pit.  Behold  the  Power  of  Love,  to  Nature  loft 
By  Cuftom  irrecoverably,  pail  the  Hbpe 
Of  Friends  reftoring,  Love  hath  here  retriev’d 
To  her  own  Habit,  made  her  Blufh  to  fee 
Her  fo  long  monftrous  Metamorphofes  *, 

May  ftrange  Affairs  never  have  worfc  Succefi.  [ Exeunt . 


epilogue. 

OUR  Author  fears  there  are  fome  Rebel  Hearts , 
Whofe  Dullnefs  doth  off  of e  Love's  fiercing  Darts  f 
Such  will  be  aft  to  fay  there  wanted  Wit9 
The  Language  low ,  very  few  Scenes  are  writ 
With  Sfirit  and  Life ,  fuch  odd  things  as  thefe 
He  cares  not  for ,  nor  ever  means  to  fleafe ; 

For  if  your  felves ,  a  Mijlrefs  or  Love's  Friends , 

Are  lik'd  with  this  fnrntb  Play ,  he  hath  his  Ends. 
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Dramatis  Perform. 
MEN. 


DUKE  of  Siena,  Suitor  to  Belvidere. 

Silvio,  A  Gentleman  of  fatality ,  Servant  to  Belvidere. 
Claudio,  Silvio’-f  Friend ,  Brother  to  Ifabella. 

Bartello,  Captain  of  the  Citadel,  Uncle  to  Silvio. 

Lopez,  A  fordid  Ufurer ,  the  jealous  Husband  of  Ifabella. 
Lords  of  Florence. 

Lords  of  Siena. 

Councellors, 

Courtiers. 

Penurio,  A  hungry  Servant  to  Lopez. 

Soto,  A  merry  Servant  to  Claudio. 

A  Farmer ,  Father  to  Soto. 

Captain  .1 

Soldiers  of  the  Guard. 

A  Clark. 

Bomby,  An  Enemy  to  Watches  and  May -poles, 

Jldorri  ce -dancers . 

Mafpuers. 


Futchefs  of  Florence. 

Eelvidere,  A  virtuous  Frincefs ,  Daughter  to  the  Dutchefs 9 
in  Love  with  Silvio. 

Ivodope,  Wife  to  Bartello. 

Ifabella,  Wife  to  Lopez,  and Siflcr  to  Claudio. 

Jaquenet,  Servant  to  Ifabella. 

Two  Gentlewomen . 
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ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Bartello  and  Silvio. 
SILVIO. 

IS  true,  lhe  is  a  right  good  Princeft,  and 
a  juft  one,  ( Planet. 

And  Florence ,  when  fne  fets,  has  loft  a 
Bar.  My  Miftrefs  ?  I  tell  thee,  Geentle 
Nephew,  (nefs. 

There  is  notfgch  another  Friend  to  good** 
To  down-right  dealing,  to  Faith  and  true  Heart 
Within  the  Chr iftian  Confines  .*  Before  fhe  bleft  us, 
Juftice  was  a  Cheefe-monger,  a  meer  Cheefe-monger, 
Weigh’d  nothing  to  the  World  but  Mites  and  Maggots, 
And  a  main  ftink  5  Law,  like  a  Horfe-courfer, 

Her  Rules  and  Precepts  hung  with  Gaudes  and  Ribbonds, 
And  pamper’d  up  to  cozen  him  that  bought  her. 

When  (lie  her  felf  was  hackney,  lame  and  founder'd. 

SiL  But  the  fweet  Lady, 

Belvidere  the  bright  one- — — — 

Bar.  Ay,  there’s  a  Face  indeed  \  Oh  my  dear  Nephew, 
Could  a  young  Fellow  of  thy  fiery  Mettle 
Freeze,  and  that  Lady  in  his  Arms  ? 

SiL  I  think  not.  ( pafs. 

Bar.  Thou  haft  a  parlous  Judgment ;  but  let  that 
She  is  as  truly  virtuous,  fair,  and  noble, 

As  her  great  Mothers  good  3  and  that’s  not  ordinary, 

SiL  But  why  (To  many  Princes,  and  fo  great  ones 
Being  Suitors)  faould  the  Dutchefs  deny  to  match  her  ? 
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Bar.  She  is  a  Jewel,  Man,  hangs  in  her  Bofome, 

Her  only  Child  $  with  her  Eyes  fhe  fees  all  things, 
Difcourfes  with  her  Tongue,  and  pluck  her  from  her 
(So  dotingly  the  old  one  loves  her  young  one) 

You  pluck  her  Heart  out  too  :  Befides,  of  late  Days, 
The  Duke  of  Milan ,  who  could  never  win  her 
By  Love,  nor  Treaty,  laid  a  clofe  'Train  for  her 
In  her  own  private  Walks }  fome  forty  Horfe-men, 

So  to  furprize  her,  which  we  found,  and  dealt  with, 
And  fent  ’em  running  home  to  the  Duke  their  Matter, 
Like  Dogs  with  Bottles  at  their  Tails. 

Sil.  Since  that,  I  heard,  Sir, 

She  has  fent  her  to  your  Cittadel  to  fecure  her. 

My  Coufin  RoJope ,  your  Wife,  attending  her. 

Bar .  You  hear  a  Truth,  and  all  convenient  Flcafures 
Are  there  proportion’d  for  her. 

Sil.  I  would  fain,  Sir, 

Like  one  that  owes  a  duteous  fervice  to  her, 

Sometimes,  fo  pleafe  you - 

Bar.  Gentle  Coufin  pardon  me, 

I  muft  not,  nor  you  muft  not  dare  to  offer, 

The  laft  Edid  1  ies  on  his  Life  purfues  it} 

Your  Friend,  Sir,  to  command,  abroad  to  love  ycu, 

To  lend  ye  any  thing  1  have,  to  wait  upon  ye, 

Tut  in  the  Cittadel  where  I  ftand  charg’d, 

N  ot  a  bit  upon  a  march :  No  fervice.  Sir, 

No,  good  Sir*  by  no  means }  I  kifs  your  Hands,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Sil .  T o  your  keeping  only  ?  None  elfe  to  look  upon  her  ? 
None  but  Bartello  worthy  her  Attendance? 

No  Faith  but  his  to  ferve  her?  Oh  Belvidere , 

Thou  Saint  to  whom  my  Youth  is  facrific’d, 

Thou  Point  to  which  my  Life  turns,  and  my  Fortune, 
Art  thou  lock’d  from  me  now?  From  all  my  Cdmrorts, 
Art  thou  fnatclTd  violently  ?  Thou  hear  eft  me  not, 

Nor  canft  thou  fee,  fair  Soul,  thy  Servant’s  Mournings, 
Yet  let  thy  gentle  Heart  feel  what  his  Abfence, 

The  gre^t  divorce  of  Minds  fo  truly  loving, 

So  long,  and  nurs’d  in  one  Affedtion 

Even  from  our  Infant  Eyes,  fuck’d  in  and  nouri fil’d: 

Oh  let  it  feel  but  that,  and  there  (land  conftant. 


And 
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And  I  ambled.  My  dear  Aunt  Rodope, 

Th  at  is  her  Governefs,  did  love  me  dearly, 

There’s  one  hope  yet  to  fee,  her  5  when  he  is  ah  lent 
It  may  be  ventur  'd,  and  hie  may  work  it  clofdy ; 

I  know  the  Ladies  will  go  equal  with  me. 

And  lo  the  danger  of  the  Edibt  avoided ; 

Let  me  think  more,  for  I  mud:  try  all  hazards* 

Enter  Claudio  and  Soto. 

Soto.  Will  ye  go  yonder,  Sir? 

Cl  a.  Yes  marry  will  I,  Sir. 

Soto.  And  by  this  Ladder? 

Cla .  By  that  Ladder,  Goxcombe.  (broken, 

Soto.  Have  ye  any  more  Meeks  at  home  when  this  i$ 
For  this  will  crack  with  the  bed  Frier d  he  has.  Sir? 

Or  can  you  pitch  of  all  four,  like  an  Ape  now  ? 

Let  me  fee  you  tumble. 

Cla .  You  are  very  pleafant,  Sir. 

Sotoa  Mo,  truly  Sir,  S  fhpuld  be  loath  to  fee  ye 
Come  Buttering  down  like  a  young  Rook,  cry  iquab. 
And  take  ye  up  with  your  Brains  beaten  into  yourButtocks. 

Cla.  Hold  your  peace,  Afs:  Who’s  this  Hands  milling 
Silvio  ?  ('here  ? 

Sil.  Who  calls  me? 

Cla .  One  mod  glad  to  fee  you,  Sir. 

Sil.  My  deareft  Claudio  ?  What  make  you  thus  private, 
And  with  a  preparation  of  this  Mature  ?  ("Birds  Nells,. 
Soto.  We  have  leave  to  play,  and  are  going  to  climb 
Sil.  Prethee  what  is  it.  Friend?  Why  dart  ye  from  me? 
Is  your  old  Midrefs  grown  fo  coy  and  cruel, 

She  mud  be  fcaPd?  It  feems  you  are  loath  to  tell  me. 
Since  twenty  Years  continuance  of  our  Friendfhfip 
May  not  be  worth  the  weight  of  fuch  a  Secret, 

’Twill  be  but  rude  to  ask  again ,  fave  ye. 

Cla.  Nay  day,  dear  Silvio,  if  you  love  me  take’ I L 
For  ’till  you  know  it,  nevpr  W oman  labour’d 
As  I  do  now. 

Sil •  I’ll  do  my  bed  to  eafe  it. 

Cla.  You  have  heard,  the  Lady  BeJvidere- — - 
Sil.  What  heard,  Sir? 

Cla-  Heard,  tc  the'CIttadel,  upon  fame  fears 
She  is  confin’d  I  i  3  ' 
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Sil.  Why  dreams  he  on  this  Beauty? 

’Tis  true,  1  have  heard  it. 

Cla.  And  that  no  accefs, 

Noblefling  from  thofe  Eyes,  but  with  much  hazard. 
Even  hazard  of  a  Life. 

Sil.  He  dares  not  love  her  j 

I  have  heard  that  too,  but  whither  points  your  purpofe? 

Cla.  Oh  Silvio ,  let  me  fpeak  that  none  may  hear  me, 
None  but  thy  truth}  I  have  lov’d  this  Lady  long. 

Long  given  away  my  Life  to  her  Devotion, 

Long  dwelt  upon  that  Beauty  to  my  Ruin. 

Sil .  Dp’s  fhe  know  this  ? 

Cla.  No,  there  begins  my  Mifery, 

Ixion- like,  l  have  only  yet  clafp’d  Clouds, 

And  fed  upon  poor  empty  Dreams  that  ftarve  me. 

Sil.  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  now? 

Cla.  Though  I  die  for’t, 

T  hough  all  the  Tortures  in  the  World  hung  on  me, 
Arm’d  with  imperious  Love,  I  Hand  prepar'd  now, 

With  this  to  reach  her  Chamber}  there  to  fee  her. 

And  tell  her  boldly  with  what  Truth  1  love  her. 

Sil.  ’Twill  not  be  eafily  done,  Sir. 

Cla.  Oh  my  Silvio , 

The  harddt  things  are  fweetefl:  in  Pofleflion. 

Sil.  Nor  will  fhew  much  Difcretion. 

Cla.  Love  is  blind,  Man, 

And  he  that  looks  for  Reafon  there  far  blinder. 

Sil.  Have  ye  confider’d  ripely  ? 

Oa.  All  that  may  fall, 

And  arm’d  againfl:  that  all.  . 

Sil.  Her  Honour  too  ? 

W  hat  flic  may  fufler  in  this  rafli  Adventure 
The  beauty  of  her  Named 
Cla.  I’ll  do  it  clofely, 

And  only  at  her  Window,  with  that  caution - 

Sil.  Are  there  no  Guards? 

Cla.  Corruption  chokes  their  Service. 

J)*l*  Gr  do  you  hold  her  bred  fo  light  a  W oman, 
k  q  hold  commerce  with  Hrange  Ton°ues  ? 

'  J  <  Cla. 
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Cla.  W  hy  this  Service, 

This  only  hazard  of  my  Life  mult  tell  her, 

Though  Hie  were  Vejfas  lelf,  1  mull:  defefve  her. 

SiL  I  would  not  have  ye  go,  pray  let  it  fink  here. 
And  think  a  nobler  way  to  raife  your  Service,  ' 

A  fafer  and  awifer,. 

Cla.  ’Tis  too  late.  Sir. 

,  SiL  Then  1  mu  ft  fay,  you  fhall  not  go, 

Cla.  I  fhall  not  ? 

SiL  You  fhall  not  go;  ?hat  part  bred  with  ye3Friendfhicq 
Bids  me  fay  boldly  fo,  and  you  obferve  me. 

Cla.  You  ftretch  thatTye  too  far. 

SiL  I’ll  ftretch  it  farther.* 

The  Honour  that  I  bear  that  fpotlefs  Virtue 
You  fouly  leek  to  taint,  unnobly  covet, 

Bids  me  command  ye  ftay  5  if  not,  thus  force  ye. 

Sow.  This  will  be  worfe  than  climbing. 

Cla.  Why  do  ye  draw,  Sir? 

SiL  To  kill  thee,  if  thy  bale  Will  be  thy  Mafter. 

Cla.  I  ever  was  your  Friend, 

SiL  Whilft  thou  wert  horieft. 

And  not  a  Night-thief  of  another’s.  Honour  % 

I  never  call’d  a  Fool  my  Friend,  a  mad  Man., 

Tbatdurft  expofe  his  Fame  to  all  Opinions, 

His  Life  to  uohoneft  Dangers  :  1  never  lovTI  him, 

Durft  know  his  Name,  that  fought  a  Virgin’s  Ruin, 
Nor  evef  took  1  pleafure  in  acquaintance 
With  Men,  that  give  as  loofe  Reins  to  then  Fancies 
As  the  wild  Ocean  to  his  raging  Fluxes » 

A  noble  Soul  l  twin  with,  and  my  Love 
Follows  his  Life,  dares  mailer  his  AfteHjons, 

Will  ye  give  off,  or  fight? 

Cla.  I  will  not  fight  with  ye.* 

The  facrcd  Name  of  Friend  ties  up  that  Angerft 
Rather  I’ll  ftiidy. 

SiL  Do,  to  be  a  Friend  ft  ill, 

Cla.  If  this  way,  I  fhall  never  hold. 

SiL  1  ’ll  watch  ye : 

And  if  I  catch  ye  falfe,  by  Heav’n  ye  die  fdr’t. 

All  Love  forgot. 

Pa.  When  1  fear  that,  I  am  fit  for  ft.  !  Exeunt , 

U  4,  SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Lopez  at  a  Table  with  Jewels  and  Mony  upon  it7  an 

Egg  roafiing  by  a  Candle . 

Lop.  Whilft  prodigal  young  gaudy  Fools  are  banque- 
And  launching  out  their  States  to  catch  the  giddy5  (Yin  o'. 
Thus  do  I  ftudy  to  preferve  my  Fortune,  & 

And  hatch  with  care  at  home  the  Wealth  that  Saints  me. 
Here’s  Rubies  of  Bengala ,  rich,  rich,  glorious  3 
Thefe  Diamonds  of  Ormus  bought  for  little, 

Here  vented  at  the  price  of  Prince’s  Ranfomes  3 
How  bright  they  fhine  like  Conflellations, 

*1  he  South  Seas  j  reafure  here.  Pearl,  fair  and  orient, 
Able  to  equal  Cleopatra* s  Banquet  ; 

Here  Chains  of  Idler  Stones  for  Ladies  Lufters, 

Ingotts  of  Gold,  Rings,  Brooches,  bars  of  Silver, 

Thefe  are  my  Studies  to  fet  off  in  fale  well, 

And  not  in  Seniual  forfeits  to  confume  ’em. 

How  rolls  mine  Egg?  he  heats  apace,  I’ll  turn  him: 
VenuriOy  where  you  Knave  do  you  wait?  Penny  io , 

You  lazy  Knave. 

Pen .  Did  you  call,  Sir  ? 

Lop .  Where’s  your  Miftrefs? 

What  Vanity  holds  her  from  her  Attendance  ? 
t  Pew.  The  very  light  of  this  Egg  has  made  him  cockifh, 
What  would  a  dozen  butter’d  do  ?  She  is  within,  Sir. 
Lop.  Within,  Sir,  at  what  thrif  ye  Knave?  What 
getting  ?  (to  get  Meat  to  ir, 

ten.  Getting  a  good  Stomach,  Sir, and  lEe  knew  where 
She  is  praying  heartily  upon  her  Knees,  Sir, 

That  Heav’n  would  fend  her  a  good  bearing  Dinner. 

Lvp.  Nothing  but  Gluttony  and  Surfeit  thought  on, 
Health  flung  behind  3  had  die  not  Yefternight,  Sirrah, 
Two  Sprats  to  Supper,  and  the  Oil  allowable  ? 

Was  fne  not  lick  with  eating  ?  Had  ft  not  thou, 

(Thou  moll  ungrateful  Knave,  that  nothing  fatisfies/ 
/he  Water  that  1  boil’d  my  other  Egg  in 
Io  make  thee  hearty  Broth  ?  ° 

Pen.  Tis  true,  I  had.  Sir  3 
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But  I  might  as  foon  make  the  Philofophers  Stone  on’t. 
You  gave  it  me  in  Water,  and  but  for  Manners  fake, 

I  could  give  it  you  again,  in  Wind,  it  was  fo  hearty  fSir. 

I  fhall  turn  Piffing-conduit  fhonly,  my  Miftrefs  comes. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Lop.  Welcome,  my  Dove. 

Jfab.  Pray  ye  keep  your  welcome  to  ye, 

Unlefs  it  carries  more  than  Words  to  pleafe  me, 
is  this  the  Joy  to  be  a  Wife  ?  to  bring  with  me, 

Befides  the  N oblenefs  of  Blood  I  faring  from, 

A  full  and  able  Portion  to  maintain  me? 

Is  this  the  Happinefs  of  Youth  and  Beauty, 

The  great  content  of  being  made  a  Miftrefs, 

To  live  a  Slave  fubjedt  to  wants  and  hungers, 

To  jealoufies  for  every  Eye  that  wanders? 

Unmanly  jealoufiie. 

Lop .  Good  Jfab  ell  a. 

Ifab.  Too  good  for  you  ^  do  you  think  to  famiflime, 
Or  keep  me  like  an  Alms-woman  in  fuch  rayment, 

Such  poor  tinhandfome  Weeks  ?  am  I  old,  or  ugly  W 
I  never  was  bred  thus ;  and  if  your  Mifery 
Will  fuffer  wilful  Blindnefs  to  abufeme. 

My  Patience  {hall  be  no  Bawd  to  mine  own  Ruin. 

'Pen.  Tickle  him,  Miftrefs  j  to  him. 

Jfab .  Had  ye  love  in  ye. 

Or  any  part  of  Man- — — 

pen.  Follow  that,  Miftrefs 

Jfab.  Or  had  Humanity  but  ever  known  ye. 

You  would  fhame  to  ufe  a  Woman  of  my  way  thus, 

So  poor,  and  bafely  ;  you  are  it rangely  jealous  of  me, 
If  1  fhould  give  ye  caufe. 

Lop.  How,  Ifabella  ? 

Ifab.  As  do  not  venture  this  way  to  provoke  me. 

Pen.  Excellent  well,  Miftrefs. 

Lop.  How’s  this,  Ifabella  ? 

Jfab .  ’Twill  ftir  a  Saint,  and  I  am  but  a  Woman, 
And  by  that  tenure  may—- — . 

Lop ,  By  no  means  Chicken, 

You  know  I  love  ye  ;  fie,  take  no  example 

By  thofe  young  gadding  Dames3(you  are  noted  virtuous) 

That 
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That  (lick  their  Husbands  Wealth  in  trifles  on  ’em 
And  point  'em  but  the  way  to  their  own  Miferies*. 

I  am  not  jealous,  kifs  me, - i  am  not: 

And  for  your  Diet,  ’tis  to  keep  you  healthful, 

Surfeits  deitroy  more  than  the  Sword >  that  I  am  careful 
Your  Meat  fliould  be  both  neat,  and  cleanly  handled. 

See,  Sweet,!  am  Cook  my  felf,  and  mine  own  Cater. 

Pen.  A - of  that  Cook  cannot  lick  his  Fingers. 

Lop.  I’ll  add  another  Difh,  you  fliall  have  Milk  to  it, 
’Tis  nourifhing  and  good. 

Pen.  With  Butter  in’t,  Sir?"  .  ^  ... 

Lop.  This  Knave  would  breed  a  Famine  in  a  Kingdom: 
And  Cloaths  that  fhall  content  ye }  you  muff  be  wife  then. 
And  live  fequeilred  to  your  felf  and  me, 

Not  wand  ring  afte^  every  Toy  comes  crofs  ve,  (Penurio. 
N  or  (truck  with  every  Spleen :  What’s  the  Knave  doing  $ 
Pen .  Hunting,  Sir,  for  a  fecond  courfe  of  Flies  here, 
They  are  rare  new  Sallads. 

Lop.  For  certain  Ifabella, 

This  ravening  Fellow  has  a  Wolf  in’s  Relly  ' 
Untemperate  Knave,  will  nothing  quench  thy  Appetite  ? 
Ifaw  him  eat  two  Apples,  which  is  monflrous. 

Pen.  If  you  had  given  me  thofe’thad  been  more  mon- 
Lop.  ’  Tis  a  main  Miracle  to  feed  this  Villain,  ('(Irons. 
Come  Ifabella^  let  us  in  to  Supper, 

And  think  the  Rowan  Dainties  at  our  Table, 

’Tis  all  but  Thought.  [Exeunt. 

Fen.  Would  all  my  Thoughts  would  do  it  : 

The  Devil  ihould  think  of  purchafmg  that  Egg-ihell, 

To  victual  out  a  Witch  for  the  Burmoorbes  : 

’Tis  Treafon  to  any  good  Stomach  living  now 
To  hear  a  tedious  Grace  laid,  ani  no  Meat  to’ t  5 
I  have  a  Radifh  yet,  but  that’s  but  tranfitory.  [Exit* 

S  C  E  N  E  llh 

Enter  Soto. 

Soto.  Can  any  living  Man,  uniefs  a  Rafcal 
That  neither  knows  himfelf,  nor  a  fafhion’d  Gentleman, 
Take  me  for  a  worfe  Man  than  my  Mailer  now? 

]  am  naturally  proud  in  thefe  Cloaths:  But  It  Pride  now 

Should 
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Should  catch  a  fall  in  what  I  am  attempting, 

’Tis  but  a  Proverb  found,  and  a  Neck  broken. 

That’s  the  worft  can  come  on’t,  a  Gentleman’s  gone  then, 
A  Gentleman  o’th’  firlt  Houfc,  there’s  the  end  on  i : 

My  Mailer  lies  moft  pitifully  complaining, 

Wringing  and  kicking  up  to  th’ Ears  in  Love  yonder, 
And  fuch  a  lamentable  Noife  he  keeps,  it  kills  me: 

I  have  got  his  Gloat hs,  and  if  l  can  get  to  her 

By  hook  or  crook  here,  luch  a  Song  I'll  flng  her - - 

I  think  Ifhall  be  hang’d,  but  that’s  no  matter,  ( Elephant, 
What’sa  hanging  among  Friends:  1  am  valiantnowas  an 
I  have  conflder’d  what  to  fay  too^  let  me  fee  now, 

This  is  the  place,  his  plaguy  high-:,  Hay,  aj:  that  lower  Win- 
Let  me  aim  finely  now,  like  a  good  Gunner,  (flow 
It  may  prove  but  a  whipping. 

Enter  Silvio. 

S/7.  I  law  fome  Body 

Pafsby  me  now,  and  though  it  were  dark,  methought  yet 
I  knew  the  Cloaths:  Ha,  let  me  not  be  cozen’d. 

The  Ladder  too,  ready  to  fling  it  ?  Mowftrous ! 

3Tis  he,  ’tis  Claudio-,  n  oft  voluptuous  Villain, 

Scandal  to  Womans  Credit:  Love,  I  forget  thee,  (there? 
Soto.  What  will  hedoi’th’Narne  of  Heav’n,  what’s  that 
S/7.  And  all  the  Friendfhip  that  I  bore  thee,  bury  here, 
Soto.  W  hat  has  he  in’s  Hand  ?  1  hope  but  a  Cudgel. 

S/7.  Thy  faults  forgive,  O  Heav’n  .*  Farewel  thou  Traitor* 
Soto.  1  am  flain,  1  am  (lain. 

S/7.  He’s  down  and  dead,  dead  certain, 

’Twas  too  rafh,  too  full  of  Spleen,  (lark  dead< 

This  is  no  place  now  to  repent  in,  only 

Would  [  had  given  this  Hand  t7  at  ihot  the  Piftol 

I  had  mifs’d  thee,  and  thou  were  once  more  Claudio.  [Exit. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Cl  a.  Why  fhould  I  lovethus  foolflhly?  Thus  del  perately? 
And  give  away  my  Heart  where  no  hope’s  left  me? 

Why  fhould  not  the  true  counfel  of  a  Friend  reftrain  me? 
The  Devil’s  Mouth  I  run  in  to  affright  me, 

The  Honour  of  the  Lady,  charm  my  wildnefsj 
I  have  no  Power,  no  Being  of  my  felf, 

No  Reafon  ftrone  enough  now  left  within  me 
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To  bind  my  Will;  O  Love,  thou  God,  or  Devil, 

Or  what  thou  art,  that  plays  the  Tyrant  in  me. 

Soto.  Oh. 

Cla .  What’s  that  Cry  ? 

Soto.  A  Surgeon,  a  Surgeon, 

Twenty  good  Surgeons. 

Cla.  ’Tis  not  far  from  me, 

Some  Murther  o’ my  Life. 

Soto.  Will  you  let  me  die  here  ? 

No  drink  come,  nor  no  Surgeon? 

Cla.  ’Tis  my  Man  fure, 

His  Voice,  and  here  he  lies;  how  is  it  with  thee? 

Soto,  I  am  {lain,  Sir,  1  am  {lain. 

Cla.  Slain?  Who  has  llainthee? 

Soto .  Kill’d,  kill’d,  out-right  kill’d. 

Cla .  Where’s  thy  hurt? 

Soto.  I  know  not, 

But  I  am  fure  I  am  kill’d. 

Cla.  Canfl  thou  lit  up, 

That  I  may  find  the  hurt  out  ? 

Soto.  I  can  fit  up. 

But  ne’er  thelefs  I  am  fiain. 

Cla .  ’Tis  not  o’  this  fide  ? 

Soto.  No,  Sir,  I  think  it  be  not* 

Cla.  Nor  o’  this  fide, 

Was  it  done  with  a  Sword  ? 

Soto.  A  Gun,  a  Gun,  fweet  Mailer.  (Man. 

Cla.  The  Devil  a  Bullet  has  been  here*  thou  are  well, 
Soto.  No  fare  I  am  kill’d. 

Cla .  Let  me  fee  thy  Thighs,  and  Belly  : 

As  whole  as  a  Fifh  for  any  thing  I  lee  yet  ; 

Thou  bleed’il  no  where. 

Soto.  1  think  I  do  not  bleed.  Sir, 

But  yet  1  am  afraid  I  am  Bain. 

Cla.  Stand  up  Fool, 

Thou  hail  as  much  hurt  as  my  Nails  whofhot  thee^ 

A  Pottle,  or  a  Pint  ? 

Soto.  Signior  Silvio  fhot  me 
In  thefe  Clothes  s  taking  me  for  you,  and  feeing 
1  he  Ladder  in  my  Hand  here,  which  l  Hole  from  ye, 

Th  inkin 
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Thinking  to  have  gone  to  the  Lady  my  felf,  and  have 
fpoke  for  ye.  (rah* 

Cla.  If  he  had  hit  ye  home,  he  had  ferv’d  ye  right,  Sir- 
You  faucy  Rogue }  how  poor  my  intent  fhews  to  me. 
How  naked  now,  and  foolilh  ? 

Soto.  Are  ye  fure  he  has  not  hit  me, 

It  gave  a  mondrous  Bounce? 

Cla .  You  rofe  o3  your  right  Side, 

And  faid  your  Prayers  too,  you  had  been  payed  elfe  $ 

But  what  need’d  thou  a  Bullet,  when  thy  Fear  kills  thee? 
Sirrah,  keep  your  own  Counfel  for  all  this,  you’ll  be 
If  it  be  known.  fhang’d  elfe, 

Soto.  If  it  be  by  my  means,  let  me  5 
I  am  glad  I  am  not  kill’d,  and  far  more  gladder 
My  Gentleman-like  Humour’s  out;  I  feel  ’tis  dangerous. 
And  to  be  a  Gentleman,  is  to  be  kill’d  twice  a  Week. 

Cla. Keep  your  felf  clofe  i’th’  Country  for  a  while,Sirrah. 
There’s  Mony,  walk  to  your  Friends. 

Soto.  They  have  no  Fidols, 

Nor  are  no  Gentlemen,  that’s  my  Comfort.  [Exit. 

Cla.  I  will  retire  too,  and  live  private  }  for  this  Stfvie9 
Inflam’d  with  noblenefs,  will  be  my  Death  elfe* 

And  if  I  can  forget  this  Love  that  loads  me. 

At  lead:  the  danger  *,  and  now  I  think  on’t  better, 

I  have  fome  Conclufions  elfe  invites  me  to  it.  [Exit. 


A  C  T  II.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Rodope,  and  Silvio,  at  fever  a  l  Doors . 

RaJ.lyTEphew. 

X  %  Sil.  My  dear  Aunt. 

Rod.  Would  you  goby  thus  flily, 

And  never  fee  me,  not  once  fend  in  to  me, 

Your  loving  Aunt  ?  fhe  that  above  all  thofe 
I  call  my  Kindred,  honour’d  you,  and  placed  you 
Neared  my  Heart  ? 

Sil.  i  thank  you,  worthy  Aunt, 

But  fuch  at  this  time  are  my  Occafions — -  Rod. 
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Rod.  You  ilia!)  not  go  yet,  by  my  Faith  you  fhallnotj 
I  will  not  be  deny’d*  Why  look  ye  fad,  Nephew? 

SiL  1  am  feldom  ot  her  *  Oh,  this  Blood  fits  heavy  j 
As  I  walk’d  this  way  late  laft  Night, 

In  Meditation  of  fome  things  concern’d  me - - 

Rod.  What,  Nephew  ? 

Sil.  Why  methought  I  heard  a  Piece,  Lady, 

A  Piece  fhot  off,  much  about  this  Place  too, 

But  could  not  judge  the  caufe,  nor  v/hat  it  beaded, 

U nder  the  Caflle-wal  1 . 

Rod.  We  heard  it  too, 

And  the  Watch  purfu’d  it  prefentiy,  but  found  nothing, 
Not  any  tra£t. 

Sil.  1  am  right  glad  to  hear  it  5 
The  Ruffians  furely  that  command  the  Night 
Have  found  him,  ftript  him;  and  into  the  River 
Convey’d  the  Body. 

Rod .  You  look  dill  fadder,  Nephew, 

Is  anything  within  thefe  Walls  to  comfort  ye? 

Speak,  and  be  Mailer  of  it. 

Sil .  Ye  are  a  right  Courtier, 

A  great  Profefibr,  but  a  poor  Performer.  ("that  way. 

Rod.  Do  you  doubt  my  Faith  ?  you  never  found  me 
I  dare  well  fpeak  it  boldly,  but  a  true  Friend. 

Sil.  Continue  then. 

Rod.  Try  me,  and  fee  who  falters. 

Sil .  I  will,  and  prefentiy  *,  kis  in  your  Power 
To  make  me  the  moil  bound  Man  to  your  Courtefie. 

Rod.  Let  me  know  how,  and  if!  fall- - - 

Sil.  ’Tis  thus  then. 

Get  me  accefs  to  the  Lady  Bshidere, 

But  for  a  Minute,  but  to  fee  her  3  your  Husband  now 
Is  fafe  at  Court,  I  left  him  full  employ’d  there. 

Rod.  You  have  ask’d  the  thing  without  my  Power  to 
The  Lawlies  on  the  danger;  if  1  lov’d  ye  not  ('grant  ye, 
I  would  bid  ye  go,  and  there  be  found,  and  die  for’t. 

SiLl  knew  your  Love, and  where  there  inew’d  a  danger 
How  far  you  durfl  llep  for  me  3  give  me  a  true  Friend, 
That  where  occafion  is  to  do  a  Benefit 
Aims  at  the  End,  and  not  the  Rubs  before  it  *, 
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1  was  a  Fool  to  ask  ye  this,  a  more  Fool 
To  think  a  Woman  had  fo  much  noble  Nature 
To  entertain  a  Secret  of  this  burthen  *, 

Ye  had  beft  to  tell  theDutehefs  I  perfwaded  ye. 

That’s  a  fine  courfe,  and  one  will  win  ye  Credit  $ 
Forget  the  Name  of  Coufin,  blot  my  Blood  out. 

And  fo  you  raife  your  felf,  let  me  grow  fhorter. 

A  Woman  Friend!  He  that  believes  that  weaknefi^ 
Steers  in  a  ftormy  Night  without  a  Compafs. 

Rod .  What  is’t  I  durft;  not  do  might  not  impeach  ye? 
Sil.  Why  this  ye  dare  not  do,  ye  dare  not  think  of. 
Rod,  ’Tis  amain  hazard. 

Sil.  If  it  were  not  fo, 

I  would  not  come  to  you  to  feek  a  favour 
Rod.  You  will  lofe  your  felf. 

Sil.  The  lofs  ends  with  my  felf  then. 

Rod .  You  will  but  fee  her  ? 

Sil.  Only  look  upon  her 
Rod .  Not  ftay  ? 

Sil .  Prefcribe  your  time. 

Rod.  Not  traffick  with  her, 

In  any  clofe  dilhonourable  Action  ? 

Sil .  Stand  you  your  felf  by. 

Rod.  1  will  venture  for  ye, 

Recaufe  ye  {hall  be  fure  I  am  a  touch’d  Friend, 

I’ll  bring  her  to  ye  \  come  walk,  you  know  the  Garden, 
And  take  this  Key  to  open  the  little  Poftern, 

There  Hand  no  Guards. 

Sil.  I  fhall  foon  find  it.  Aunt.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  two  Soldiers. 

1  Sol.  Is  the  Captain  come  home  ? 

2  Sol.  No,  who  commands  the  Guard  to  Might  ? 
i  Sol.  1  think  Petruchb. 

z  Sol.  What’s  the  ’Word  ? 

i  Sol.  None  knows  yet.  ( once, 

zSol.  I  would  this' Lady  were  married  out  o’thd  way 
Or  out  of  our  Cuftodies  *,  l  wifh  they  would  take  in 
more  Companies, 
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For  I  am  fare  we  feel  her  in  our  Duties  fhrewdly. 

i  Sol.  ’Tis  not  her  fault  I  warrant  ye,  fhe  is  ready  for’t. 
And  that’s  the  Plague,  when  they  grow  ripe  for  Mar- 
They  mud  be  dipt  like  Hawkes,  (rage, 

z  Sol.  Give  me  a  mean  Wench, 

No  State  doubt  lies  on  her,  fhe  is  always  ready. 

i  Sol.  Come  to  the  Guard,  ’tis  late,  and  fure  the 
Cannot  be  long  away.  #  (Captain 

z  Sol.  1  have  watch’d  thefe  three  Nights,  ^ 

To  Morrow  they  may  keep  me  tame  for  nothing. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

V  •  V  , 

Enter  Silvio,  Belvidere,  and  Rodope  with  4  Light. 

Sil.  This  is  the  Place,  1  think  }  what  Light  is  that 
The  Lady  and  my  Coufm  ?  ("there  ? 

Bel.  Is  this  the  Garden  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  Madam. 

Sil.  Oh  my  bleil'ed  Miftrefs, 


Saint  of  my  Soul. 

Bel.  Speak  fcftly,  take  me  to  ye. 

Oh  Silvio ,  I  am  thine,  thine  ever,  Silvia. 

Rod.  Is  this  yourPromife,  Sir?  Lady,  your  Honour? 
1  am  undone  if  this  be  feen,  difgrac’d. 

Fallen  under  all  difcredit. 

Bel  Do  you  love  ftill? 

Dear,  do  you  keep  your  old  Faith? 

Sil.  Ever,  Lady  •, 

And  when  that  fails  me,  all  that  s  good  forfakc  me. 

Rod-  Do  not  you  fhame  ?  Madam,  I  mud  not  fuffer 
1  will  not  fuffer  it  •,  Men  call  you  virtuous,  ("this, 
What  do  you  mean  to  lofe  your  felf  thus  ?  Silvio, 

I  charge  thee  get  away,  1  charge  you  retire  ye, 

I’ll  call  the  Watch  elle. 

Sil.  Call  all  the  World  to  fee  us, 

We  live  in  one  another’s  Happinefs, 

And  fo  will  die. 

Bel.  Here  will  1  hang  for  ever. 

Rod.  As  ye  refpect  me,  as  hereafter,  Madam, 
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You  would  enjoy  his  Love - -nothing  prevail  with  ye? 

I’ll  try  my  ftrength  then;  get  thee  gone,  thou  Villain, 
Thou  Promife-breaker. 

Sil.  1  am  ty’d,  I  cannot. 

Rod.  Ill  ring  the  Bell  then. 

Sil.  Ring  it  to  death,  I  am  fixt  here. 

Enter  Bartello,  stnd  two  Soldiers  with  Lights .  f 

Bar.  I  faw  a  Ligh  t  over  the  Garden  Walk, 

Hard  by  the  Ladies  Chamber,  here’s  fome  knavery. 

As  I  live,  I  faw  it  twice. 

Rod.  The  Guard,  the  Guard  there  5 
I  muft  not  Puffer  this,  it  is  too  mifchievous. 

Bar .  Light  up  the  Torch5I  fear’d  this,  ha  ?  Yoting SlMo  ? 
How  got  he  in? 

1  Sold.  The  Devil  brought  him  in  Pure, 

He  came  not  by  us. 

Ear.  My  Wife  between  ’em  buffing:? 

Guard,  pull  him  off. 

Rod .  Now,  now,  ye  feel  the  Mifery? 

Bar.  You,  Madam,  at  an  hour  Po  farundecent? 

Death,  O  my  Soul  !  This  is  a  foul  fault  in  ye, 

Your  Mother’s  Care  abus’d  too,  Light’s  to  her  Chamber^ 
I  am  forry  to  fed^his. 

Bel.  Farewel  my  Silvio , 

And  let  no  Danger  (ink  thee.  • 

Sil.  Nor  Death,  Lady.  "[Erteurit 

Bar.  Are  ye  Po  hot?  I  Phall  prepare  ye  Fhyficfe 
Will  purge  ye  finely,  neatly,  you  are  too  fiery  5 
Think  of  your  Prayers,  Sir,  ail  you  have  not  forgot  9etn  y 
Can  ye  fiy  i’th’  Air,  or  creep  ye  in  at  Key^holes  ? 

1  have  a  Gin  will  catch  ye  though  you  conjured  : 

Take  him  to  Guard  to  Night,  to  ftrong  and  fi  re  Gtiafd ; 
111  back  toth’  Dutchefs  prefently:  No  iels  Sport  fer^eye^ 
Than  the  Heir  to  a  Dukedom?  Play  at  Pulh-pin  there. 
Sir?  /  1 ;;  0 

It  was  well  aim’d,  but  plague  upon’t,  you  fliot  fhort. 
And  that  will  lofe  your  Game. 

Sil.  I  know  the  lofs  then. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Claudio  like  a  Merchant . 

Clan*  Now,  in  this  Habit  may  I  fafely  fee 
How  my  incenfed  Friend  carries  my  Murther, 

Who  little  I  imagin’d  had  been  wrought 
To  fuch  a  height  of  Rage,  and  much  I  grieve  now 
Mine  own  blind  Pattion  had  fo  matter’d  me 
I  could  not  fee  his  Love,  lor  fure  he  loves  her, 

And  on  a  nobler  Ground  than  I  pretended. 

Enter  Penurio. 

It  mutt  be  fo,  it  is  fo  j  what  Penurio , 

My  fhotten  Friend,  what  Wind  blew  you? 

Pen .  F aith  ’tis  true, 

Any  ftrong  Wind  will  blow  me  like  a  Feather, 

I  am  all  Air,  nothing  of  Earth  within  me. 

Nor  have  not  had  this  Month,  but  that  good  Dinner 
Your  Worfhip  gave  me  yefterday,  that  ftays  by  me. 
And  gives  me  Ballaft,  elfe  the  Sun  would  draw  me. 

Cla .  But  does  my  Miftrefs  fpeak  ttill  of  me? 

Pen .  Yes,  Sir, 

And  in  her  deep,  that  makes  my  Matter  n\ad  too, 

And  turn  and  fart  for  Anger. 

Cla .  Art  fure  fhe  faw  me? 

Ten.  She  faw  ye  at  a  Window. 

Cla.  ’Tis  moft  true, 

In  fuch  a  place  I  faw  a  Gentlewoman, 

A  young,  fweet  handfome  Woman. 

Pen ,  That’s  fhe,  that’s  fhe,  Sir. 

Cla.  And  well  die  view’d  me,  I  view'd  her. 

Ten *  Still  fhe,  Sir. 

Cla.  At  latt  ttieblufh’d,  and  than  look’d  off. 

Ten.  That  Blufh,  Sir, 

If  you  can  read  it  truly - - * 

Cla .  But  didft  thou  tell  her, 

Or  didtt  thou  fool  me,  thou  knewett  fuch  a  one  ? 

Pen.  I  told  her,  and  I  told  her  fuch  a  fweet  Tale-— * 
Cla.  But  did  die  hear  thee? 

Pen.  With  a  thoufand  Ears,  Sir, 

And  fwallow’d  what  I  faid  as  greedily, 
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As  great-belly’d  Women  do  Cherries,  Stones  and- all, Sir. 
Cla.  Methinksihe  fhouid  not  love  thy  Mailer? 

Pen .  Hang  him  Pilcher, 

There’s  nothing  loves  him,  his  ownCat  cannot  endure  him. 
She  had  better  lye  with  a  Bear,  for  he  is  fo  hairy. 

That  a  tame  Warren  of  Fleas  frisk  round  about  him, 

Cla.  And  wilt  thou  work  Hill? 

Pen.  Like  a  Miner  for  }e. 

Cla.  And  get  accefs? 

Pen.  Or  conjure  you  together, 

T'isher  delire  to  meet,  {he  is  poyfon’d  with  him, 

And  till  (lie  take  afweet  frefh  Air,  that’s  you,  Sir. 

Cla,  There’s  Moity  for  thee,  thou  art  a  precious  Variety 
Be  fat,  be  fat,  and  blow*thy  Mailer  backward. 

Pen.  Blow  you  my  Miftrefs,  Sir,  as  flat  as  a  Flounder, 
Then  blow  her  up  again,  as  Butchers  blow  their  Veals  i 
If  ihe  die  upon  the  fame 

Bury  her,  bury  her  in  God’s  Name.  fthee, 

Cla.  Thou  art  a  merry  Knave  *  by  this  Hand  Pll  feed 
Ti  jl  thou  crack’il  at  both  dhds,  if  thou  daf’it  do  this 
Thou  {halt  eat  no  fantaftical  Porridge, 

Nor  lick  the  Dilh  where  Oil  was  y&fterday, 

Dull,  and  dead  Flies  to  day  j  Capons,  Fat  Capons—  — „ 

Pen .  Oh  hearty  found.  \ 

Cla.  Cramb’d  full  of  itching  Oyflersy 
Pen.  Will  ye  have  the  Dutchefs? 

Cla.  And  Lobfters  big  as'Gauntlets, 

Thou  {halt  defpife  bafe  Beef. 

Pen .  I  do  defpife  it,  -  r 

And  now  methinks  I  feel  a  Tart  come  fliding. 

Cla .  Leaping  into  thy  Mouth  $  but  firft  deal  faithfully.’ 
Ten .  When  will  ye  come? 

Cla .  To  Morrow. 

Pen.  I’ll  attend  ye, 

For  then  my  Mailer  will  be  out  in  bufinefs, 

Cla.  What  News  abroad? 

Pen .  ’Mas,  as  I  was  coming  to  you, 
l  heard  that  Signior  Silvio ,  a  good  Gentleman, 

Many  a  good  Meal  I  have  eaten  with  him - — • 

Cla .  What  of  him? 

Pen. 
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Pen.  Was  thisday  to  be  arraign’d  before  the  Dutchefs, 
But  why*  I  could  not  hear. 

Cla.  Silvio  arraign’d  ? 

Go,  get  ye  gone*  and  think  of /me. 

Ten.  I  fly*  Sir.  *  [Exit  Pen. 

Cla.  Arraign’d?  For  what?  For  my  fuppofed  Death  ? 
That  cannot  be  lure,  there’s  no  Rumour  of  it.  fNo, 
Be  it  what  it  will,  I  will  be  there  and  fee  it. 

And  if  my  help  will  bring  him  off,  he  has  it.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Dutcbefs *  Lords *  Silvio  Prifoner^  Belvidere,  Bar- 
tello*  Rodope,  Claris  Councilors ,  and  Attendants 

Butch.  Read  the  Edidt  lafl;  made, 

Keep  lilence  there. 

Clerk.  If  any  Man  of  what  Condition  foever ,  and  a  Subject y 
after  the puhUfbing  of  this  Edicf  fall  without fpecial  Li¬ 
cence  fro^i  the  great  Dutcbefs ,  attempt  or  buy  s  offer,  or 
make  an  At  tempt ,  to  foliate  the  Love  of  the  Prince fs  Bel- 
videre*  the  Perfon  Jo  offending  fall  forfeit  his  Life. 

Conn.  The  reafon  why  my  Royal  Miflrefs  here. 

In  her  lafl:  Treaty  with  Sienna's  Duke, 

Promis’d  her  beauteous  Daughter  there  in  Marriage, 

The  Duke  of  Milan ,  Rival  in  this  Fortune, 

Unnobly  fought  by  pradtice  to  betray  hery 
Wh  ich  found,  and  crofs’d*  the Gittadel  receiv’d  her, 

There  to  fecureher  Mother’s  word*  the  lafl  caufe, 

So  many  Gentlemen  of  late  enamour’d 
On  this.mofl:  beauteous  Princefs,  and  not  brooking 
One  more  than  other,  to  deferve  a  Favour, 

Blood  has  been  fpilt,  many  brave  Spirits  loft,  (flence. 
And  more,  unlefs  fhe  had  been  kept  clofe  from  their  Vio- 
Had  like  to  have  followed:  Therefore  for  due  prevention- 
Of  all  luch  Hazards  and  unnoble  Adtions, 

This  lafl;  Edidt  was  publilh’d,  which  thou  Silvio, 

Like  a  falfe  Man,  a  bad  Man,  and  a  Traitor 
HaA  rent  a-pieces,  and  contemn’d  *  for  which  caufe 
T  hou  ftandeft  a  guilty  Man  here  now. 
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Enter  Claudio.  ^ 

Clerk.  Speak  Silvio , 

What  canft  thou  fay  to  avoid  the  Hand  bFJuflice?  (it. 
6/7.  Nothing,  but  l  confefs,  fubmit  and  lay  my  Head  to 
Bel.  Have  ye  no  Eyes,  my  Cords,  no  Underflandings? 
The  Gentleman  will  ca  ft  him  fell  away* 

Call  himfelf  wilfully :  Are  you,  or  you  Guilty? 

No  more  is  he,  no  more  Taint  flicks  upon  him : 

I  drew  him  thither,  ’twas  my  way  betray’d  him, 

I  got  the  entrance  kept,  1  entertain’d  him, 

I  hid  the  danger  from  him,  forced  him  to  me. 

Poor  gentle  Soul,  he’s  in  no  part  I  ranfgrefling, 

I  wrote  unto  him. 

5/7.  Do  not  wrong  that  Honour, 

Call  not  upon  that  Purenefs  thefe  Afperfions, 

It  was  my  Love,  my  Violence, 

My  Life  mull  anfwer  it :  I  broke  in  to  her, 

Tempted  the  Law,  folicited  unjuftly. 

Bel.  As  there  is  Truth  in  Heav’n,  L  was  the  firft  caufe  2 
How  could  this  Man  have  come  to  me,  left  naked 
Without  my  Counfeland  Provifion?^ 

What  hour  could  he  find  out  to  pafs  the  Watches, 

But  1  mull  make  it  fure  firft?  Reverend  Judges, 

Be  not  abus’d,  nor  let  an  innocent  Lif  e  lie 
Upon  your  Shaking  Confcience^  I  did  it, 

My  Love  the  main  Wheel  that  fet  him  a  going* 

His  motion  but  compell’d. 

5/7.  Can  ye  believe  this?  ' 

And  know  with  what  a  Modefty  and  Whiteness 
Her  Life  was  ever  rank’d?  Can  you  believe  this, 

And  fee  me  here  before  ye,  young  and  wilful . 

Apt  to  what  danger  Love  dares  thruft  me  on, 

And  where  Law  flops  my  way,  apt  to  contemn  iti 
If  I  were  bafhful,  old,  or  dull,  and  fleepy 
In  Loves  Alarms,  a  Woman  might  awake  nie, 

Direft,  and  clew  me  out  the  way  to  Happinels: 

But  I,  like  Fire,  kindled  with  that  bright  Beauty, 

Catch  hold  of  all  Occafions,  and  run  through  ’em.  . 
Bel.  I  charge  ye,  as  your  honeft  Souls  will  anlwer  it. 
5/7.  I  charge  ye,  as  you  are  the  Friends  to  Virtue, 
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That  has  no  Pattern  living  but  this  Lady. 

Bel.  Let  not  his  Blood— _ 

Stl.  Let  not  her  Wilfulnefs - 

For  then  you  aft  a  Scene  Hell  will  rejoy ce  at. 

Bel.  He  is  clear. 

Sil.  She  is  as  white  in  this  as  Infants. 

^  Cla.  1  he  God  of  Loveproteft  your  Caufe,  and  help  ye. 
Two  nobler  pieces  of  Affeftion 
*1  hefeEyes  ne’er  look’d  on  j  if  fuch  Goodnefs  perifh. 

Let  never  true  Hearts  meet  again,  but  break.  [Exit. 
1  Lord.  A  ftrange  example  of  Hrong  Love,  a  rare  one. 
z  Lord.  Madam,  we  know  not  what  to  fay,  to  think  on. 
Dutch.  1  mull:  confefs  it  Hr  ikes  me  tender  too. 
Searches  my  Mother’s  Heart:  You  found ’em  there? 

Bar.  Yes  certain,  Madam. 

Dutch.  And  fo  linked  together  ? 

Bar.  As  they  had  been  one  piece  of  Alablafler. 

Dutch.  Nothing  difhonourable? 

SH.  So  let  my  Soul  have  Happinefs, 

As  that  1  houghtyet  durfi:  never  feekthis  Bofom. 

Dutch.  What  iha'l  I  dop’Hasbpoke  my  Law, abus’d  me^ 
Fain  would  I  know  the  Truth,  either  confefs  it, 

And  let  me  underfland  the  main  Offender, 

Or  both  {hall  feel  the  Torture. 

Sil.  Are  ye  a  Mother,* 

The,Mother  offo  fweet  a  Rofe  as  this  is  ? 

So  pure  a  Flower?  And  dare  ye  lofe  that  Nature? 

Dare  ye  take  to  your  felf  fo  great  a  Wickednefs, 
f  Oh  holy  Heav’n)  of  thinking  what  may  ruin 
This  goodly  Building?  This  Temple,  where  the  Gods 
Give  me  a  thoufand  Tortures,  I  deferve’em,  ("dwell? 
And  {hew  me  Death  in  all  the  Shapes  imagin’d. 

Bel.  No  Death  but  I  will  anfwer  it,  meet  it,  feek  it  * 

No  Torture  but  IT1  laugh  upon’t,  and  kifs  it. 

1  Lord.  This  is  no  way. 

z  Lord.  They  fay  n  a  more,  for  certain, 

*  han  their  ftrong  Hearts  will  fuffer. 

Dutch.  I  have  bethought  me j 
o  Lords,  although  I  have  a  Child  offending, 

-Nature  dates  not  forget  fhe  is  a  Child  flill  ■, 
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Till  now,  I  never  look’d  on  Love  imperious  .• 

I  have  bethought  me  of  a  w&y  to  break  ye, 

To  feperate,  though  not  your  Loves,  your  Bodies.* 

Silvio  attend,  I’ll  be  your  Judge  my  felf  now. 

The  Sentkice  of  your  Death  (becaufe  my  Daughter 
Will  bear  an  equal  part  in  your  Affli&ionsJ 
I  take  away,  and  pardon,*  this  remains  then 
An  eafie  and  a  gentle  Punifhment, 

And  this  fhall  be  fulfill’d :  Becaufe  unnobly 

You  have  fought  the  Love  and  Marriage  of  a  Princcfs* 

The  abfolute  and  foie  Heir  of  this  Dukedom, 

By  that  means,  as  we  mud  imagine  llrongly, 

To  plant  your  felf  into  this  Rule  hereafter, 

We  here  pronounce  ye  a  Man  banifh’d  from  us# 

Sil.  For  ever  banifh’d,  Lady? 

Dutch.  Yet  more  Mercy, 

But  for  a  Year,  and  then  again  in  this  place 
To  make  your  full  appearance  *  yet  more  Pify, 

If  in  that  time  you  can  abfolve  a  Queftion, 

Writ  down  within  this  Scrowl,  abfolve  it  rightly. 

This  Lady  is  your  Wife,  and  fhall  live  with  ye* 

If  not,  you  lofe  your  Head. 

Sil.  1  take  this  Honour, 

And  humbly  kifs  thofe  Royal  Hands. 

Dutch .  Receive  it .*  Bartello ,  to  your  old  Guard  take 
And  fo  the  Court  break  up.  ("the  Princefs, 

SiL  Farewel  to  all, 

And  to  that  fpotlefs  Heart  ray  endlefs  Service*  [Exit, 

i  Lord.  What  will  this  prove? 
z  Lord,  i’ll  tell  you  a  Year  hence.  Sir.  [Exeunt*, 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Penurio,  Ifabella,  and  Claudio. 

Ten .  Are  you  pleas’d  now?  Have  not  I  wrought  this 
Non  eben  fat  to  Signieur .  ("wpnder 

Cl  a.  Rarely,  Penurio. 

Pen.  Clofe,  clofe  then,  and  work  Wax. 

Cla .  I  am  ftudying  for  thee 
A  Dinner,  that  lhall  vi&ual  thee  for  ten  Year* 
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Fen.  Do  you  hear,  Miflrefs  ? 

You  know  what  a  dunder  Whelp  my  Matter  is, 

I  need  not  preach  to  ye,  how  unfit  and  wanting 
1  o  give  a  Woman  fatisfadhon : 

How  he  ttinks,  and  fnores,  a  Bull’s  a  better  Bed- fellow ; 
-And  for  his  Love,  never  let  that  deceive  ye. 

Jfab  Nay  lure  he  loves  me  not. 

Pen.  If  he  could  Coyn  ye, 

Or  turn  ye  into  Mettal,  much  might  be  then  ; 

He  loves  not  any  thing  but  what  is  Traffick: 

I  have  heard  him  fwear,  he  would  fell  ye  to  the  Grand 
Jfab.  The  Turk?  tfignior. 

Fen.  1  he  very  Turk,  and  how  they  would  ufe  ye. 
Jfab.  Ml  fit  him  fort  :  The  Turk  ? 


Fen.  1  know  the  price  too: 

Now  ye  have  time  to  pay  him,  pay  him  home  Miftrefs; 
Pay  him  o’th’  Pate,  clout  him  for  all  his  Courtcfies  ; 
Here’s  one  that  dances  in  your  Eyes,  young,  delicate. 
To  work  this  V engeance;  if  ye  let  it  flip  now, 

*1  here  is  no  pitying  of  ye.  Od’s  precious,  Miftrefs, 
Were  I  his  Wife,  I  would  fo  mall  his  Mazard, 

Tis  Charity,  meer  Charity,  pure  Charity, 

-Are  you  the  firtt  ?  Has  it  not  been  from  Eve's  time, 

W  omen  w  ould  have  their  fafe  Revenges  this  way  ? 

And  good  and  gracious  Women,  excellent  Women; 

Is’t  not  a  handfome Gentleman,  a  fweet  Gentleman? 
View  him  from  Head  to  Foot,  a  coinpleat  Gentleman; 
YV  hen  can  ye  hope  the  like  again  ?  I  leave  ye, 

And  my  Revenge  too,  with  ye;  1  know  my  Office, 

Fi!  not  be  far  ofi,  be  not  long  a  fumbling, 

W  hen  danger  fhall  appear,  Ml  give  the’larme.  [Exit. 

Ifab.  You  are  welcome,  Sir,  and  would  it  were  my  For- 
T o  afford  a  Gentleman  of  your  fair  feeming  ( tunc 

A  freer  Entertainment  than  this  Houfe  has  : 

You  partly  Jtnrw,  Sir.- - — 

Cla.  Know,  and  pity,  Lady, 

Such  fweetnefs  in  the  Bud,  fhould  be  fo  blafted  ; 

Dare  you  make  me  your  Servant? 

Ifab.  Dare  you  make,  Sir,  ‘  * 

fervice  worthy  of  a  Womans  Favour 

t  o'i*  f  I  i  V  i:  V  t  ■  -  ri  •  r 
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By  Condancy  and  Goodnefs  ? 

Cla.  Here  I  fwear  to  ye, 

By  the  unvalued  Love  I  bear  this  Beauty, 

('And  kifs  the  Book  too )  never  to  be  recreant, 

To  honour  ye,  to  truly  love,  and  ferve  ye, 

My  Youth  to  wait  upon  ye,  what  my  Wealth  has. 

Ifab.  Oh  make  me  not  To  poor  to  fell  AfFeftlon, 

Thofe  bought  Loves,  Sir,  wear  fader  than  the  Monies! 
A  handfome  Gentleman. 

Cla.  A  mod  delicate  lweet  one, 

Let  my  Truth  purchafe  then. 

Ifab.  I  fhould  fird  try  it, 

But  vou  may  happily- — — - 
Cla.  You  {hill  not  doubt  me. 

I  hope  die  loves  me*,  when  1  prove  falfe,  fhatne  take  me^ 
Will  < e  believe  a  little? 

Ifab.  I  fear,  too  much,  Sir. 

Cla .  And  will  ye  love  a  little? 

Ifab.  That  fhould  be  your  Part. 

Cla.  Thus  1  begin  then,  thus  and  thus. 

Ifab .  A  good  beginning, 

We  have  a  Proverb  fays,  makes  a  good  ending. 

Cla.  Sayyefo?  ’tis  well  inferred. 

Ifab.  Good  Sir,  your  Patience } 

Methinks  I  have  ventur’d  now,  like  a  weak  Bark* 

Up  on  a  broken  Billow,  that  will  fwallow  me, 

Upon  a  rough  Sea  of  Sufpicions, 

Stuck  round  with  jealous  Rocks. 

Fen .  within  A  hem,  a  hem  there.  (me, 

Ifab.  This  is  my  Man  5  my  Fears  too  foon  have  found 

Enter  Penurio. 

Now  what’s  the  News  ? 

Fen .  A  pox  of  yonder  old  Rigcl, 

The  Captain,  the  old  Captain. 

Ifab.  What  old  Captain? 

Ten.  Captain  Courageous  yonder  of  the  Cattle, 
Captain,  Don  Diego,  old  Bartello. 

Ifab .  Where  is  he? 

Fen.  He’s  coming  inj 

’Twould  vex  the  Deyil,  that  fuch  an  old  Potgun  as  this, 

-  ;  ^  ~ ^  '  "  That 
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That  can  make  no  Sport, ftiould  hinder  them  that  can  do 
Ifab.  I  would  not  have  him  fee  the  Gentleman,  fit. 
For  all  the  World,  my  Credit  were  undone  then. 

Ten.  Shall  I  fling  a  Pifs-pot  on’s  Head  as  he  comes  in, 
And  take  him  into  th’Kitehin,  there  to  dry  him. 

Ifab.  TharwitLaot  do  >  and  he  is  fo  humorous  too 
He'  will  come  in. 
da.  What  is  he? 

Jfab.  One  much  troubles  me. 

pen.  And  can  do  nothing,  cannot  eat. 

ifab.  Your  fight  now, 

Out  oFa  driveling  Dotage  he  bears  to  me, 

May  makeJnm  tell  my  Husband,  and  undo  me. 

Cl  a.  What  would  ye  have  me  do  ? 

Jfab .  But  for  a  while,  Sir, 

Step  here  behind  this  Hanging,  prefently 

rii  anfwer  him,  and  then - 

Cl  a.  I  will  obey  ye. 

Enter  Bartello. 

Bar.  Where’s  my  rich  Jeweller?  1  have  Stones  to  fett. 
Fen .  He  is  abroad,  and  fure.  Sir. 

Bar.  There’s  for  your  Service} 

Where’s  the  fair  Lady?  All  alone,  fweet  Beauty  ? 

Jfab  She’s  never  much  alone.  Sir,  that’s  acquainted 
With  fuch  Companions  as  good  honefl Thoughts  are. 

Bar.  I’ll  fit  down  by  thee,  and  I’ll  kifs  thy  Hand  too. 
And  in  thine  B^trTiwear  hy  my  Life  1  love  thee. 

Ifab.  Yc  are  a  merry  Captain. 

Bar.  And  a  mad  one,.  Lady} 

By  th’  mas  thou  haft  goodly  Eyes, excellent  Eyes ,Wench, 
Ye  twinkling  Rogues,  look  what  thy  Captain  brings 
Thou  muft  needs  love  me,  love  me  heartily,  (thee. 
Hue  me,  and  love  me;  hug  me  clofe. 

Ifab.  Fie,  Captain.  fr*h. 

Bar.  Nay,  I  have  ftrength,  and  I  can  ftrain  ye,  Sir- 
And  vault  into  my  Seat  as  nimbly,  little  one, 

As  any  of  your  fmooth-chintfd  Boys  in  Florence. 

I  rauft  needs  commit  a  little  folly  with  ye. 

I’ll  not  be  long,  a  bridelingcaft,  and  away  Wench  ; 

The  hob-nail  thy  Husband’s  as  fitly  out  o’th’  way  now  ? 
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Ifab.  Do  you  think  he  keeps  a  Btwdy-houfc? 

Bar .  That’s  all  one. 

Ifab.  Or  did  you  ever  fee  that  lightnefs  in  my  Carriage, 
That  you  might  promife  to  your  felf— — 

Bar.  Away  Fool, 

A  good  turn’s  a  good  turn  *,  I  am  an  honeft  Fellow*, 
Ifab.  You  have  a  handfome  Wife,  a  virtuous  Gentle- 
Bar.  They  are  not  for  this  time  o’th’  Year,  (woman, 
Ifab.  A  Lady, 

That  ever  bore  that  great  Refpeck  to  you. 

That  noble  Conftancy. 

Bar .  That's  more  than  I  know. 

Enter  Maid ,  andPtnxxno. 

Maid.  OhMiflrefs,yeare  undone,my  Matter’s  coming. 
Pen .  Coming  hard  by  here. 

Bar.  Plague  con  fume  the  Rafcal, 

Shall  l  make  Pctty-patties  of  him? 

Ifab.  Now  what  Love,  Sir? 

Fear  of  your  coming  made  him  Jealous  firfT, 

Your  finding  here,  will  make  him  mad  anddefperate,1 
And  what  in  that  wild  Mood  he  will  execute-— — * 
Bar .  I  can  think  ©f  nothing,  I  have  no  Wit  left  me, 
Certain  my  Head’s  a  Multard-pot. 

Ifab.  I  have  thought.  Sir, 

And  if  you’ll  pleafe  to  put  in  Execution 
What  1  conceive — — 

Bar.  I’ll  do  it,  tell  it  quickly. 

Ifab.  Draw  your  Sword  quickly,  and  go  down  inrag’d, 
As  if  you  had  purfu’d  fomeFoc  up  hither, 

And  grumble  to  your  felf  extreamly,  terribly. 

But  not  a  word  to  him,  and  fo  pafs  by  him. 

Bar .  I’ll  do  it  perfectly. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Ifab .  Stand  you  flill,  good  Sir. 

Bar .  Rafcal,  Slave,  Villain,  take  a  Houfe  fo  poorly, 
After  thou  haft  wrong’d  a  Gentleman,  a  Soldier, 

Bafe  Poltroon  Boy,  you  will  forfake  your  Neft,  Sirrah. 
Lop.  The  matter,  good  fweet  Captain  ? 

Bar ,  Run-away  Rogue, 

And  take  a  Houfe  to  cover  thy  bafe  Cowardize, 

HI 
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I’ll  whip  ye,  I’ll  fo  fcourge  ye. 

Lop.  Mercy  upon  me, 

What’s  all  this  matter,  Wife  ? 

Did  you  meet  the  mad  Man  ? 

Cop.  I  never  faw  the  Captain  fo  provok’d  yet. 

Jfab.  Oh  he’s  a  Devil  fure,  a  moll  bloody  Devil, 

He  follow’d  a  young  Gentleman,  his  Sword  drawn. 
With  fuch  a  fury,  how  I  lhake  to  think  on’t. 

And  foin’d,  and  flafh’d  at  him,  and  fwore  he’d  kill  him, 
Drove  him  up  hither,  follow’d  him  Hill  bloodily. 

And  if  I  had  not  hid  him*  fure  had  (lain  him 
A  mercilefs  old  Man. 

Cl  a.  Moll  virtuous  Lady, 

Even- as  the  giver  of  ray  Lite,  I  thank  ye.  (fome  7 
L'f.  This  Fellow  mull  not  Hay  here,  he  is  too  hand- 
He  is  gone,  Sir, and  you  may  pafs  now  with  all  Security, 
I'll  be  your  Guide  my  felf,  and  fuch  a  way 
I’ll  lead  ye,  none  (hall  crofs,  nor  none  lhall  know  ye. 
The  Doors  left  open,  Sirrah,  I’ll  ftarve  you  for  this 
I’ll  make  thee  fad  o’  Sundays  •,  and  for  you  Lady,  (trick, 
I’ll  have  your  Lodgings  farther  off,  and  clofer, 

I’ll  have  no  Street-lights  to  you  ;  will  you  go,  Sir? 

Cla.  I  thank  ye.  Sir  ^  the  Devil  take  this  Fortune  ; 
And  once  more  ail  my  Service  to  your  Goodnefs. [Exit . 

Pen.  Now  could  I  eat  my  very  Arms  for  Madnefs, 
Crofs ’d  in  the  nick  o’th’  matter?  Vengeance  take  it, 
And  that  old  Cavalier  that  fpoil’d  our  Cock-fight ; 

Ifll  lay  the  next  Plot  furer. 

If  ah.  I  am  glad,  and  forty  5 
Glad,  that  I  got  fo  fairly  oft  Sufpicion 
Sorry,  I  loft  my  new  lov’d  Friend. 

Pen.  Not  loft,  Miftrefs  7 
I’ll  conjure  once  again  to  raife  that  Spirit; 

In,  and  look  foberly  upon  the  matter, 

We’ll  ring  him  one  Peal  more,  and  if  that  fall, 

The  Devil  take  the  Clappers,  Bells,  and  all.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Dutchefs ,  Lords,  and  Rodope. 

Butch,  WTO  W  Rodope ,  how  do  you  find  my  Daughter? 
xN  Rod,  Madam,  I  find  her  now  what  you 
would  have  her, 

What  the  State  wilhes  her*,  I  urg’d  her  fault  to  her. 
Open’d  her  Eyes,  and  made  her  fee  the  mifehief 
She  was  running  with  a  headlong  Will  into* 

Made  her  dart  at  her  Folly,  fhake  and  tremble. 

At  the  meet  Memory  of  fuch  an  Ignorance, 

She  now  contemns  his  Love,  hates  his  Remembrance, 
Cannot  endure  to  hear  the  Name  of  Silvio  * 

JHis  Perfon  (pits  at. 

Butch ;  I  am  glad  to  hear  this.  (dam. 

Rod.  And  humbly  now  to  your  Will,  your  Care,  Ma- 
Bends  her  Affe&ions,  bows  her  Obedience; 

Syennrfs  Duke  with  new  Eyes  now  file  looks  on. 

And  with  a  Princely  Love,  lit  for  his  Perfon, 

Returns  that  Rappinefs  and  Joy  he  look’d  for  ; 

The  general  good  of  both  the  Neighbour  Dukedoms. 
Not  any  private  End,  or  rafh  Adt&ion, 

She  aims  at  now;  hearing  the  Duke  arriv’d  too, 
fTo  whom  fhe  owes  all  Honour,  and  all  Service,) 

She  charg’d  me  kneel  thus  at  your  Grace’s  Feet, 

And  not  to  rife  without  a  general  Pardon. 

Butch.  She  has  it,  and  my  Love  again,  my  old  Love, 
And  with  more  Tendernefs  I  meet  this  Penitence, 

Than  if  fhe  ne’er  had  darted  from  her  Honour; 

I  thank  ye  Rodope,  am  bound  to  thank  ye, 

And  daily  to  remember  this  great  Service, 

This  honed  faithful  Service  ;  go  in  Peace, 

And  by  this  Ring,  delivered  to  Bartello, 

Let  her  enjoy  our  Favour,  and  her  Liberty, 

And  prefently  to  this  Place,  with  all  Honour, 

See  her  conduced. 

Rod.  Your  Grace  has  made  me  happy;  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Syenmfs  noble  Duke,  craves  his  Admittance. 

Enter  Duke  of  Syenna  » nth  Attendants . 

Dutch.  Go,  wait  upon  his  Grace*,  Fair  Sir,  you  are 
Welcome  to  her  ever  admir’d  your  Virtues  ifwelcome. 
And  now  methinks  my  Court  looks  truly  noble  j 
You  have  taken  too  much  Pains,  Sir., 

Syen .  Royal  Lady, 

To  wait  upon  your  Grace  is  but  my  Service. 

Dutch.  Keep  that, Sir, for  the  Saint  ye  have  vow’d  it  to. 
Syen.  1  keep  a  Life  for  her;  finceyour  Grace  pleafes 
To  jump  fo  happily  into  the  matter, 

1  come  indeed  to  claim  your  Royal  Promife, 

The  beauteous  Belvidere  in  Marriage, 

I  /feme  to  tender  her  my  Youth,  my  Fortune, 

My  everlafting  Love. 

Enter  Belvidere,  Bartello,  Rodope,  and  Attendants. 
Dutch .  You  are  like  to  win,  Sir  *, 

All  is  forgot,  forgiven  too*,  no  fadnefs 

My  good  Child,  you  have  the  fame  Heart  ftill  here. 

The  Duke  of  Syenna ,  Child,  pray  ufe  him  nobly. 

Syen.  An  Angel  Beauty. 

Bel.  Your  Grace  is  fairly  welcome, 

And  what  in  Modefty  a  blufhing  Maid  may 
Wilh  to  a  Gentleman  of  your  great  Goodnefs* 

But  Wifhes  are  too  poor  a  Pay  for  Princes.  ("ties, 

Syen.  You  have  made  me  richer  than  all  States  andTi- 
One  Kifs  of  this  white  Hand’s  above  all  Honours* 

My  Faith,  dear  Lady,  and  my  fruitful  Service, 

My  duteous  Zeal - 

Bel.  Your  Grace  is  a  great  Matter, 

And  fpeak?  too  powerfully  to  be  refitted  * 

Once  more  you  are  welcome, Sir, to  me  you  are  welcome, 
To  her]  that  honours  ye;  I  could  fay  more,  Sir, 

But  in  another’s  Tongue 't  were  better  fpoken.  (happy  * 
Syen.  As  wife  as  fair,  you  have  made  your  Servant 
I  never  faw  fo  rich  a  Mine  of  fweetnefs.  (Journey, 
Dutch.  Will  your  Grace  pleafe,  after  your  painful 
To  take  feme  reft?  Are  the  Duke’s  Lodgings  ready  ? 
Lord.  All,  Madam. 

*  '  y 
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Dutch .  Then  wait  upon  his  Grace,  all,  and  to  Mor- 
We'll  fiiew  ye  in  what  high  efteem  we  hold  ye,( row, Sir, 
’Till  then  a  fair  repofe. 

Syen.  My  faireft  Service,  [Exit  Duke1  &c. 

Dutch.  You  havefo  honour’d  me,  my  dearefi  Daughter, 
So  truly  pleas'd  me  in  this  Entertainment, 

I  mean  your  loving  Carriage  to  Syenna , 

That  both  for  ever  I  forget  all  Trefpafles, 

And  to  fecure  you  next  of  my  full  Favour, 

Ask  .wfiat  you  will  within  my  Power  to  grant  ye, 

Ask  freely  *  and  if  I  forget  Oiy  Protnife - — 

Ask  confidently. 

Bel .  You  are  too  Royal  to  me*, 

To  me  that  have  fo  fooliihly  tranfgrefs’d  you, 

So  like  a  Girl,  fo  far  forgot  my  Virtue, 

Which  now  appears  as  bafe  and  ugly  to  me, 

As  did  his  Dream,  that  thought  he  was  in  Paradife, 
AwSk’d  and  faw  the  Devil  *,  how  was  I  wander’d  ? 
With  what  Eyes  could  I  look  upon  that  poor,  that 
courts  thing,  (thing? 

That  wretched  thing  call’d  SilvieJ  that,  now,  defpis’d 
And  lofe  an  Objeft  of  that  graceful  Sweetnefs, 

That  God-like  Prefence,  as  Syenna  is  ? 

Darknefs,  and  cheerful  Day,  had  not  fuch  Difference  % 
But  I  muft  ever  blefs  your  Care,  your  Wifdom, 

That  led  me  from  this  labyrinth  of  Folly, 

How  had  I  funk  elfe  ?  what  Example  given  ? 

Dutch .  Prethee  no  more,  and  as  thou  art  my  belt  one, 
Ask  fomething  that  may  equal  fuch  a  Goodnefs. 

Bel .  Why  did  ye  let  him  go  fo  {lightly  from  ye. 
More  like  a  Man  in  triumph,  than  condemn'd  *, 

Why  did  ye  make  his  Penance  but  aQaeftion, 

A  Riddle,  every  idle  Wit  unlocks. 

Dutch.  ’Tis  not  fo, 

Nor  do  not  fear  it  foj  he  will  not  find  i£, 

I  have  given  that  (unlefs  my  felf  difcover  it) 

Will  coft  his  Head. 

Bel.  ’Tis  fubjedl:  to  Conflruftion  ? 

Dutch.  That  it  is  too. 

?  Beh  It  may  be  then  abfolv’d, 

And 
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And  then  are  we  both  (corn’d  and  laugh’d  at.  Madam; 
Befide  the  Promife  you  have  ty’d  upon  it. 

Which  you  mu  ft  never  keep. 

Dutch .  I  never  meant  it. 

Bel.  For  Heav’n  lake  let  me  know  ity’tis  my  Suit  to  ye. 
The  Boon  you  would  have  me  ask  ;  let  me  but  lee  it. 
That  if  there  be  a  way  to  make’t  fo  ftrong, 

No  Wit  nor  powerful  Reafon  can  run  through  it. 

For  my  Dif  race,  I  may  beg  of  Heav’n  to  grant  it. 

Dutch.  Fear  not,  it  has  been  put  to  (harper  Judgments 
Than  e’er  he  (hall  arrive  at  5  my  dear  Father, 

That  was  as  fiery  in  his  Underftanding, 

And  ready  in  his  Wit  as  any  living, 

Had  it  two  Years,  and  ftudied  it,  yet  loft  it; 

This  Night  ye  are  my  Bed-fellow,  there  Daughter 
Into  your  Bofom  I’ll  commit  this  Secret, 

And  there  we’ll  both  takeCounfel. 

Bel.  1  fhall  find 

Some  trick  1  hope  too  ftrong  yet  for  his  Mind.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  1L 

Enter  Penurio. 

Ten.  Methinks  I  am  barten’d  well  oflate,  grown  lufty, 
Fat,  high,  and  kicking,  thanks  to  the  bounteous  Rugio  -3 
And  now,  methinks  I  fcorn  thefe  poor  Repafts, 
Checfe-parings,  and  the  (linking  Tongues  of  Pilchers  $ 
But  why  (houid  I  remember  theie  ?  they  are  odious, 

They  are  odious  in  mine  Eyes  *,  the  full  fat  Difti  now, 
The  bearing  Difti  is  that  I  reverence, 

The  Difti  an  able  Serving-man  (wears  under, 

And  bends  i’th’  Hams,  as  if  the  Houfe  hung  on  him. 
That  Difti  is  the  Difti ;  hang  your  bladder  Banquets, 

Or  half  a  dozen  of  Turnips  and  two  Muftirumps, 

Thefe  when  they  breed  their  beft, hatch  but  two  Belches; 
The  ftate  of  a  fat  Turky,  the  Decorum 
He  marches  in  with,  all  the  Train  and  Circumftance*, 

Tis  fuch  a  matter,  fuch  a  glorious  matter. 

And  then  his  Sauce  with  Oranges  and  Onions, 

And  he  difplaid  in  all  Parts,  for  fuch  a  Difti  now, 

And  at  my  need  I  would  bit  ray  my  Father, 

And  for  a  rolled  Conger,  all  my  Country.  Enter 
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Enter  Bartello. 

Bar.  What,  my  Friend  Lean-gut ,  how  does  thy  beau- 
tcous  Miftreft  ?  ( pipe  ? 

And  where’s  yourMafter,  Sirrah?  Where’s  that  Horn- 
Pen.  My  Miftrefs,  Sir,  does  as  a  poor  wrong’dGemlewo- 
Too  much,  Heav’n  knows, oppreft  with  Injuries  j  ( man. 
May  do  and  live. 

Bar .  Is  the  old  Fool  fliil  jealous? 

Pen.  As  old  Fools  are,  and  will  be  ftill  the  fame.  Sir. 
Bar.  He  muft  have  caufe ;  He  muft  have  caufe. 

Pen.  ’Tis  true,  Sir, 

And  would  he  had  with  all  my  Heart. 

Bar .  He  fhall  have. 

Pen .  For  then  he  had  Salt  to  his  Saffron  Porridge. 

Bar.  Why  do  not  I  fee  thee  fometime  ?  W hy,thou  flarv’d 
Rafcal  ? 

Why  do  not  ye  come  to  me,  you  precious  Bow-cafe? 

I  keep  good  Meat  at  home,  good  ftore. 

Pen.  Yes,  Sir,  I  will  not  fail  ye  all  next  Week. 

Bar.  Thou  art  welcome, 

I  have  a  fecrct  I  would  fain  impart  to  thee, 

But  thou  art  fo  thin,  the  Wind  will  blow  it  from  thee. 
Or  Men  will  read  it  through  thee. 

Pen.  Wrap’d  up  in  Beef,  Sir, 

In  good  grofs  Beef,  let  all  the  World  look  on  me. 

The  Englijh  have  that  trick  to  keep  Intelligence. 

Bar .  A  witty  Knave  ^  firft  there’s  to  tie  your  Tongue 
Ten.  Dumb  as  a  Dog,  Sir.  flip. 

Ear.  Next,  hark  in  your  Ear,  Sirrah. 

Pen.  Well,  very  well,  excellent  well  j  his  done.  Sir, 
Say  no  more  to  me. 

Bar.  Say  and  hold. 

Pen .  ’Tis  done,  Sir. 

Bar.  As  thou  lov’ft  butter’d  Eggs,  (wear 
Pen.  Let  me  kifs  the  Book  firft, 

Buthcre’s  my  Hand,  brave  Captain. 

Bar.  Look  ye  hold,  Sirrah.  [Exit* 

Pen.  Oh  the  molt  precious  vanity  of  this  World  *, 

W  hen  fuch  dry’d  Neats-tongues  mud  be  foak’d  and.  larded 
With  young  fatfupple  Wenches?  Oh  the  Devil, 

What  can  he  do,  he  cannot  fuck  an  Egg  off 
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Eut  his  Back's  loofe  fth’  Hilts:  Go  thy  ways,  Captain, 
Well  may  thy  warlike  Name  work  Miracles, 

But  if  e’er  thy  founder’d  Courfer  win  much  more, 

Or  ftand  right  but  one  train - 

Enter  three  Gentlemen. 
i  Gen .  Now  Signior  Shadow , 

What  art  thou  thinking  of,  how  to  rob  thy  Matter  ? 

Pen.  Of  his  good  Deeds?  The  Thief  that  undertakes 
Muft  have  a  hook  will  poze  all  Hell  to.  hammer  .*  ( that 

Have  ye  dined  Gentlemen,  or  do  you  purpofe  ? 
z  Gent.  Dined,  two  long  hours  ago* 

Fen.  Pray  ye  take  me  with  ye. 

3  Gent.  To  Supper,  dott  thou  mean? 

Pen.  To  any  thing 

That  has  the  fmeli  of  Meatin’t*,  tell  me  true,  Gentlemen, 
Are  not  you  three  going  to  be  finfui? 

To  iropard  a  Joint,  or  fo?  I  have  found  your  Faces, 

And  fee  Whore  written  in  your  Eyes. 

1  Gent.  A  parlous  Rafcal, 

Thou  art  much  upon  the  matter; 

Pen.  Have  a  care  Gentlemen, 

’Tis  a  fore  Age,  very  fore  Age,  lewd  Age, 

And  Women  now  are  like  old  Knights  Adventures, 

Full  of  inchanted  Flames,  and-dangerous.  fnour. 

2  Gent.  W  here  the  moft  Danger  is,  there’s  the  moftHo- 
Pen.  I  grant  ye,  Honour  moll  confifts  in  Sufferance, 

And  by  that  rule  you  three  fhould  be  moll  Honourable. 

3  Gent.  Afubjde  Rogue  \  but  canft  thou  tell,  Penuria , 

Where  we  m^y  light  upon - 

Pen ,  A  learned  Surgeon?  ('Wenches. 

3  Cent.  Pox  take  ye  Fool,  I  mean  good  wholfome. 
Pen.  ’Faith  wholfome  Women  will  but  fpoil  ye  too, 

For  you  are  fo  us’d  to  fnap-haunces :  But  take  my  Counfel, 
Take  fit  old  Women,  fat,  and  five  and  fifty, 

The  Doy-days  are  come  in. 
z  Gent.  Take  fat  old  Women  ? 

Pen.  The  fatter  and  the  older,  fill  the  better, 

You  do  not  know  the  pleaiiireof  an  old  Dame, 

A  fat  old  Dame,  you  do  not  know  the  knack  on't: 

They  are  like  our  Country  Grots,  as  cool  as  Cbrijltnas , 

And 
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And  fare  T  th’  Keels. 

i  Gent.  Hang  him  llarv’d  Fool,  he  mocks  us. 

3 Gent.  PenuriO) thou  know’ll:  all  the  handfome  Wenches? 
What  fhall  I  give  thee  for  a  Merchant’s  Wife  now? 

Ten .  I  take  no  Mony,  Gentlemen,  that’s  bafe, 

I  trade  in  Meat^  a  Merchant’s  Wife  will  colt  ye 
A  glorious  Capon,  a  great  Shoulder  of  Mutton, 

And  a  Tart  as  big  as  a  Conjurer’s  Circle. 

3  Gent.  That’s  cheap  enough, 
i  Gent.  And  what  a  Haberdafher’s  ? 

Pen .  W  orfe  Meat  will  ferve  for  her,  a  great  Goofe-Tie* 
But  you  mull  fend  it  out  o’th’  Country  to  me, 

It  will  riot  do  elfe*,  with  a  piece  of  Bacon, 

And  if  you  can  a  Pot  of  Butter  with  it. 

z  Gent.  Now  do  I  aim  at  Horfe-fleih  ^  what  a  Parfon’s  ? 
Pen.  A  Tithe-Pig  has  no  Fellow,  if  I  fetch  her, 

If  fhe  be  Puritane,  Plumb-porridge  does  it, 

And  a  fat  Loin  of  Veal,  well  fauc’d  and  roafled, 

iGent.  We’ll  meet  one  Night,  and  thou  fha.lt  have  all 
O'  that  condition  we  may  have  the  Wenches.  ( theie* 
A  dainty  Rafcah 

Pen.  When  your  Stomachs  ferve  ye, 

(For  mine  is  ever  ready)  I’ll  fupply  ye. 

i  Gent.  Farewel,  and  there’s  to  fill  thy  Paunch. 

Fen .  Brave  Gentleman. 
i  Gent.  Hold  Sirrah,  there. 

Pen.  Any  young  WTcnch  i’th’  Town,  Sir. 

3  Gent.  It  fhall  go  round.  [ Exit  Gent . 

Ten .  Moll  honourable  Gentlemen, 

All  thefeare  Courtiers,  but  they  are  meer  Coxcombs, 
And  only  for  a  Wench,  their  Purfes  open, 

Nor  have  they  fo  much  Judgment  left  to^chufe  her^ 

If  e’er  they  call  upon  me,  I’ll  fo  fit ’em, 

I  have  a  pack  of  wry-mouth’d  Mackrel  Ladies, 

Stink  like  a  Handing  Ditch,  and  thofe  dear  Damfels  \ 

But  I  forget  my  bufinefs,  I  thank  ye  Monfieurs, 

I  have  a  thoufand  whimfeys  in  my  Brain  now.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  (to  a  Banquet)  Dutchefs,  Syenna,  Lords,  and 

Attendants . 

Dutch.  Your  Grace  lliall  now  perceive  how  much  we 

Honour  ye, 

And  in  what  dear  regard  we  hold  your  Friendship: 

Will  you  fir,  Sir,  and  grace  this  homely  Banquet?  ('cent* 
Sye.  Madam,  to  your  poor  Friend,  you  are  too  magnifi- 
j Dutch.  Vo  the  Duke’s  Health,  and  all  the  Joys  I  wifh 
Let  no  Man  mils  this  Cup  $  have  we  no  Mufick  ?  ('him, 
Sye.  Your  noble  Favours  dill  you  heap  upon  me, 

But  where’s  my  virtuous  Miftrefs?  Such  aFcaft, 

And  not  her  fparkling  Beauty  here  to  bids  it  ? 

Methinks  it  fhould  not  be,  it  fhews  not  fully. 

Dutch.  Young  Ladies,  Sir,  are  long,  and  curious 
In  putting  on  their  Trims,  forget  how  day  goes, 

And  then’tis  their  good  Morrow  when  they  are  ready: 
Go  fome  and  call  her,  and  wait  upon  her  hither, 

Teil  her  the  Duke  and  I  defire  her  Company  : 

I  warrant  ye,  a  hundred  dreffings  now 

She  has  furvey’d,  this  and  that  Fafhion  look’d  on, 

For  Ruffs  and  Go  wns  ^  caff  this  away,  thefe  Jewels 
Suited  to  theft,  and  thefe  Knots:  O’  my  life,  Sir, 

She  fears  your  curious  Eye  willfoon  ditcover  elfe: 

Why  Hand  yeftill,  why  gape  ye  on  one  another? 

Did  I  not  bid  ye  go,  and  tell  my  Daughter? 

Are  ye  nailed  here?  Nor  ftir?  Nor  fpeak?  Who  am  1, 
And  who  are  you? 

i  Lord-  Pardon  me,  gracious  Lady, 

The  fear  to  tell  you  that  you  would  not  hear  of, 

Makes  us  all  dumb/*,  the  Princefs  is  gone,  Madam,  (me. 
Dutch. G one  ?  whither  gone  ?  Some  wifer  Fellow  anfwer 
2.  Lord.  We  fought  the  Court  all  over,  and  believe  Lady, 
No  News  of  where  ine  is,  nor  how  convey’d  hence* 
Dutch.  It  cannot  be,  it  muff  not  be. 
i  Lord.  ’Tis  true.  Madam, 

No  Room  in  all  the  Court,  but  we  fearch’d  through  it, 
Her  W omen  found  her  want  frit,  and  they  cryM  to  us. 
Dutch.  Gone?  Stol’n  away?  Iam  abus’d,  difhonour’d. 
Sye.  Tis  I  that  am  abus’d,  ’tis  I  difhonour’d. 

Is  this  ycur  Welcome,  t ■  is  your  Favour  tome?  T o 
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To  foift  a  Trick  upon  me,  this  Trick  too, 

To  cheat  me  of  my  Love?  Am  l  not  worthy? 

Or  fince  I  was  your  Gueft,  am  I  grown  odious? 

Dutch.  Your  Grace  miftakes  me,  as  I  have  a  life,  Sir, 

Sye .  And  I  another,  I  will  never  bear  this, 

Never  endure  this  dor. 

Dutch.  But  hear  me  patiently. 

Sye.  Give  me  my  Love. 

Dutch .  As  foon  as  Care  can  find  her. 

And  all  Care  (hall  be  ufed. 

Sye.  And  all  my  Care  too. 

To  be  reveng’d}  I  fineli  the  Trick,  ’tis  too  rank. 

Fie,  how  it  fmells  okh’  Mother. 

Dutch.  You  wrong  me,  Duke. 

Sye.  For  this  Difgrace  ten  thoufand  Florentines 
Shall  pay  their  deareft  Bloods,  and  dying  curie  ye, 

And  fo I  turn  away  your  mortal  Enemy.  [Exit, 

Dutch.  Since  ye  are  fo  high  and  hot  Sir,  yc  have  half 
Be  careful  of  the  Town,  of  all  the  Cattles,  ( arm’d  us  % 

And  fee  Supplies  of  Soldiers  every  where. 

And  Mutters  for  the  Field  when  he  invites  us, 

For  he  fhall  know  \is  not  high  words  can  fright  us. 

My  Daughter  gone?  Hasfhe  fo  finely  cozen’d  me? 

1  This  is.  for  Silvio's  fake  fure,  Oh  cunning  falfe  one  *, 
Publifh  a  Proclamation  through  the  Dukedom, 

That  whofoe’er  can  bring  to  th’  Court  young  Silvio 5 
Alive  or  dead,  befide  our  Thanks  and  Favour, 

Shall  have  two  thoufand  Duckets  for  his  Labour  *, 

See  it  difpatch’d,  and  fent  in  hafte :  Oh  bafe  one.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 

Enter  Ifobella,  and  Penurio  vchh  a  Light. 

Jf ah.  Waft  thou  with  Rugio  ? 

Fen.  Yes  marry  was  I  clofely. 

Ifah.  And  does  he  ftill  remember  his  poor  Miftrefs? 
Does  he  defire  to  fee  me  ? 

?  j  * 

Fen.  Yes,  and  prefently: 

Puts  off  all  buhnefs  elfe,  lives  in  that  Memory, 

And  will  be  here  accordingly  to  directions. 

Ifath.  But  where's  thy  Matter? 
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Pen.  Where  a  Coxcombe  fhould  be, 

W aiting  at  Court  with  his  Jewels, 

Safe  for  this  Night  I  warrant  ye. 

Ifab.  1  am  bound  to  thee. 

Pen .  I  would  yc  were,  as  clofe  as  I  could  tie  ye. 

Ifab.  Thou  art  my  bed,  my  trueft  Friend. 

Ven .  I  labour, 

I  moil  and  toil  for  ye:  l  am  your  Hackney. 

Ifab.  If  ever  I  be  able - 

Pen.  Steal  the  great  Cheefe,  Miflrefs, 

Was  fcnt  him  out  o’th’  Country. 

Ifab.  Any  thing. 

Pen.  That’s  Meat, \is  lawful  Miflrefs,  where’s  the  Caftle 
He  got  at  Court?  fCuftard, 

Ijab.  He  has  lock’d  it  in’s  Study. 

Fen.  Get  a  Warrant  to  fearchfor  counterfeit  Gold. 
Ifab.  Give  me  thy  Candle, 

I’ll  find  a  time  to  be  thy  careful  Cater. 

Pen.  And  many  a  time  I’ll  find  to  be  his  Cook, 
Anddrefs  his  Calves-Head  to  the  fweetefl  Sauce,  Miflrefs. 

Ifab.  To  Bed  Penurio ,  go,  the  reft  is  my  charge, 

Hi  keep  the  Watch  out. 

Pen.  Now  if  you  fpare  him — ■ —  [Exit* 

Ifab.  Peace  Fool, 

I  hope  my  Rugio  will  not  fail,  ’t would  vex  me ; 

Now  to  my  firing-,  fo,  fare  he  cannot  mifs  how, 

And  this  end  to  my  Finger:  I’ll  lie  down, 

For  on  a  fudden  I  am  wondrous  heavy, 

’Tisvery  late  too}  if  he  come  and  find  this. 

And  pull  it,  though  it  be  with  eafy  motion 
1  fhall  icon  waken,  and  as  foonbe  with  him. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Lvp.  Thou fecret Friend,  how  am  1  bound  to  love  thee? 
And  howto  hug  thee  for  thy  private  Service? 

Thou  art  the  Star  all  my  Suspicions  fail  by, 

1  he  fixed  Point  my  wronged  Honour  turns  to. 

By  thee  I  fhall  know  all,  find  all  the  Subtilties 
Of  devililli  Women,  that  torment  me  daily  .* 

Thou  art  my  Conjurer,  my  Spell,  my  Spirit, 

All’s  hufti’d  and  ftill,  no  found  of  any  ftirring, 
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No  tread  of  living  thing,  the  Light  is  in  ftill, 

And  there’s  my  Wife,  how  prettily  the  Fool  lies* 

How  fweet,  and  handfomely,  and  in  her  Cloathes  too. 
Waiting  for  me  upon  my  Life  ^  her  fondnefs 
Would  not  admit  her  reft  till  1  came  to  her  : 

O  careful  Fool,  why  am  I  angry  with  thee? 

Why  do  1  think  thou  hat'll;  tby  loving  Husband? 

I  am  an  Afs,  an  over-doting  Coxcombe  j 
And  this  fweet  Soul,  the  Mirror  of  Perfection : 

How  admirable  fair  and  delicate, 

And  how  it  ftirs  me.  I’ll  ling  thy  Sweets  a  Requiem, 
But  will  not  waken  thee. 

SONG. 

OH  fair  fweet  Face ,  oh  Eyes  celefiial  bright , 

Twin  Stars  in  Heaven,  that  now  ajorn-the  Night  % 

Oh  fruitful  Lips,  where  Cherries  ever  grow, 

And  Damask  Cheeks ,  where  all  fweet  Beauties  blow  $ 
Oh  thou  from  Head  to  Foot  divinely  fair , 

Cupid\r  mojl  cunning  Net's  made  of  that  Hair , 

And  as  he  weaves  himfelffor  curious  Eyes  j 
Oh  me ,  Oh  me ,  I  am  caught  my  fie  If,  he  cries  : 

Sweet  refl  about  thee,  fweet  and  golden  Sleep , 

Soft  peaceful  Thoughts,  your  hourly  Watches  keep , 

Whilft  I  in  wonder  fing  this  Sacrifice , 

To  Beauty  [acred,  and  tho fie  Angel-eyes. 

Now  will  I  ideal  a  Kifs,  a  dear  Kifs  from  her. 

And  fuck  the  Rofie  breath  of  this  bright  Beauty  j 
What  a  Devil  is  this  ?  Ty’d  to  her  Finger  too? 

A  ftring,  a  damned  ftring  to  give  Intelligence. 

Oh  my  lov’d  Key,  how  truly  haft  thoa  ferv’d  me  5 
I’ll  follow  this :  Soft,  foft,  to  th’  Door  it  goes, 

And  through  to  th5  other  fide;  a  damn’d  ftring ’tis, 

I  am  abus’d,  topt,  cuckolded,  fool’d,  jaded, 

Ridden  to  death,  to  madnefs ;  ftay,  this  helps  not : 

Stay,  ftay,  and  now  Invention  help  me, 

I’ll  fit  down  by  her,  take  this  from  her  eafily. 

And  thus  upon  mine  own :  Dog,  I  fhall  catch  ye, 

With  all  your  cunning,  Sir.-  I  fhall  light  on  ye. 

I  felt  it  pud  fare*  yes,  but  wondrous  foftly, 
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Tis  there  again,  and  harder  now,  have  at  ye, 

Now  and  thou  fcap’ft,  the  Devil’s  thy  ghoftly  Father. 

[Exit. 

Ifab.  Sure  ’twas  my  Husband’s  Voice,  the  firing  is  gone 
He  has  found  the  trick  on’t,  I  am  undone,  betray’d,  (too, 
And  if  he  meet  my  Friend  he  perifhes* 

What  h  ortune  follows  me,  what  lpightful  Fortune  ? 
Hoa  Jaquenet. 

Enter  Jaquenet. 

Jaq-  Here  IVliflrefs,  do  you  call  me? 

Ifab.  Didflthou  hear  no  Noife? 

J  a  I  •  1  hear  my  Mafler  mad  yonder, 

And  fwears,  and  chafes - - - 

Ifab.  Dar’it  thou  do  one  thing  for  me  ? 

One  thing  concerns  mine  Honour,  all  is  loft  elfc? 

Jaq.  Name  what  you  will. 

Ifab.  It  can  bring  but  a  beating, 

W  hich  I  will  recompence  fo  largely - . 

Jaq.  Name  it. 

Ifab.  Sit  here  as  if  thou  wertafleep. 

Jaq.  Is  that  all  ? 

Ifab.  When  he  comes  in,  whatever  he  do  unto  thee 
(  1  he  worfi  will  be  but  beating^  fpeak  not  a  word, 

Not  one  word  as  thou  loveft  me. 

Jaq .  Fllrun  through  it. 

Ifab.  l’jl  carry  away  the  Candle.  [Exit. 

Jaq.  And  1  the  Blows,  Millrefs. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Lop.  Have  you  put  your  Light  out?  I  fhall  Humble  to  ye, 
YouWhore,youcunningWhore,I  fhall  catch  yourRogue 
H  as  light  Legs,elfe  I  had  fo  Ferret-claw’d  him :  (too. 

Oh  have  I  found  ye  ?  Do  ye  play  at  Dog-fleep  Hill, Whore? 
Do  you  think  that  can  proteft  ye?  Yes,  I  will  kill  thee, 
_ut  firft  I  11  bring  thy  Friends  to  view  thy  Villanies, 

I  hy  whorifh  Vilianies:  And  firft  I’ll  beat  thee, 
peat  thee  toPin-duft,  thou  fait  Whore,  thou  Varlet, 
scratch  out  thine  Eves  *,  1’li  fpoil  your  tempting  Vifage  *5 
Are  ye  fo  patient  ?  I’ll  put  my  Nails  in  deeper, 
s  it  good  VV  horing  ?  Whoring,  ye  bafe  Rafcal  ? 

Sit  good  tempting  Men  with  firings  to  ride  ye? 
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So,  I’ll  fetch  your  Kindred,  and  your  Friends,  Whore, 
And  fuch  a  Juftice  I  will  a£t  upon  thee.  [Exit. 

.Enter  Iiabella. 

Ifab.  What,  is  he  gone  ? 

'faq.  The  Devil  go  with  him,  Miftrefs, 

H’as  harrowed  me,  plough’d  Land  was  ne’er  fo  harrow’d ; 
1  had  jthe  molt  ado  to  fave  mine  Eyes. 

Ifab.  H’as  paid  thee, 

But  I’ll  heal  all  again  with  good  Gold,  Jaquenet  ^ 

H’as  damned  Nails. 

Jaq,  They  are  ten-penny  Nails  I  think,  Miftrefs  ; 
I’ll  undertake  he  fhall  ftrike  ’em  through  an  inch  Board. 

Ifab.  Go  up,  and  wafh  thy  felf ;  take  my  Pomatum , 
And  now  let  me  alone  to  end  the  Tragedy. 

Jaq.  You  had  beft  beware. 

Ifab.  I  fhall  deal  flo&tly  with  him, 

Reach  me  my  Book,  and  fee  the  Door  made  faft  Wench, 
And  fo  good  Nighty  now  to  the  matter  Politick. 

[Lopez  knocks  within 
Lop.  within,"]  You  fhall  fee  what  fheis,  what  a  fweet 
Jewel.  (Hour, 

Ifab.  Who’s  there,  what  Mad-man knocks?  is  this  an 
And  in  mine  Husband’s  Abfence  ? 

Lop .  within .]  Will  ye  open? 

You  know  my  Voice,  yc  Whore,  1  am  that  Husband  j 
Do  you  mark  her  Subtilty  ?  But  I  have  paid  her, 

I  have  fo  fork’d  her  Face  *,  here’s  the  Blood,  Gentlemen, 
Ecce  fignum ;  I  have  fpoij’dher  Goatiih  Beauty, 

Oblerve  her  how  fire  looks  now,  how  flue  is  painted, 
Oh  ’tis  the  moft  wicked’ll  Whore,  and  the  rnofl  trea¬ 
ds  ero  us  ^ - — 

Enter  Lopez,  Bartel lo.  Gentlemen  and  two  Gentlewomen , 
Gent.  Here  walks  my  Coufin  full  of  Meditation, 
Arm’d  with  religious  Thoughts. 

Bar.  Is  this  theMonfter? 

I,  Gent  lew .  Is  this  the  fubjeft  of  that  rage  you  talk’d  of. 
That  naughty  Woman  you  had  pull’d  a-pieces? 

Bar.  'Here’s  no  fuch  thinm 

o 

i  Gentlew.  How  have  ye  wrong’d  this  Beauty  ? 

Are  not  you  mad  my  Friend  ?  What  time  o’df  Moon  is’t  ? 
Have  not  you  Maggots  in  your  Brains? 

Lop.  ’Tis  flic  fure,  Gent. 
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Gent.  Where’s  the  fcratch’d  Face  y c  fpoke  of,  the 
And  all  the  Hair  pluck’d  off  her  Head  ?  (torn  Garments, 
Bar.  Believe  me, 

’Twere  better  far  you  had  loft  your  pair  of  Pibbles, 
Than  fhe  the  leaft  Adornment  of  that  Sweetnefs. 

Lop.  Is  not  this  Blood  ? 

1  Gentler, v.  This  is  a  monftrous  Folly, 

A  bafe  abufe. 

Ifab.  Thus  he  does  ever  ufe  me, 

And  flicks  me  up  a  Wonder,  not  a  Woman, 

Nothing  I  do,  but’s  fubjedt  to  Sufpicion  } 

Nothing  I  can  do,  able  to  content  him. 

Bar.  Lopez- ,  you  muft  not  ufe  this. 

2  Gentlew.  ’Twere  not  amifs,  Sir, 

To  give  ye  fauce  to  your  Meat,  and  fuddenly.  (’nefs, 
i  Gentlew.  You  that  dare  wrong  a  Woman  of  her  good- 
Thou  have  a  Wife,  thou  have  a  Bear  ty'd  to  thee, 

To  fcratch  thy  jealous  Itch*,  were  all  o’  my  Mind, 

1  mean  all  Women,  we  would  disburthen  ye 

Of  that  that  breeds  thefe  Fits,  thefe  Dog-daws  in  ye, 

A  Sow-guclder  ftiould  trim  yc. 

Bar.  A  rare  cuVe,  Lady, 

-  And  one  as  fit  lor  him  as  a  Thief  for  a  Halter, 

You  fee  this  Youth  *,  will  yot  not  cry  him  quittance. 
Body  ’me,  I  would  pine,  but  1  would  pepper  him, 

HU  come  anon,  he,  hang  him,  poor  Pompillion; 

How  like  a  Wench  bepift  he  looks,  I’ll  come  Lady  ; 

*  Lopez,  the  Law  muft  teach  ye  what  a  Wife  is, 

A  good,  a  virtuous  Wife. 

1  Ifab.  I’ll  ne’er  live  with  him. 

I  esave  your  Loves  all  to  make  known  mycaufe, 

That  fo  a  fair  Divorce  may  pals  between  us, 

I  am  weary  of  my  Life  j  in  danger  hourly. 

Bar.  You  fee  how  rude  you  are,  I  will  not  mifs  ye, 
Unfuffernble  rude:  I’ll  pay  him  foundly, 

Youfhould  be  whipt  in  Bedlam  j  I’ll  reward  him. 
zGentlew.  Whipping’s  too  good. 

Lop .  1  think  I  am  alive  ftiil, 

And  in  my  Wits. 
r  Bar.  I’ll  put  a  trick  upon  him, 
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And  get  his  Goods  confifcate ;  you  (hall  have  ’em 
1  will  not  fail  at  Nine. 

Lop .  I  think  I  am  here  too, 

And  once  1  would  have  fworn  I  had  taken  her  napping, 
I  think  my  Name  is  Lopez . 

Gent .  Fie  for  fhame,  Sir, 

You  fee  you  have  abus'd  her,  fouly  wrong’d  her, 

Hung  fcandalous  and  ccurfe  Opinions  on  her, 

Which  now  you  find  but  Children  of  Sufpicion 5 
Ask  her  Forgivenefs,  fhew  a  Penitence, 

She  is  my  Kinfwoman,  and  what  ike  fuffers 
Under  fo  bafe  and  beafily  Jealoufies, 

I  will  redrefs,  elfe  I’ll  feek  Satisfadfion. 

Bar .  Why,  every  Boy  Pth’Town  will  pifs  upon  thee. 

Lop.  I  am  forry  for’t. 

iGentlew.  Down  o’ your  Marrow-bones.  fWife. 

Lop.  Even  forry  from  my  Heart}  forgive  me  fweet 
Here  I  confefs  mo  ft  freely  I  have  wrong’d  ye, 

As  freely  here  I  beg  a  Pardon  of  ye. 

From  this  hour  no  Debate,  no  crofs  Sufpicion - 

Ifab.  To  fhew  ye,  Sir,  1  under ftand  a  Wife’s  part, 
Thus  I  aftlire  my  Love,  and  feal  your  Pardon,  (firm  it. 

1  Gentltw .  Tis  well  done, now  to  Bed,  and  there  con- 

Gent.  And  fo  good  Night. 

Bar.  Aware  Relapfes,  Lopez.  [ Exeunt . 

Lop.  Now,  1  Cabell  a ,  tell  me  truth,  an4  fuddenly, 
And  do  not  juggle  with  rrje,  nor  difTemble, 

For  as  I  have  a  Life  ye  die  then  *  I  am  not  mad. 

Nor  does  the  Devil  work  upon  my  weaknefs. 

Tell  me  the  trick  of  this,  and  tell  me  freely. 

Ifab.  Will  then  that  fatisfie  ye  ? 

Lop.  If  ye  deal  ingenioufly. 

Ifab,  I’ll  tell  ye  all,  and  tell  yc  true  and  freely,  j 
Bartello  was  the  end  of  all  this  Jeuloufie, 

His  often  Vifitations  brought  by  you,  firft 
Bred  all  thefe  fits,  and  thefe  Suspicions* 

I  knew  your  falfe  Key,  and  accordingly 
I  fram’d  my  Plot,  to  have  you  take  him  finely, 

Too  poor  a  Penance  for  the  wrong  his  Wife  bears, 
j_j;c  rrhv  virtuous  Wife*,  I  felt  it  fen  fib  i  y 
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When  ye  took  off  the  String,  and  was  much  pleas’d  in’c 
Becaufe  I  wifh’d  his  importunate  Dotage  paid  well, 
And  had  you  ftaid  two  Minutes  more,  ye  had  had  him. 
Lop.  This  founds  like  Truth. 

Ifab.  Becaufe  this  fhall  be  certain, 

Next  time  he  comes,  as  long  he  cannot  tarry, 

Your  felf  fhall  fee,  and  hear,  his  lewd  Temptations. 

Lop .  Till  then  I  am  fatisfied,  and  if  this  prove  true, 
Hence-forward  Miftrefs  of  your  felf  I  give  yc, 

And  I  to  ferve  yej  For  my  lufty  Captain, 

I’ll  make  him  dance,  and  make  him  think  the  Devil 
Claws  at  his  Breech,  and  yeti  will  not  hurt  himy 
Come  now  to  Bed,  and  prove  but  condant  this  way, 

I’ll  prove  the  Man  you  ever  widied. 


Ifab .  You  have  bled  me. 


[ Exeunt , 


A  C  T  IV.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


Enter  Silvio. 


HAT  Labour  and  what  Travel  have  1  run 


through, 


And  through  what  Cities  toabfolve  this  Riddle  ? 
Diviners,  Dreamers,  School-men,  deep  Magicians, 
All  have  1  try’d,  and  ail  give  feveral  Meaning, 

And  from  all  hope  of  any  future  Happinefs  : 

To  this  Place  am  1  come  at  length,  the  Country, 
The  People  fimple,  plain,  and  harmlefs  witty, 

Whofe  honed  labours  Heav’n  rewards  with  Plenty 
Of  Corn,  Wine,  Oil,  which  they  again  as  thankful, 
To  their  new  Crops,  new  Padimes  celebrate. 

And  crown  their  joyful  Harveds  with  new  Voices^ 
Py  a  rich  Farrper  here  \  am  entertain’d. 

And  rank'd  among  the  number  of  his  Servants, 

Not  guefling  what  1  am,  but  what  he  would  have  m 
Here  may  be  fo  much  Wit  ftho*  much  I  fear  it) 

To  un^o  this  knotty  Quedion  y  and  would  to  Heav’n 
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Enter  Soto  with  a  Proclamation . 

My  Fortunes  had  been  hatch’d  with  theirs,  as  Innocent, 
And  never  known  a  pitch  above  their  Piainnefs. 

Soto.  That  it  is,  that  it  is,  what’s  this  Word  now?  this 
Is  a  plaguy  word, that  it  is  r.  e>  a ,  that  it  is,  reafon, 

By  your  leave,  Mr.  Soto,  by  your  leave,  you  are  too  quick. 
There’s  a  ftrange  parlous  T.  before  the  reafon,  ('Sir, 
A  very  tall  T.  which  makes  the  word  HigbTreafon. 

Sil.  What  Treafon’s  that  ?  does  this  Fellow  underftand 
himfelf?  ^  fGeer  j 

Soto.  Pitch  will  infeft,  I’ll  meddle  no  more  with  this 
What  a  Devil  ails  this  Fellow  ?  This  foolifh  Fellow  ? 
Being  admitted  to  be  one  of  us  too. 

That  are  the  Matters  of  the  Sports  proceeding, 

Thus  to  appear  before  me  too,  unmorris’d  ? 

Do  you  know  me,  Friend  ? 

Sil.  You  are  my  Maher’s  Son,  Sir. 

Soto.  And  do  you  know  what  Sports  are  now  in  Seafon  ? 
Sil.  I  hear  there  are  fome  a-foot. 

Soto.  Where  are  your  Bells  then  ? 

Your  Rings,  your  Ribbons,  Friend?  and  your  clean 
Napkins  ? 

Your  Nofegay  in  your  Hat,  pinn’d  up,  am  not  I  here? 
My  Father’s  eldeft  Son,  and  at  this  time,  Sir, 

I  would  have  ye  know  it,  though  ye  be  ten  times  his 
Servant  (Sir, 

A  better  Man  than  my  Father  far,  Lord  of  this  Harvett, 
And  (hall  a  Man  of  my  place  want  Attendance  ? 

Sil.  5  T was  want  of  Knowledge,  Sir,  not  Duty,  bred 
this, 

1  would  have  made  Suit  elfe  for  your  Lordfhip’s  Service. 

Soto.  In  fome  fort  I  am  fatistted  now,  mend  your  manners. 
But  thou  art  a  melancholy  Fellow, vengeance  Melancholy, 
And  that  may  breed  an  Infurre&ion  amongft  us  $ 

Go  too.  I’ll  iay  the  bell  part  of  two  Pots  now 
Thou  art  in  Love,  and  I  can  guefs  with  whom  too, 

I  faw  the  Wench  that  twir’d  and  twinkled  at  thee, 

The  other  Day  ,  the  Wench  that’s  new  come  hither. 
The  young  (mug  Wench. 
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5/7.  You  know  more  than  I  feel.  Sir.  (for  thee, 

Soto.  Go  too,  I’ll  be  thy  Friend,  I’ll  fpeak  a good  word 
And  thou  fhalt  have  my  Lordfhi p’s  Countenance  to  her* 
May  be  l  have  had  a  friap  my  felf,  may  be  ay,  may  be  no, 
We  Lords  are  allow’d  a  little  more. 

5/7.  ’Tis  ht,  Sir, 

I  humbly  thank  ye,  you  are  too  too  tender  of  me. 

But  what,  Sir,  l  befeech  ye,  was  that  Paper, 

Your  Lordihip  was  lb  lludioufly  imployed  in, 

When  ye  came  out  a-doors  ? 

Soto.  Thou  meanelt  this  Paper. 

5/7.  That  Sir,  I  think. 

Soto.  Why,  3tis  a  Proclamation,  (Li fe, 

A  notable  Piece  of  Villany,  as  ever  thou  heard’ft  in  thy 
By  mi  e  Honour  it  is. 

5/7.  How  Sir?  Or  what  concerns  it?  (man;* 

Soto.  It  comes  yc  from  the  Dutchcfs,  a  plaguy  wife  W o- 
To  appehend  the  Body  of  one  Silvio , 

As  arrant  a  Rafcal  as  ever  pi  ft  againft  a  Poll:, 

And  this  fame  Silvio,  or  this  forelaid  Rafcal,  (vice 

To  bring  before  her,  live  or  dead  *  for  which  goodSer- 
The  Man  that  brings  him,  has  two  thoufand  Duckets  ; 
Is  not  this  notab’e  matter  now  ? 

5/7.  ’Tis  fo  indeed . 

Th  is  Proclamation  bears  my  bane  about  it ; 

Can  no  Reft  find  me?  no  private  Place  fecure  me  ? 

But  ftill  my  Miferies  like  Blood-hounds  haunt  me? 
Unfortunate  young  Man,  which  way  now  guides  thee. 
Guides  thee  from  Death?  the  Country *s  laid  round  for 
Oh  Claudio ,  now  I  feel  thy  Blood  upon  me,  (thee, 
Now  it  fpeaks  loudly  here,  I  am  fure  againft  me, 

Time  now  has  found  it  cut,  and  Truth  proclaim’d  it, 
And  Juftice  now  cries  out,  I  muft  die  for  it. 

Soto.  Haft  thou  read  it  ? 

5/7.  Yes. 

Soto.  And  doft  thou  know  that  Silvio  ? 

S/7.  I  never  law  him,  Sir. 

Soto.  I  have,  and  know  him  too, 

I  know  him  as  well  as  I  know  thee,  and  better, 

And  if  I  light  upon  him,  for  a  Trick  he  plaid  me  once, 
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A  certain  kind  or  Dog-trick,  I’ll  fo  fiddle  him, 

Two  thoufend  Duckets,  I’ll  fo  Pepper  him, 

And  with  that  Mony  I’ll  turn  Gentleman, 

Worth  a  brown  Baker’s  dozen  of  fuch  Silvios . 

Sil.  There  is  no  haying  here,  this  Rogue  will  know  me, 
And  for  the  Mony  fake  betray  me  too  } 

I  mufl  bethink  me  fuddenly  and  fafely. 

Enter  Morris-dancers . 

Soto.  Mine  own  dear  Lady,  have  at  thy  Hony-comb, 
Now,  for  the  Honour  of  our  Town, Boys, trace  fweetly, 

[Cry  within  ofj  Arm ,  Arm. 
Who  a  Vengeance  ails  this  Whobub}  pox  refufe  ’em. 
Cannot  they  let  us  dance  in  our  own  Defencehere  ? 

Enter  Farmer  and  Captain. 

Capt.  Arm,  honeft  Friends,  arm  fuddenly  and  bravely. 
And  with  your  ancient  Refolutions  follow  mej  (bours 
Look  how  the  Beacons  fhowlike  Comets, your  poor  Neigh- 
Run  maddingly  affrighted  through  the  Villages  } 

Syennd* s  Duke  is  up,  burns  all  before  him, 

And  with  his  Sword  makes  thoufand  Mothers  childlefs. 
Soto*  What’s  this  to  our  Morris-dancers  ? 

Sil.  This  may  ferve  my  turn.  ( May-game. 

Soto.  There’s  ne’er  a  Duke  in  Chijl endoni  bur  loves  a 
Capt ,  At  a  Horfe  you  were  always  ceaz’d,  put  your 
Son  on  him, 

And  arm  him  well  i’th5  States  Name,  I  command  ye 3 
And  they  that  dare  go  voluntary  fhall  receive  reward. 

Soto.  I  dare  go  no  way,  Sir,  this  is  ftrangc,  Mafler 
You  cannot  be  content  to  fpoil  our  fport  h ere/ Captain, 
Which  I  do  not  think  your  Worfhip’s  able  to  anfwer. 
But  you  mufl:  fet  us  together  by  the  Ears  with  I  know 
We  are  for  the  bodily  part  o’th’ Dance.  ( not  who  too? 

Capt.  Arm  him  fuddenly, 

This  is  no  time  to  Fool,  I  fhall  return  ye  elfe, 

A  Rebel  to  the  General,  State,  and  Dutchefs, 

And  how  you’ll  anfwer  then - — — 

Far.  I  have  no  more  Sons,  Sir, 

This  is  my  only  Boy  ;  I  befeech  ye  Mafler  Captain. 

Soto.  I  am  a  rank  Coward  too,  to  fay  the  truth,  Sir, 

I  never  had  good  luck  at  Buffets  neither. 
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Par.  Here’s  vorty  Shillings,  fpare  the  Child. 

Capt.  I  cannot. 

Soto.  Are  ye  a  Man  ?  Will  ye  call  away  a  A%-Lord? 
Shall  all  the  Wenches  in  the  Country  curfe  ye? 

Sil.  An’t  pieafe  you  Captain,  I’ll  fupply  hisPerfon, 
»Tis  pity  their  old  Cuftom  fhould  he  frighted, 

Let  me  have  Horfe,  and  good  Arms,  I’ll  ferve  willingly, 
And  if  i  Ihrink  a  foot  of  Ground,  Hell  take  me. 

Capt .  A  promifing  Afpe£t,  Face  full  of  Courage, 

I’ll  take  this  Man,  and  thank  ye  too. 

Far .  There’s  for  thee, 

’Tis  in  a  Clout,  but  good  old  Gold. 

Sil.  I  thank  ye,  Sir. 

Far.  Go  faddle  my  Fore-horfe,put  his  Feather  on  too, 
He’ll  praunce  it  bravely,  Friend,  he  fears  no  Colours, 
And  take  the  Armor  down,  and  fee  him  dizin’d. 

Soto.  Farewel,  and  if  thou  carry’ll:  thy  felf  well  in  this 
matter, 

1  fay  no  more,  but  this,  there  muft  be  more  May-Lords, 
And  I  know  who  are  fit. 

Sil.  Dance  you,  i’ll  fight,  Sir. 

Capt ,  Away,  away. 

Sil.  Farewel,  l  am  for  the  Captain.  [Exit. 

Far.  Now  to  this  matter  again  my  honed  Fellows, 
For  if  this  go  not  forward,  I  forefee  Friends, 

This  War  will  fright  our  Neighbours  outo’th’  Villages*, 

■  Cheer  up  your  Hearts,  we  {hall  hear  better  News,  Boys. 

Hob.  Surely  1  will  dance  no  more,’tis  moft  ridiculous, 
I  find  my  Wife’s  Inftru&ions  now  mere  Verities, 

My  learned  Wife’s,  fhc  often  hath  pronounc’d  to  me 
My  fafety  *,  Bomby ,  defie  thele  Sports,  thou  art  damn’d 
This  Bead  of  Babylon  I  will  never  back  again,  ( elfe, 
His  Pace  is  fure  prophane,  and  his  lewd  Wi-hecs, 

The  Sons  of  Hymyn  and  Gymyn,  in  the  Wildernefs. 

Far.  Fie  Neighbour  Bomby ,  in  your  fits  again, 

Your  Zeal  lweats,  this  is  not  careful,  Neighbour, 

The  Hobby-horfe,  is  a  feemly  Hobby-horfe. 

Soto.  And  as  pretty  a  Bead  on’s  Inches,  tho’  1  lay  it. 

Hub .  The  Bead  is  an  unfeemlyi  and  a  lewd  Bead. 

And 


Wgmeit  Pleas'd.  ildj 

And  got  at  Rome  by  the  Pope’s  Coach-Horfes* 

His  Mother  was  the  Mare  of  Ignorance. 

Soto.  Cobler  thou  ly’ft,and  thou  wert  athoufandCoblefs^ 
His  Mother  was  an  honed  Mare,  and  a  Mare  of  good 
Credit, 

i  know  the  Mare,  and  if  need  be,  can  bring  Witnefs^ 
And  in  the  way  of  honefty  I  tell  thee, 

Scorn’d  any  Coach-Horfe  the  Pope  had*,  thotiart  Fdolifli^ 
And  thy  blind  Zeal  makes  thee  abufc  the  Bead. 

Hob.  Ido  defie  thee,  and  thy  Foot-cloth  too. 

And  tell  thee  to  thy  Face,  this  prophane  ridings 
I  feel  it  in  my  Conscience,  and  I  dare  fpeak  it, 
Thisun-edified  ambling,  hath  brought  a  fcourge  Upon  i% 
This  Hobby-horfe  Sincerity  we  liv’d  in, 

War,  and  the  Sword  of  Slaughter:  I  renounce  it* 

And  put  the  Bead  off,  thus,  the  Bead  polluted* 

And  now  no  more  diall  hop  on  high  Bomby , 

Follow  the  painted  Pipes  of  high  Pleafures, 

And  with  the  wicked,  dance  the  Devil’s  Meafures  \ 
Away  thou  pamper’d  Jade  of  Vanity, 

Stand  at  the  Livery  of  lewd  Delights  now, 

And  eat  the  Provinder  of  prick-ear’d  Folly, 

My  Dance  fhall  be  to  the  Pipe  of  Perfecution, 

Far.  Will  you  dance  no  more,  Neighbour  ? 

Hob.  Surely  no, 

Carry  the  Bead  to  his  Crib:  I  have  renounc’d  him 
And  all  his  Works. 

Soto.  Shall  the  Hobby-horfe  be  forgot  then? 

The  hopeful  Hobby-horfe,  iliall  he  lye  founder’d? 

If  thou  do’d  this,  thou  art  but  a  cad-away  Cobler  i 
My  Anger’s  up,  think  wifely,  and  think  quickly, 

And  look  upon  the  quondam  Bead  of  Pleafure, 

If  thou  dod  this  ( mark  me,  thou  ferious  Sowter) 

Thou  Bench-whidier  of  the  old  tribe  of  Toe  pieces* 

If  thou  dod  this,  there  fhall  be  no  more  Shoe*mending$ 
Every  Man  fhall  have  a  fpecial  care  of  his  own  Soul : 
And  in  his  Pocket  carry  his  two  Confeffors, 

His  Yugel,  and  his  Nawl  \  if  thou  dod  this 
Far.  He  will  dance  again  for  certain, 

VolV.  Mm  ' 
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Hob.  I  cry  out  on7t, 

*Twas  the  fore-running  Sin  brought  in  thofe  Tilt-flavcc, 
They  brand ifh  ’gainft  the  Church,  the  Devil  calls  May- 
Poles. 

Soto.  Take  up  your  Horfe  again,  and  girth  him  to  ye, 
And  girth  him  handfomely,  good  Neighbour  Bomby . 
Hob.  I  fpit  at  him. 

Soto.  Spit  in  the  Horfe  face,  Coblcr? 

Thou  out  of  tune,  Pfalw-Cmging  Slave  ;  fpit  in  his  Vif- 
nomy  ? 

Hob .  I  fpit  again,  and  thus  I  rife  againfl:  him: 

Againft  this  Beaft,  that  fignify'd  Deftruction, 
Fore^fhew’d  i’th'  falls  of  Monarchies. 

Soto,  I’  th*  Face  of  him  ? 

Spit  fuch  another  Spit,  by  this  Hand  Cobler 
1T1  make  ye  fet  a  new  piece  o’  your  Nofe  there, 

Take’t  up  I  fay,  and  dance  without  more  bidding, 

And  dance  as  you  were  wont  ;  you  have  been  excellent. 
And  art  flill,  but  for  this  new  Nicety, 

And  your  Wife’s  learned  Leftures;  take  up  the  Hobby- 
Horfe, 

Come,  ’tis  a  thing  thou  haft  lov’d  with  all  thy  Heart, 
Bomby ,  fthers : 

And  would’ft  do  flill  but  for  the  round-breech’d  Bro- 
You  were  not  thus  in  the  Morning;  tak’t  up  1  fay, 

Do  not  delay  but  do  it:  You  know  I  am  Officer; 

And  1  know  ’tis  unfit  all  thefe  good  Fellows 
Should  wait  the  cooling  of  your  zealous  Porridge  ; 
Chufe  whether  you  will  dance,  or  have  me  execute: 

I’ll  clap  your  Neck  i’th’ Stocks,  and  there  I’ll  make  ye 
Dance  a  whole  Day,  and  dance  with  thefe  at  Night  too. 
You  mend  old  Shoes  well,  mend  your  old  Manners  better, 
And  fuddenly  fee  you  leave  ofF this  fincerenefs, 

This  new  hot  Batch,  borrowed  from  fome  brown  Baker, 
Some  learned  Brother,  or  I’ll  fo  bait  ye  for’t, 

Take  it  quickly  up. 

Hob.  1  take  my  Perfecution, 

And  thus  I  am  forc’d  a  by-woi  d  to  my  Brethren. 

Soto.  Strike  up,  ftrike  up,  ftrike  merrily. 

Far. 
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Far.  To  it  roundly, 

NowtotheharvcftFeaft,thcnfport  againBoys.  [ Exeunt . 

S  G  E  N  £  II. 

Enter  Silvio,  arm'd. 

Sil.  What  fh.all  I  do?  Live  thus  unknown*  and  bafc 

ffill? 

Or  thrufl  thy  felf  into  the  head  o’th’  Battel  ? 

And  there  like  that  I  am,  a  Gentleman, 

And  one  that  never  fear’d  the  face  of  Danger, 

(So  in  her  angry  Eyes  fhe  carried  Honour^ 

F ight  nobly,  and  ( to  end  my  cares )  die  nobly  ? 


Song  within. 

Silvio  goon,  andraife  thy  noble  Mind 

To  noble  Ends,  fling  courfe  bafe  Thoughts  behind : 
Silvio,  thou  Son  of  everlafling  Fame , 

Now  aim  at  Virtue ,  and  a  noble  Name . 

Silvio  confider ,  Honour  is  not  wen9 

Nor  Virtue  reach'd ,  till  fome  brave  thing  be  done : 

Thy  Country  calls  thee  now  ^  Jhe  burns ,  and  bleeds , 

Now  raife  thy  felf  young  Man ,  to  noble  Deeds . 

Into  the  Battel  Silvio,  there  feek  forth 

D anger ,  and  Bloody  by  them  fl  an  ds  f acred  Worth . 

What  Heav’nly  Voice  is  this  that  follows  me? 

This  is  the  fecond  time *t  has  waited  on  me. 

Since  I  was  arm’d,  and  ready  for  the  Battel  > 

Ic  names  me  often,  Heels  my  Heart  with  Courage, 

Enter  Belvidere  deformed . 

And  in  a  thoufand  fweet  Notes  comforts  me ; 

What  Beldam’s  this?  How  old  fhe  is,  and  ugly. 

Why  does  fhe  follow  me?  j 

Bel.  Be  not  difmaid,  Son, 

I  wait  upon  thee  for  thy  Good,  and  Honour, 

’Twas  1  that  now  lung  to  thee,  ftirfd  thy  Mind  up, 
And  rais’d  thy  Spirits  to  the  pitch  of  Nohlenels. 

Sil.  Though  fhe  be  old,  and  of  a  crooked  Carcafr, 

M  m  z  Her 
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Her  Voice  is  like  the  harmony  of  Angels. 

Bel  Thou  art  my  Darling,  all  my  Love  dwells  on  thee 
The  Son  of  Virtue,  therefore  I  attend  thee* 

Enquiie  not  what  I  am,  I  come  to  ferve  thee, 

For  if  thou  beeft  inquifluve,  thou  haft  loft  me: 

A  thoufand  long  Miles  hence  my  dwelling  is, 

Deep  in  a  Cave,  where  hut  mine  own,  no  Foot  treads, 
There  by  mine  Art,  I  found  what  danger,  Silvio , 

And  deep  diftrefs  of  Heart,  thou  wert  grown  into  ; 

A  thoufand  Leagues  I  have  cut  through  empty  Air, 

Far  fwifter  than  the  failing  Rack  that  gallops 
Upon  the  Wings  of  angry  Winds,  to  feek  thee. 
Sometimes  o’er  afwelling  Tide, on  a  Dolphin’s  back  I  ride, 
Sometimes  pafs  the  Earth  below,  and  through  the  un¬ 
mov’d  Center  go; 

Sometimes  in  a  flame  of  Fire,  like  a  Meteor  I  afpire, 
Sometimes  in  mine  own  Shape,  thus,  when  I  help  the 
virtuous, 

Men  of  honourable  Minds,  command  my  Art  in  all  his 
kinds  ; 

Purfue  the  noble  thought  of  War,  from  thy  Guard  I’ll 
not  be  far. 

Get  thee  worfhip  on  thy  Foe,  lafling  Fame  is  gotten  fo. 
Single  Syenna's  Duke  alone,  hear  thy  Friends,  thy  Coun¬ 
try  groan, 

And  with  thy  man’y  Arm  ftrike  fure,  then  thou  haft 
wrought  thine  own  free  Cure. 

Sil.  Some  Sybel  fure,  fome  Soul  Heav’n  loves,  and  fa¬ 
vours.  (ders? 

And  lends  her  their  free  Powers,  to  work  their  Won- 
How  fhe  incites  my  Courage? 

Bel.  Silvio , 

I  knew  thee  many  days  ago, 

Forefaw  thy  Love  to  Belvidere ,  the  Dutch cfs  Daughter, 
and  her  Heir; 

Knew  fhe  lov’d  thee,  and  know  what  paft,  when  you 
were  found  i’th’  Caftle  faft  (Law, 

In  one  anothers  Arms;  forefaw  the  taking  of  ye,  and  the 
And  fo  thy  innocence  I  lov’d,  the  deepeft  of  my  skill  1 
.prov’d* 


Be 
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Be  rul’d  by  me,  for  to  this  hour,  1  have  dwelt  about 
thee  with  my  Power. 

Sil.  I  will  ,  and  in  the  courfe  of  all  obferve  thee, 

For  thou  art  fure  an  Angel  fent  to  me. 

BeL  Get  thee  gone  then  to  the  Fight,  longer  flay 
but  robs  thy  right ; 

When  thou  grow’ft  weary  I’ll  be  near,  then  think  on 
beauteous  Belvidere , 

For  every  precious  Thought  of  her,  I’ll  lend  thine  Ho¬ 
nour  a  new  Spur  ^ 

When  all  is  done,  meet  here  at  Night  5  go  and  be  happy 
in  the  Fight.  [Exit. 

Sil.  I  certainly  believe  I  fhall  do  nobly, 

And  that  I’ll  bravely  reach  at  too,  or  die®  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Claudio,  and  Penurio. 

Cla.  Is  file  fo  loving  Hill ? 

Pen.  She  is  mad  with  Love, 

As  mad  as  ever  unworm’d  Dog  was,  Signior, 

And  does  fo  weep,  andcurfe,  for  your  Prevention, 

Your  croffes  in  your  Love  j  it  frets  me  too, 

I  am  falPn  away  to  nothing,  to  a  Spindle, 

Grown  a  mecr  Man  of  Mat,  no  Soul  within  me, 

Pox  o’ my  Mailer,  Sir,  will  that  content  ye? 

Qla.  This  Rogue  but  cozens  me,  and  fhe  neglects  me. 
Upon  my  Life  there  are  fome  other  Gamefters, 

Nearer  the  Wind  than  I,  and  that  prevents  me. 

Is  there  no  other  holds  acquaintance  with  her  ? 

Prethce  be  true,  be  honeft,  do  not  mock  me, 

Thou  knowefl  her  Heart,  no  former  Interefl  •* 

She  has  vow’d  a  favour  to?  And  cannot  handfomely 
Go  off,  but  by  regaining  fuch  a  Friendfhip? 

There  are  a  thoufand  handfome  Men,  young,  wealthy. 
That  will  not  flick  at  any  rate,  nor  danger, 

To  gain  fo  fweet  a  Prize;  nor  can  I  blame  her,  ^ 

If  where  flie  finds  a  comfort,  the  deal  eunningly3 

Mm3 
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■lama  Stranger  yet. 

Pen .  Ye  are  all  fhe  looks  for,  , 

And  if  there  be  any  other,  fhe  negle&s  all, 

And  all  for  you:  I  would  you  faw  how  grievoufly 
And  with  what  hourly  Lamentations. 

Cla.  I  know  thou  flatter’ll  me}  tell  me  but  truth, 
Look  here,  look  well,  the  befl  Meat  in  the  Dukedom, 
The  rareil,  and  the  choicell  of  all  Diets, 

Will  I  give  thee,  but  to  fatisfie  me; 

1  hat  is,  not  to  diflemble ;  this  rare  Lobfler, 

This  Pheafant  of  the  Sea,  this  difli  for  Princes, 

And  all  this  thou  fhalt  enjoy,  eat  all  thy  felf. 

Have  good  Greek  Wine,  or  any  thing  belongs  to  it, 

A  Wench,  it  it  defire  one. 

Pen.  All  this,  Signior? 

\  Cla.  All,  and  a  greater  far  than  this. 

Pen .  A  greater? 

*  C/rf.  If  thou  deferve  by  telling  truth. 

Pen.  A  W  ench  too  ? 

f  °r  anything;  but  if  you  play  the  Knave  now, 

1  The  cozening  Knave,  befides  the  lofs  of  this, 
dn  which  thou  hall  parted  with  a  Paradife, 

I  ne'er  will  give  thee  Meat  more,  not  a  Morfel, 

No  fmell  or  Meat  by  my  means  fliall  come  near  thee, 
Nor  name  ot  any  thing  that’s  nourifhing, 

,  But  to  thy  old  part  Tantalus  again, 

Thou  fhalt  return,  and  there  fnap  at  a  Shadow. 

Pen.  Upon  this  Point,  had  I  intended  Treafon, 

Or  any  thing  might  call  my  Life  in  Queftion, 
h  ollow’d  with  all  the  Tortures  time  could  think  on, 
Give  me  but  time  to  eat  this  lovely  Lob  tier. 

Phis  Alderman  o’th’  Sea,  and  give  me  Wine  to  him, 

1  would  reveal  all,  and  if  that  all  were  too  little. 

More  than  l  knew}  Bartello  holds  in  with  her, 

I  he  Captain  oi  the  Cittadel,  but  you  need  not  fear  him, 
I  iis  I  ongue's  the  flifleA  Weapon  that  he  carries. 

He  is  old,  and  out  of  life  *,  there  are  forme  other. 

Men,  young  enough,  handiome,  and  bold  enough, 

'  '  ;  Could 
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Could  they  come  but  to  make  their  Game  once,  but 
they  want,  Sir,  x  V  > 

They  want  the  unde  quare ,  they  are  laid  by  then. 

Enter  Bartcllo. 

You  only  are  the  Man  {hall  knock  the  Nail  in — * 
Bar .  How  now,  Penurio? 

Ben.  Your  Worfhip’s  fairly  met,  Sir. 

You  {hall  hear  further  from  me,  flea!  afide,  Sir. 

Cla.  Remember  your  Matter  for  thofe  Chains. 

Pen .  They  are  ready,  Sir. 

Bar.  What  young  thing’s  this?  By  his  Habit  he’s  a 
Merchant  j  **■'. 

I  fear  he  trades  my  way  too,  you  dried  Dog^fifh 
What  bait  was  that  ? 

Pen.  Who,  Sir,  the  thing  went  hence  now? 

A  notable  young  Whelp.  r 

Bar.  To  what  end,  Sirrah  ? 

Ben .  Came  to  buy  Chains  and  Rings,  is  to  be  married. 
An  Afs,  a  Coxcombe,  h’as  nothing  in’s  Houfe,  Sir  $, 

I  warrant  you  think  he  earns  to  fee  my  Miftrefs  ?  " 

Bar.  I  doubt  it  Ihrewdly. 

Ben.  Away,  away,  ’tis  foolifti  \ 

He  has  not  the  Face  to  look  upon  a  Gentlewoman, 

A  poorskim’d  thing,  his  Mother’s  Maids  are  fain,  Sir, 
To  teach  him  how  toKifs,  and  again  ft  he  is  married. 

To  fhew  him  on  which  fide  the  Stirrop  ftands. 

Bar .  That’s  a  fine  Youth. 

Ben .  Thou  wouldft  hang  thy  fejf,  that  thou  hadff 
half  his  Power, 

Thou  empty  Potgun, 

Bar.  Am  I  come  fit,  Pemrio  ? 

Pen.  As  fit  as  a  Fiddle, 

My  Matter’s  now  abroad  about  his  bufinefs. 

Bar.  When  thou  cam’ft  to  me  home  to  Day,  I 
fufpected 

Mv  Wife  was  Jealous,  that  fhe  whifpered  to  thee. 

Pen.  You  deferve  well  the  whilft,  there’s  no  fuch  matter, 
She  talk’d  about  fomeToys  my  Matter  mutt  bring  to  her, 

Mm  4  You 
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You  mud  not  know  of. 

Bar .  i’il  take  no  Note,  Penurio. 

Pen.  No,  nor  you  iliall  not,  till  you  have  it  foundly. 
This  is  the  braved  Capitano  Pompo. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

But  I  fliall  pump  ye  anon,  Sir. 

Ifab.  Oh  my  Bartello. 

Bar.  Ye  pretty  Rogue,  you  little  Rogue,  youfweet 
Rogue, 

Away  Penurio,  go  and  walk  i’th*  Horfe-Fair. 

Ifab .  You  do  not  love  me? 

Bar.  Thou  lied,  thou  little  Rafcal } 

There  Sirrah,  to  your  Centry. 

Pen.  How  the  Colt  itches? 

HI  help  ye  to  a  Curry-comb  {hall  claw  ye.  [Exit. 
Ifab.  And  how  much  dod  thou  love  me? 

Bar.  Let’s  go  in  quickly, 

HI  tell  thee  prefently,  Fll  meafure  it  to  thee. 

Ifab.  No  bufies  fird?  Sit  o’ my  Knee,  my  brave  Boy, 
My  valiant  Boy*  do  not  look  fo  fiercely  on  me, 

Thou  wil  t  fright  me  with  thy  Face  \  come  bufs  again  Chick, 
Smile  in  my  Face  you  mad  thing. 

Bar.  I  am  mad  indeed  W ench, 

Precious,  I  am  all  o’  Fire.  . 

Ifab.  I’ll  warm  thee  better. 

Bar.  I’ll  warm  thee  too,  or  I’ll  blow  out  my  Bellows  j 
Ha,  ye  fweet  Rogue,  you  loving  Rogue,  a  Boy  now, 

A  Soldier  I  will  get  fhall  prove  a  Fellow. 

Enter  Jaquenet  and  Penurio. 
yaq.  Midrefs,  look  to  your  felf,  my  Mader’s  coming. 
Bar .  The  Devil  come,  and  go  with  him. 

Pen.  The  Devil’s  come  indeed,  he  brings  your  Wife,  Sir. 
Ifab.  We  are  undone,  undone  then. 

Bar.  My  Wife  with  him? 

Why  this  is  a  difmal  Day. 

Pen.  They  are  hard  by  too,  Sir. 

Bar.  I  mud  not,  dare  not  fee  her* 

Jfak  Nor  my  Husband, 

>'  <  •  ■'  X  '  .  i  ;  ••  ,  :  i  *  r, 
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For  twenty  thoufand  Pound. 

Bar.  That  I  were  a  Cat  now* 

Or  any  thing  could  run  into  a  Bench-hole, 

Saint  Anthonies  Fire  upon  the  Rogue  has  brought  her*. 
Where  lhail  1  be  ?  jult  i’th’  nick  o’th’ matter  ? 

When  1  had  her  at  my  Mercy  ?  think,  for  Heav’n  fake, 
My  Wife,  all  the  wild  Furks  Hell  has. 

Pen .  Up  the  Chimney. 

Bar.  They’ll  frnoke  me  out  there  prefently. 
lfab .  There,  there,  it  mud:  be  there, 

We  are  all  undone  clfe  >  it  muff  be  up  the  Chimney, 
Bar .  Give  me  a  Ladder. 
lfab .  You  mull  ufe  your  Art,  Sir. 

Alas,  we  have  no  Ladders. 

Bar.  Pox  o’thy  Husband, 

Does  he  never  mend  his  Houfe  ? 

Pen.  No,  nor  himfelf  neither* 

Up  nimbly  Sir,  up  nimbly. 

Bar.  Thou  know’ll  I  am  fat. 

Thou  mercilefs  lean  Rogue. 

Pen.  Will  ye  be  kill’d  ? 

For  if  he  take  ye- - — 

Bar .  Lend  me  thy  Shoulder. 

Pen  Soft,  Sir, 

You’ll  tread  my  Shoulder-bones  into  my  fides  elfc. 
Have  ye  fall  hold  o’th’  Bars? 

Bar.  A  Vengeance  bar  ’em. 

lfab.  Patience  good  Captain,  Patience  ;  quickly* 
quickly. 

Bar .  Do  you  think  lam  made  of  Smoke? 

Pen.  Now  he  talks  of  Smoke, 

What  if  my  Mafter  Ihould  call  for  Fire? 

Bar.  Will  ye  Martyr  me? 
lfab .  He  mull  needs  have  it. 

Bar.  Will  ye  make  me  Bacon? 

lfab.  We’ll  do  the  bell  wc  can  j  are  all  things  ready  ? 

pen.  All,  all,  1  have  ’em  all. 

Bar.  Go  let  ’em  in  then, 
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Not  a  Word  now  on  your  Life. 

Ten.  I  hang  like  a  Meteor. 

Enter  Lopez  and  Rodope. 

Lop.  You  are  Welcome,  Lady. 

Rod .  You  are  too  too  courteous, 

But  I  diall  make  amends,  fair  Ifabclla. 

Jfab.  Welcome  my  worthy  Friend,  mod:  kindly  Wel¬ 
come. 

Rod.  1  hear  on  t,  and  I’ll  dt  him  for  his  Foolery. 

Lop.  Some  Sweet-meats  Wife*,  fomc  Sweet-meats 
prefently. 

Bar.  Oh  my  fowre  Sauce. 

Lop.  Away,  quick  Ifabella.  [Exit  Ifab, 

Did  you  hear  him? 

Rod.  Yes,  yes,  perfeftly*,  proceed,  Sir. 

Lop.  Speak  loud  enough }  dare  ye  at  length  but  pity 
me? 

Rod.  ’Faith,  Sir,  you  have  us’d  fo  manyReafons  tome, 

And  thofe  fo  powerfully— - 

Lop .  Keep  this  Kifs  for  me. 

Bar .  And  do  I  ftand  and  hear  this? 

Rod.  This  forme,  Sir, 

This  is  fome  Comfort  now  :  Alas  my  Husband — . 

But  why  do  I  think  of  fo  poor  a  Fellow, 

So  wretched,  fo  debauch’d  ? 

Bar.  That’s  I,  I  am  bound  to  hear  it. 

Rod.  I  dare  not  lie  with  him,  he  is  fo  rank  a  Whore- 
mailer. 

Lop.  And  that’s  a  dangerous  Point. 

Rod.  UponmyConfcicncc,  Sir, 

He  would  Hick  a  thoufand  bafe  Difeafes  on  me. 

Bar .  And  now  mud:  l  fay  nothing. 

Lop.  I  am  found,  Lady. 

Rod.  That’s  it  that  makes  me  love  ye. 

Lop.  Let’s  kifs  again  then. 

,  Rod .  Do,  do. 

__  * 

Ban  Do,  theDev.il 
And  the  gtrand  Pox  do  with  ye* 

Lop.  Do  ye  hear  him?  well 
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Enter  Penurio  and  Ifabella. 

Now,  what’s  the  News  with  you? 

Fen .  The  found  of  War,  Sir, 

Comes  ftill  along  ^  the  Duke  will  charge  the  City, 

We  have  loft,  they  fay. 

Lop.  What  (hall  become  of  me  then, 

And  my  poor  Wealth? 

Bar .  Even  hang’d,  I  hope. 

Rod.  Remove  your  Jewels  prefently, 

And  what  you  have  of  Wealth  into  the  Cittadel, 

There  all’s  fecure. 

Lop.  1  humbly  thank  ye  Lady ; 

Penurio ,  get  me  fome  can  climb  the  Chimney, 

For  there  my  Jewels  are,  my  beft,  my  richeft, 

1  hid  ’em,  fearing  fucha  Blow. 

Fen .  Moft  happily  } 

I  have  two  Boys  that  ufe  to  fwecp  foul  Chimneys, 
Truly  I  brought  ’em,  Sir,  to  mock  your  Worfhip, 

For  the  great  Fires  ye  keep,  and  the  full  Diet. 

Lop .  I  forgive  thee  Knave,  where  are  they  ? 

Pen.  Here,  Sir,  here* 

Monfteur  Blacky  will  yourfmall  Worlhip  mount? 

Enter  two  Boys . 

1  Boy.  Madam  e  be  com  to  creep  up  into  your 

Chimney,  and  make  you  Boy  Sings. 

Cleane,  as  any  L,ady  in  dc  World:  Ma  litla,  litla  frera, 
and  e, 

Chanta,  frere,  chanta.  « 

Pen .  Come  Mon fieur,mounte, mounte, mount  Monfieur 
Muftard-pot.  [Boy  Sings. 

1  Boy .  Monfieur  e  have  dis  for  votra  barba,  pie  ta  vou 
Monfieur. 

Pen.  Mounte  Monfieur,  mounte  dere  be  fome  fine 
tings. 

1  Boy.  He  will  creep  like  de  Ferret  Monfieur. 

Pen.  Dere  in  the  Chimney.  [The  Boy  above  ftngtng. 
l  Boy,  He  be  de  fhcilde  due  fhaufon.  Madam. 

[Boy  goes  in  behind  the  Arras  e 

Fen. 
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Pei,  There’s  a  Birds-neft,  I  wou’d  have  ye  climb  ir, 
Monfieur,  3 

Up  my  fine  Tinging,  Monfieur ;  that’s  a  fine  Monfieur. 
Lop.  Watch  him,  he  do  not  lteal. 

Ten .  I  warrant  ye,  Sir. 

Lop.  Thefe  Boys  are  Knavifli. 

[Boy  within ,  Madam,  here  be  de  Rat ,  de  Rat ,  Madam . 
/V«.  I'll  look  to  him  tightly. 

Lop.  Lord,  what  comes  here, 

A  walking  Apparition  ? 

Tr  ,  n  .  f  upon  BartelloY  Shoulder . 

ijab.  Saint  Chrijiopher. 

Rod.  Mercy  o’  me,  what  is  it? 

How  like  my  Husband  it  looks  ? 

Bar.  Get  ye  down  Devil, 

i:  11  break  your  Neck  elfe ;  was  ever  Man  thus  chimnied  ? 

Lcf.  Go  pay  the  Boys  well ;  fee  them  fatisfied. 

Pen.  Come,  Monfieur  Devils,  come  my  Black-Ber- 
iries 

I’ll  Butter  ye  o’  both  fides.  f Boy  Fxit 

Ifak  Nay,  ev’n  look,  Sir,  are  you  cooled  now, 

Bar.  1  am  cuckolded,  and  fool’d  to  boot  too* 

Fool’d  fearfully,  fool’d  fhamefully. 

Lop.  You  are  welcome,  Sir. 

1  am  glad  I  have  any  thing  within  thefe  Doors,  Sir, 

To  make  ye  merry  5  you  love  my  Wife,  I  thank  ye. 

You  have  fhew’d  your  Love, 

Bar.  Wife,  am  I  this?  This  odd  matter, 

This  monftrous  thing? 

Rod.  You  ought,  but  yet  you  are  not } 

I  have  been  bold  with  you.  Sir,  but  yet  not  bafely. 

As  I  have  Faith  I  have  not. 

Lop.  Sir,  believe  it, 

Twas  all  meant  but  to  make  you  feel  your  Trefpafs ; 

We  knew  your  Hour,  and  all' this  faihion’d  for  it. 

Bar.  Were  you  o’th5  Plot  too  ? 

Jfab.  Yes  by  my  troth,  fweet  Captain. 

Bar.  You  will  forgive  me,  WNe 
Rod.  You  will  deferve  it  ? 

Bar. 
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Bar.  Put  that  to  th’  venture. 

Rod .  Thus  am  I  Friends  again  then, 

And  as  you  ne’er  had  gone  allray,  thus  kifs  ye. 

Bar.  And  I’ll  kifs  you,  and  you  too  ask  Forgivcnefs, 
Kifs  my  Wife  Lopez,  ’tis  but  in  jell  remember  ; 

And  now  all  Friends  together  to  my  Cattle, 

Where  we’ll  all  dine,  and  there  difcoiirfe  thefe  Stories, 
And  let  him  be  Chimney- fwept  in’s  Lull  that  glories. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 


Enter  Silvio  and  Belvidcre  feverally. 

Sil.  Hail  reverend  Dame,  Heav’n  wait  upon  tliy  Stu¬ 
dies.  fended? 

Bel.  You  are  all  well  met  Son;  what,  is  the  Battel 
Sil.  Mother,  ’tis  done. 

Bel.  How  has  thy  Honour  profper’d  ? 

Sil.  The  Dutchefs  has  the  Day,  Syenna' s  Prifoner  ; 
Arm’d  with  thy  powerful  Art,  this  Arm  difmounted  him. 
Receiv’d  him  then  on  Foot,  and  fair  Valour 
Forc’d  him  mine  own,  this  Jewel  I  took  from  him, 

It  hung  upon  his  Cask,  the  Vigor’s  Triumph , 

And  to  the  Dutchefs  now  a  Prifoner 
I  have  render’d  him ,  Come  off  again  unknown,  Mo¬ 
ther. 

Bel .  ’Tis  well  done,  let  me  fee  the  Jewel,  Son  , 

3Tis  a  rich  one,  curious  fet,  fit  for  a  Princefs  Burgonet  \ 
This  rich  Token  late  was  feat  by  the  Dutchefs,  with 
intent, 

The  Marriage  next  Day  to  begin  *,  doit  thou  know  what’s 
hid  within  ? 

Wipe  thine  Eyes,  and  then  come  near,  fee  the  beaute¬ 
ous  Belvidcre  ; 

Now  behold  it. 

1 Sil.  Oh  my  Saint. 

Bel.  W ear  it  nobly,  do  not  faint. 

Sil-  How  bleft  am  I  in  this  rich  Spoil,  this  Pi&ure, 
For  ever  will  I  keep  it  here,  here  Mother. 

For  ever  honour  it;  how  oft,  how  chaffiy 
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Have  I  embrac’d  the  Life  of  this,  and  kift  it? 

Bel  The  Day  draws  on  that  thou  muft  home  return. 

And  make  thy  Anfwer  to  theDutchefs  Queftion, 

I  know  it  troubles  thee,  for  if  thou  fail  in’t. 

SiL  Oh,  I  muft  die. 

Bel  Fear  not,  fear  not.  I’ll  be  nigh, 

Caft  thy  trouble  on  my  Back,  Art  nor  Cunning  fhall  not 
lack. 

To  preferve  thee,  ftill  to  keep,  what  thy  envious  foe- 
men  feek ; 

Go  boldly  home,  and  let  thy  Mind  no  diftruftfulcrofles 
find  } 

All  fhall  happen  for  the  heft*  Souls  walk  through  for- 
rows  that  are  bleft. 

5/7.  Then  I  go  confident. 

Bel  But  firft  my  Son,  a  thankful  Service  muft  be 
done, 

The  good  old  Woman  for  her  pain,  when  every  thing 
ftands  fair  again, 

Muft  ask  a  poor  Boon,  that  granting,  there’s  nothing 
to  thy  Journey  wanting. 

5/7.  Except  the  Trial  of  my  Soul  toMifchief, 

And  as  I  am  a  Knight,  and  love  mine  Honour, 

1  grant  it  whatfoever. 

Bel  Thy  pure  Soul 

Shall  never  fink  for  me,  nor  howl. 

5/7.  Then  any  thing. 

Bel  When  I  fhall  ask,  remember. 

5/7.  If  [  forget,  Heav’ns  Goodnefs  forget  me. 

Bel  On  thy  Journey  then  awhile,  to  the  next  crofs 
way  and  Stile 

,  I’ll  conduit  thee,  keep  thee  true,  to  thy  Miftrefs  and 
thy  Vow, 

And  let  all  their  Envies  fall,  I’ll  be  with  thee,  and 
quench  all.  [ Exeunt . 
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ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Butchefs ,  Syenna,  and  Lords. 

Syen. T  ADY,  the  ftubborn  War’s  more  mild  than 
X-j  you  are. 

That  allows  Ranfom,  and  the  Prifoner  taken — — - - 

Dutch.  We  mull  not  be  too  hafty :  Remember  Sir, 
The  wrong  and  violence  you  have  offer’d  us, 

Burnt  up  our  frontier  Towns,  made  prey  before  ye 
Both  of  our  Beafts,  and  Corn  }  flam  our  dear  SubjcCts, 
Open’d  the  fountain  Eyes  of  thoufand  Widows, 

That  daily  fling  their  Curfes  on  your  Fury  7 
What  ordinary  Satisfaction  can  faive  this  ? 

What  hafty  thought  on  Ranfome  give  a  remedy? 

You  muff  excufe  us  yet,  we’ll  take  more  Counfcl  j 
In  the  mean  time,  not  as  a  Prifoner, 

But  as  a  noble  Prince  we  entertain  ye. 

Syen.  I  am  at  your  Mercy,  Lady,  ’tis  my  Fortune, 
My  ftubborn  Fate  -9  the  Day  is  yours,  you  have  me. 
The  valour  of  one  fingle  Maa  has  crofs’d  me, 

Croft  me  and  all  my  hope  j  for  when  the  Battels 
Were  at  the  hotteft  game  of  all  their  Furies, 

And  Conqueft  ready  then  to  crown  me  ViCtor, 

One  fingle  Man  broke  in,  one  Sword,  one  Virtue, 

And  by  his  great  example  thoufands  followed. 

Oh  how  I  fhame  to  think  on’t,  how  it  fhakes  me  f 
Nor  could  our  ftrongeft  Head  then  ftop  his  Fury, 

But  like  a  Tempeft  bore  the  Field  before  him. 

Till  he  arriv’d  at  me,  with  me  he  buck’led, 

A  while  I  held  him  playq  at  length  his  Violence 
Beat  me  from  my  Saddle,  then  on  Foot  purfu’d  me, 
There  triumph’d  once  again,  then  took  me  Prifoner  5 
When  I  was  gone,  a  fear  poffdt  my  People. 

Butch.  One  fingle  Arm,  in  a  juft  caufe,  Heay’n  pro- 
Is  not  this  ftranger  Knight  as  yet  difeover’d,  (Tpers, 
That  we  may  give  his  Virtue  a  due  Honour  ? 


Lord. 
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Lord .  Not  yet  that  we  hear,  Madam,  but  to  that 
purpofe 

Two  Days  ago  we  publifti’d  Proclamations. 

Soto  with  a  Trumpet ,  Silvio. 

Sb/o.  Oh  dainty  Dutchefs,  here  I  bring  that  Knight 
Before  thy  fragrant  Face,  that  warlike  Wight, 

He  that  Syenna' s  Duke,  and  all  his  Louts 
Beat,  as  the  Proverb  feemly  fays,  to  Clouts  ; 

He  that  unhors’d  the  Man  o’  fame  to  boot, 

.And  bootlefs  taught  his  Grace  to  walk  afoot; 

He  that  your  W ritings,  pack’d  to  every  Pillar, 

Promis’d  Promotion  to,  and  ftore  of  Siller, 

That  very  Man  1  fet  before  thy  Grace, 

And  once  again  pronounce,  this  Man  it  was. 

Dutch.  A  pretty  foolilh  Squire,  what  mu  ft  the 
Knight  be  ? 

Syen.  Some  Jugler  or  fome  Mad-man. 

Sii  1  was  not  fo. 

When  thy  faint  Troops  in  Flocks  I  beat  before  me, 
When,  through  the  thickeft  of  thy  warlike  Horfe, 

I  fhot  myfelf  even  to  thy  Standard,  Duke, 

And  there  found  thee,  there  fingled  thee,  there  fhew’d 
thee 

The  temper  of  my  Sword.  ’Tis  true,  thou  ftood’ft  me, 
And  like  a  noble  Soldier  bidft  me  welcome; 

And  this  I’ll  fay,  more  Honour  in  that  Arm 
I  found  and  tryed,  than  all  thy  Army  carried; 

What  follows,  thy  Imprifonment  can  tell  thee. 

Syen  His  fair  Relation  carries  Truth  and  Virtue, 

And  by  thofe  Arms  I  fee,  for  fuch  were  his, 

(So  old,  fo  ruftvj  this  may  be  he  that  forc’d  me. 

Sii  Do  you  know  this  Jewel,  from  your  Cask  I  rent  it. 
Even  as  1  clos’d,  and  forced  ye  from  your  Saddle; 

Do  you  now  remember  me  ? 

Syen.  This  is  the  Valour, 

Madam,  for  certain  he,  it  mu  ft  be  he, 

That  Day  l  wore  this  Jewel,  you  remember  it. 

j Dutch,  Yes,  very  well;  not  Ion?  before  I  fent  it. 

Syen. 
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Syen .  That  Day  l  loft  this  Jewel,  in  fight  I  loft  it* 

1  felt  his  ftrokes,  and  felt  him  take  it  from  me  ^ 

I  wore  it  in  my  Cask:  Take  it  again*  Sir, 

You  won  it  nobly,  ’tis  the  prize  of  Honour. 

Soto.  My  Father  and  my  felf  are  made  for  ever. 

Butch.  Kneel  down,  brave  Sir  j  thus  my  Knight  firfi  1 
raife  ye, 

Gird  on  a  Sword  *,  next.  General  of  my  Army, 

Give  him  a  Staff;  laft,  one  in  Counfel  near  me. 

Now,  make  us  happy  with  your  fight.  How  !  Silvio ! 

[ Difcovers  him  felf. 

Have  I  on  thee  beftow’d  this  Love,  this  Honour? 
TheTreafons  thou  haft  wrought  let  off  with  Favours? 
Unarm  him  preftntly:  Oh  thou  foul  Traitor, 

Traitor  to  me,  mine  Honour,  and  my  Country, 

Thou  kindler  of  thefe  Wars. 

Sil.  Miftakenot,  Madatau 
Butch .  Away  with  him  to  Prifon, 

See  him  fafe  kept  j  the  Lawfhallfhortly,  Sirrah, 

Find  better  Titles  for  ye,  than  I  gave  ye, 

Soto A  This  is  the  Youth  thatkill’d  me,  I’ll  be  quit  with 
him, 

What  a  blind  Rogue  was  I,  I  could  never  know  him  ? 
And ’t  pleafe  your  Grace,  I  claim  the  Benefit 
Of  the  Proclamation  that  proclaim’d  him  Traitor, 

I  brought  him  in. 

Dutch*  Thou  fhalt  have  thy  reward  for’t. 

Soto.  Let  him  be  hang’d,  or  drown’d  then. 

Butch.  Away  with  him. 

Sil.  Madam,  1  crave  your  Promife  firft,  you  are  tyed 
to  it, 

You  have  pafs’d  your  Princely  Word. 

Butch.  Prove  it,  and  take  it. 

Sil.  This  is  the  Day  appointed, 

Appointed  by  your  Grace  for  my  Appearance^ 

To  anfwer  to  the  Queftion. 

Butch.  I  remember  it. 

Sil.  I  claim  it  then. 

Butch.  If  you  perform  it  not, 

Vol.  V.  N  o  The 
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The  Penalty  you  claim  too. 

Sil.  I  not  repent  it  j 
If  I  abfolve  the  W ords? 

Dutch .  Your  Life  is  free  then. 

You  have  drawn  a  fpeedy  Courfe  above  my  Wifhes* 

To  my  Revenge,  be  fure  ye  hit  it  right, 

Or  I’ll  be  fure  you  fhall  not  fcape  the  danger. 

Sil.  My  reft  is  up  now,  Madam. 

Dutch .  Then  play  it  cunningly, 

Sil  Now,  where’s  the  Hag?  Where  now  are  all  her 
Fromifes, 

She  would  be  with  me,  ftrengthenme,  inform  me? 

My  death  will  now  be  double  death,  ridiculous. 

She  was  wont  ftill  to  be  near,  to  feel  my  Miferies, 

And  with  her  Art,  I  fee  her  no  where  now* 

What  have  I  undertaken  ?  Now  fhe  fails  me, 

No  comfort  now  I  find,  how  my  Soul  ftaggers? 

Till  this  hbur  never  rear  nor  doubt  pofieft  me: 

She  cannot  come,  fhe  will  not  come,  file  has  fool’d  me  5 
Sure,  fhe  is  the  Devil,  has  drawn  me  on  to  Ruin, 

And  now  to  death  bequeaths  me  in  my  danger. 

Sye.  He  ftands  diffracted,  and  his  Colour  changes, 
Dutch  I  have  given  him  that  will  make  his  Blood 
forfake  him*, 

Shortly  his  Life.  i  : 

Sye.  His  Hands  and  Contemplati6n 
Have  motion  ftill,  the  reft  is  Earth  already. 

Dutch.  Come,  will  ye  fpeak  or  pray?  Your  time  grows 
out,  Sir;  .V 

How  every  where  he  looks?  He’s  at  laft  caft. 

Enter  Belvidere,  and fecretly  gives  him  a  Paper ,  and  Exit. 
Sye.  His  Colour  comes  again  frefii. 

Dutch.  ’Tis  a  flalh,  Sir, 

Before  the  flame  burns  out  5  can  ye  yet  anfwer  ? 

Sil.  Y es  Madam,  now  1  can. 

Dutch.  I  fear  you’ll  fail  in’t. 

Sil.  And  do  not  think  my  Silence  a  Prefage, 

v  ~  Or 
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Or  Omen  to  my  end,  you  fliall  not  find  it} 

I  am  bred  a  Soldier,  not  an  Orator : 

Madam,  perufe  this  Scrowl,  let  that  fpeak  for  me. 

And  as  you  are  Royal,  wrong  not  the  Conftru6tion. 

Dutch.  By  Heav’n  you  fliall  have  fair  play. 

-  Sil.  I  fliall  look  for’t. 

Queftion. 

TELL  me  what  is  that  only  thing , 

For  which  all  Women  long  j 
let  having  what  they  mofl  defir 
To  have  it  do's  them  wrong . 

Anfwer. 

9^Tp  15  not  to  he  chaftef  nor  fair9 
JL  Such  Gifts  Malice  may  impair ; 

Richly  trinid  to  walk  or  ride , 

Or  to  wanton  unefpy^d  7 
To  preferve  an  honeft  Name, 

And  jo  to  give  it  up  to  Fame  7 
Thefe  are  Toys.  In  good  or  ill 
They  defire  to  have  their  Will 7 
Tet  when  they  have  it,  they  ahufe  it , 

For  they  know  not  how  to  ufe  it, 

Dutch ,  You  have  anfwer’d  right,  and  gain’d  your  Life, 
I  give  it. 

Sil,  Oh  happy  Hag  !  But  my  mofl;  gracious  Madam, 
Your  Promife  ty’d  a  nobler  Favour  to  me. 

Dutch .  3 Tis  true,  my  Daughter  too. 

Sil .  I  hope  you  will  keep  it. 

Dutch.  ’Tis  not  in  my  power  now,  flie  is  long  fince 
wander’d, 

Suol’n  from  Court,  and  me:,  and  what  I  have  not 
I  cannot  give:  No  Man  can  tell  me  of  her, 

Nor  no  fearch  find  her  out;  and  if  not  Silvio, 

Which  ftrongly  I  believe- — — » 

N  n  z  Sil . 
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Sil.  Mock  me  not  Lady, 

For  as  I  am  a  Servant  to  her  Virtue, 

Since  my  fird  Hour  of  Exile,  I  ne’er  favv  her. 

Lord .  That  die  is  gone,  ’tis  too  too  true,  and  lamen¬ 
table, 

Our  lalt  hope  was  in  you. 

Sil.  What  do  1  hear  then, 

And  wherefore  have  I  Life  beftow’d  and  Honour? 

To  what  end  do  I  walk?  For  Men  to  wonder  at. 

And  fight,  and  fool  ?  pray  ye  take  your  Honours  from 
me, 

("My  forrows  are  not  fit  Companions  for  ’em) 

And  when  ye  pleafe,  my  Life.  Art  thou  gone  Midrefs, 
And  wander’d  Heav’n  knows  where?  this  Vow  I  make 
thee, 

That  till  I  find  thee  out,  and  fee  thofe  fair  Eyes, 

Thofe  Eyes  that  fhed  their  Lights,  and  Life  into  me. 
Never  to  know  a  Friend,  to  feek  a  Kindred, 

To  red  where  Pleafure  dwells,  and  painted  Glory. 

But  through  the  World,  the  wide  World,  thus  to  wan¬ 
der, 

The  wretched  World  alone,  no  Comfort  with  me, 
But  the  meer  Meditations  of  thy  Goodnels  ; 

Honour  and  Greatnefs,  thus  Adieu. 

Enter  Belvidere* 

Bel.  Stay  Silvio , 

And  Lady  fit  again,  I  come  for  Jufticc. 

Sil.  W  hat  would  die  now  ? 

Bel.  T o  claim  thy  Promife,  Silvio , 

The  Boon  thou  fwor’d  to  give  me. 

Syen.  What  may  this  be, 

A  W oman  or  a  Devil  ? 

Dutch.  ’Tis  a  Witch  fure. 

And  by  her  means  he  came  to  untwid  this  Riddle. 

Sil.  That  I  am  bound  to  her  for  my  Life,  mine  Ho¬ 
nour, 

And  many  other  thoufand  ways  for  Comfort, 
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I  here  confefs ;  confefs  a  Promife  too, 

That  what  fhe  would  ask  me  to  requite  thele  Favours, 
Within  the  endeavour  of  my  Life  to  grant, 

I  would,  and  here  I  Hand  my  words  full  Mailer. 

Bel.  I  wifh  no  more  j  great  Lady,  witnefs  with  me, 
The  Boon  I  crave  for  all  my  Service  to  thee, 

Is  now  to  be  thy  Wife,  to  grant  me  Marriage. 

Sil.  How?  For  to  marry  thee?  Ask  again  Woman, 
Thou  wilful  Woman,  ask  again. 

Bel.  No  more,  Sir. 

Sit.  Ask  Land,  and  Life. 

Bel.  I  ask  thee  for  a  Husband. 

Sote.  Marry  her,  and  beat  her  into  Gun-powder, 

She  would  make  rare  Crackers. 

Sil.  Ask  a  better  Fortune, 

Thou  art  too  old  to  marry:  I  a  Soldier, 

And  always  married  to  my  Sword. 

Bel .  Thy  word  Fool, 

Break  that,  and  Pll  break  all  thy  Fortunes  yet. 

Dutch.  He  lhali  not, 

I  am  witnefs  to  his  Faith,  and  Pll  compel  it. 

Sye.  ’Tis  fit  ye  hold  your  word.  Sir. 

Sil.  Oh  moll  wretched. 

Dutch.  This  was  a  Fortune  now  beyond  my  Wilh eg, 
For  now  my  Daughter’s  free,  if  e’er  I  find  her. 

Sye.  But  not  from  me. 

Dutch.  You  are  lharer  in  this  Happinels, 

My  fclf  will  wait  upon  this  Marriage, 

And  do  the  old  Woman  all  the  honour  poffible. 

Sye.  I’ll  lead  the  Knight,  and  what  there  wants  in 
Dalliance, 

WeTHake  it  out  in  Drink. 

Sil,  Oh  wretched  Silvio.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Lopez  and  Ifabella. 


Lop.  Hall  thou  fent  for  him  ? 

Jfab.  Yes. 

Loo .  A  young  Man,  fay’ftthou? 

Jfab.  Y  es,  very  young,  and  very  amorous. 

Lop.  And  handfome  ? 

Jfab.  As  the  Town  affords. 

Lop.  And  dar^ft  thou 

Be  fo  fargood,  and  Miftrefs  of  thine  Honour, 

To  {light  thefe? 

Ifab.  For  my  Husband’s  fake  to  curfe  ’em, 

And  fince  you  have  made  me  Miftrefs  of  my  Fortune, 
Never  to  point  at  any  Joy,  but  Husband  j 
I  could  have  cozen’d  ye,  but  fo  much  I  love  ye, 

And  now  fo  much  I  weigh  the  Eftimation 

Of  an  unfpotted  Wife - 

Lop.  I  dare  believe  thee, 

And  never  more  fh all  Doubt  torment  my  Spirit. 

Enter  Penurio. 

Jfab.  How  now  Penurio  ? 

Ten.  The  thing  is  coming,  Miftrefs. 

Lop.  I’ll  take  my  ftanding. 

Ten.  Do,  and  I’ll  take  mine.  \_Exit  Lopez. 

Jfab.  Where  didft  thou  leave  him? 

Ten.  I  left  him  in  a  Cellar, 

"Where  he  has  paid  me  titely,  paid  me  home  Miftrefs, 
We  had  an  hundred  and  fifty  Healths  to  you,  fweet  Mi¬ 
ftrefs, 

And  threefcore  and  ten  Damnations  to  my  Mafter? 
Miftrefs,  fhall  I  fpeak  a  foolifti  word  to  ye? 

Jfab.  What’s  that,  Penurio! 

The  Fellow’s  Drunk. 

Ten.  I  would  fain  know  your  Body. 

JJab.  Boev's  that?  How’s  that  prethee? 

Ten. 

'  •  < 
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Pen .  I  would  know  it  carnally, 

I  would  conglutinate. 

I  fab.  The  Reafon,  Sirrah  ? 

Ten.  Lobfter,  Tweet  Miftrefs,  Lobfter. 

Ifab.  Thy  Mailer  hears. 

Ten.  Lobfter,  Tweet  Mailer,  Lobfter. 

Ifab,  Thou  art  the  moft  precious  Rogue. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Ten.  Moft  precious  Lobfter. 

Ifab.  Do  you  Tee  who’s  here?  Go  deep,  ye  drunken 
Rafcal. 

Pen.  Remember  you  refufe  me  arm’d  in  Lobfter. 

[Exit. 

Ifab.  Oh  my  loft  Rugio ,  welcome,  welcome,  wed 
come, 

A  thouTand  welcomes  here  I’ll  Teal. 

Cla .  Pray  ye  flay,  Lady, 

Do  you  love  me  ever  at  this  rate?  Or  is  the  lit  now, 

By  reafon  of  Tome  wrong  done  by  your  Husband, 

More  fervent  on  ye? 

Ifab.  Can  I  chufe  but  love  thee  ? 

Thou  art  my  Martyr,  then  haft  differed  for  me. 

Cla,  Do  you  do  this  (erioufty  ? 

’Tis  true,  I  would  be  entertained  thus. 

Ifab .  Thefe  are  nothing. 

No  Kiffes,  no  Embraces,  no  Endearments, 

To  thofe——— 

Cla.  Do  what  you  will. 

Ifab.  Thofe  that  Thai!  follow, 

Thofe  f  will  crown  our  Love  withal  \  why  figh  ye  ? 
Why  look  ye  fad,  my  dear  one? 

Cla.  Nay ,  faith  nothing, 

But  methinks  fo  fweet  a  Beauty,  as  yours  (hews  to  me. 
And  fuch  an  Innocence' as  you  may  make  it. 

Should  hold  a  longer  Siege. 

Ifab.  Ha,  you  fpealc  Truth,  Sir- 
Cla.  I  would  not  have  it  io. 

Nn  4  ,  Ifab. 
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Ifab.  And  now  methinks, 

Now  I  confider  truly  what  becomes  mc^ 

I  have  been  cozen’d,  fearfully  abus’d, 

JMy  Reafon  blinded. 

Cla.  Nay,  I  did  but  jeft  with  ye. 

Ifab.  I’ll  take  ye  at  your  word,  and  thank  ye  for’t. 
Sir  5 

And  now  I  fee  no  Sweetnefs  in  that  Perfon, 

Nothing  to  ftir  me  to  abufe  a  Husband, 

To  ruin  my  lair  Fame. 

Cla.  Good  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  No  handfomeMan,  nor  anything  to  doat  on, 
J?o  Face,  no  Tongue  to  catch  me,  poor  at  all  Points, 
And  I  an  Afs. 

Cla.  Why  do  ye  wrong  me,  Lady  ? 

If  I  were  thus,  and  had  no  Youth  upon  me, 

My  Service  of  fo  mean  a  way  to  win  ye, 

( Which  you  your  felt  are  confcious  mull  delerve  ye, 

|f  you  had  thrice  the  Beauty  you  poftefs,  mu  ft  reach 

.  yc) 

If  in  my  Tongue  your  Fame  lay  wrack’d,  and  ruin’d 
With  every  Cup  I  drink;  if  in  Opinion 
I  were  aloft,  defam’d  Man*  but  this  is  common 

Where  we  love  moft,  where  moft  we  ftake  our  For* 
tunes. 

There  leaft  smd  bafeft  we  are  rewarded  j  fare  ye  well. 
Know  now  I  hate  you  too  as  much,  contemn  ye, 

And  weigh  my  Credit  at  as  high  a  value. 

Ifab.  May  be  I  did  but  jeft.  ‘ 

Cla.  Ye  are  a  W otnan. 

And  now  I  fee  your  Wants,  and  mine  own  Follies, 

And  task  my  felf  with  Indifcretion, 

For  doating  on  a  Face  fo  poor. 

Ifab.  Say  ye  fo,  Sir  ? 

G  not  my  endj  I  did  but  jeft  with  you, 

Only  iooi’d  thus  to  try  your  Faith:  my Ruiio. 

P°  you  think  1  could  forget? 

Qla  N  ly,  5tis  no  matter. 

Ifab,  Is  r  poftihle  \  lliould  forfake  a  Conftancy, 

9 0  ftrong,  fo  good,  fo  fweet? 

s  Cla. 
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Cla.  A  fubtle  Woman. 

Ifab.  You  fhall  forgive  tne,  ’twas  a  Trick  to  try  ye. 

And  were  I  fure  ye  lov’d  me  — - - 

Cla .  Do  you  doubt  now? 

Ifab.  I  do  not  doubt,  but  he  that  would  profefs  this. 
And  bear  that  full  Affe£tion  you  make  fhew  of. 

Should  do - 

Cla .  What  fhould  I  do  ? 

Ifab.  I  cannot  fhew  ye. 

Cla.  lil  try  thee,  damned’ft  Devil  *,  hark  ye.  Lady. 
No  Man  fhall  dare  do  more,  no  Service  top  me, 

Fll  marry  ye. 

Ifab.  How,  Sir  ? 

Cla .  Your  Husband’s  fentenc'd, 

And  he  fhall  die. 

Ifab.  Die? 

Cla .  Die  for  ever  to  ye. 

The  Danger  is  mine  own.  : 

Ifab .  Die,  did  ye  tell  me? 

*€la.  He  fhall  die,  I  have  caft  the  way. 

Ifab.  Oh  foul  Man, 

Malicious  bloody  Man. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Lop.  When  fhall  he  die,  Sir, 

By  whom,  and  how  ? 

Cla.  Haft  thou  betraid  me,  Woman? 

Ifab .  Bafe  Man,  thou  would’ft  have  ruin’d  me,  my 
Name  too. 

And  like  a  Toad,  poifon’d  my  virtuous  Memory; 
Further  than  all  this,  doft  thou  fee  this  Friend  here, 
This  only  Friend,  fhame  take  thy  Luft  and  thee, 

And  fhake  thy  Soul,  his  Life,  the  Life  1  love  thus, 

My  Life  in  him,  my  only  Life  thou  aim’ft  at. 

Cla.  Am  I  catcht  thus  ? 

Lop.  The  Law  fhall  catch  ye  better* 

Ifab.  You  make  a  Trade  of  betraying  Womens 
Honours,  \ 
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And  think  it  noble  in  to  be  luftful, 

Report  of  me  hereafter— 

Cla.  Fool’d  thus  finely  ? 

Lop.  I  mult  intreat,  ye  walk,  Sir,  to  the  Juftice, 

Where  if  he’ll  bid  ye  kill  me - 

Cla.  Pray  Itay  awhile,  Sir, 

I  mult  ufe  a  Players  fhift  ^  do  you  know  me  now, Lady? 
Lop.  Your  Brother  Claudio  fure. 

Ifab.  Oh  me,  ’tis  he,  Sir, 

Oh  my  belt  Brother. 

Cla .  My  belt  Sifter  now  too, 

I  have  tryed  ye,  found  ye  fo,  and  now  I  love  ye, 

Love  ye  fo  truly,  nobly. 

Lop .  Sir,  I  thank  ye, 

You  have  made  me  a  molt  happy  Man. 

Cla.  Thank  her,  Sir, 

And  from  this  Hour  preferve  that  Happinefs, 

Be  no  more  fool’d  with  Jealoufie. 

Lop.  I  have  lolt  it, 

And  take  me  now  new  born  again,  new  natur’d. 

Ifab.  I  do,  and  to  that  Prom ife  tye  this  Faith, 

Never  to  have  a  falfe  Thought  tempt  my  Virtue. 

Lop.  Enough,  enough,  I  mult  defire  your  Prefence, 
My  Coufin  Rodope  has  fent  in  all  halte  for  us, 

I  am  fure  you  will  be  welcome. 

Cla .  l3il  wait  on  ye. 

Lop.  What  the  Frojedt  is - 

Ifab.  We  Hi  all  know  when  we  are  there.  Sir. 

;  4  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Duichejs,  Syenna,  Lords,  and  Silvio. 

Dutch .  Joy  to  you  Silvio ,  and  your  young  fair  Bride, 
You  have  Itolen  a  Day  upon  us  5  you  cannot  wooe,  Sir. 

Sil.  The  joys  of  Hell  hang  over  me,  oh  Mifchief, 

To  what  a  Fortune  has  the*  Devil  driven  me? 

Am  I  refer v’d  for  this  ? 
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Syen,  Befhrew  me,  Sir, 

But  you  have  gotten  you  a  right  fair  Bedfellow, 

Let  you  alone  to  chufe. 

SiL  I  befeech  your  Grace, 

?Tis  Mifery  enough  to  have  met  the  Devil, 

Not  Mens  Reproaches  too. 

Syen.  How  old  is  fhe? 

Dutch .  A  very  Girl,  her  Rye  delivers  it. 

Syen.  Her  Teeth  arc  fcarce  come  yet* 

Lord.  What  goodly  Children 
Will  they  two  have  now}  lire  is  rarely  made  to  breed 
on, 

What  a  fweet  timber’d  Body  ? 

Dutch.  Knotty  i’th’  Back, 

But  will  hold  out  the  ftronger^  what  a  Nofe? 

Syen.  Ay  marry,  fuch  a  Nofe,  fo  rarely  mounted, 
Upon  my  Confcience,  ’twas  the  part  he  doted  on. 
Dutch.  And  that  fine  little  Eye  to  it,  like  an  Ele¬ 
phant’s. 

Lord.  Yes,  if  her  Feet  were  round,  and  her  Ears 

Sachels. 

Syen.  For  any  thing  we  know. 

SiL  Have  ye  no  Mercy? 

No  Pity  in  your  Bloods,  to  ufe  a  Wretch  thus  ? 

You  Princes  in  whofe  Hearts  the  bell  Companions, 
Near  eft  to  thofe  in  Heav’n,  fhouid  find  fit  Places, 

Why  do  you  mock  at  Mifery?  fling  fcorns  and  bafenefs 
Upon  his  broken  Back,  that  finks  with  Sorrows? 

Heav’n  may  reward  you  too,  and  an  Hour  come. 
When  all  her  great  Defigns  ft  tall  fhew  ridiculous, 

And  your  Hearts  pinch’d  like  mine. 

[Mufick  in  divers  Places. 

Dutch .  Fie  Sir,  fo  angry 
Upon  your  W edding-day  ?  go  fmug  your  felf. 

The  Maid  will  come  anon  ,  what  Mufick’s  this  ? 

Syen.  1  warrant  you  fome  noble  Preparation. 

Dutch .  Let’s  take  our  Places  then. 

SiL  More  of  thefe  Devils  dumps  ? 

Muft  I  be  ever  haunted  with  thefe  Witchcrafts? 


Enter 
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Enter  a  Mafqueradoof  fever al  Shapes ,  and  Dances ,  af¬ 
ter  which,  enter  Belviderc  and  difperfes  them ;  before 
the  Maskers,  Enter  two  Pref  enters,  among  which  are  Bar- 

tello,  Lopez,  Claudio, Ifabclla,Rodope,  Soto,  Penurio, 
and  Jaquenet. 

1  Vre.  Room,  room  for  merry  Spirits,  room. 

Hither  on  command  we  come, 

From  the  good  old  Beldam  fent, 

Cares  and  Sorrows  to  prevent. 

z  Pre.  Look  up  Silvio,  fmile,  and  fing, 

After  Winter  comes  a  Spring. 

^  1  Pre .  Fear  not,  faint  Fool,  what  may  follow. 

Eyes  that  now  are  funk  and  hollow, 

By  her  Art  may  quick  return 
To  their  Flames  again,  and  burn. 

z  Pre.  Art  commands  all  Youth  and  Blood, 

Strength  and  Beauty  it  makes  good 
1  Pre.  Fear  not  then,  defpair  not,  fing 
Round  about  as  we  do  Spring  } 

Cares  and  Sorrows  call  away, 

This  is  the  old  Wives  Holy-day. 

j  Dance  here ,  then  enter  Belvidere. 
Dutch .  Who  is  this? 

Syen.  The  diape  of  Belvidere, 

Bel.  Now  Silvio , 

How  doll  thou  like  me  now  ? 

I  Si l-  Thus  1  kneel  to  thee. 

Bel.  Stand  up,  and  come  no  nearer,  mark  me  well 
too, 

For  if  thou  troubled:  me,  I  vanidi  inflantly; 

Now  chufe  wifely,  or  chufe  never, 

One  thou  mud  enjoy  for  ever. 

Dod  thou  love  me  thus? 

Szl.  Mod  dearly. 

Bel.  1  ake  heed  Fool,  it  concerns  thee  nearly. 

If  thou  wilt  have  me  young  and  bright, 

Fleafing  to  thine  Eye  and  Sight, 

Courtly, 
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Courtly,  and  admir’d  of  all. 

Take  heed  left  thy  Fame  do  fall, 

I  (hall  then  he  full  of  fcorn, 

Wanton,  proud,  beware  the  Horn* 

Hating  what  1  lov’d  before, 

Flattery  apt  to  fall  before, 

All  confuming,  nothing  getting. 

Thus  thy  fair  Name  comes  to  letting. 

But  if  old,  and  free  from  thefe, 

Thou  fhalt  chufe  me,  I  {hall  pleafe , 

I  fhall  then  maintain  thee  ftill. 

With  my  Virtue  and  my  Skill, 

Still  increafe  and  build  thy  Name, 

Chufe  now  Silvio,  here  I  am, 

Sil.  I  know  not  yvhat  to  fay,  which  way  to  turn  me, 
Into  thy  foveraign  Will  I  put  my  Anfwer. 

Bel.  I  thank  ye.  Sir,  and  my  Will  thus  rewards  ye, 
Take  your  old  Love,  your  beft,  your  deareft,  Silvio  5 
No  more  Spells  now,  nor  further  Shapes  to  alter  me, 

I  am  thy  Belvidere  indeed.  Dear  Mother, 

There  is  no  altering  this  j  Heaven’s  Hand  is  With  it  $ 
And  now  you  ought  to  give  me,  he  has  fairly  won  me 
Sil.  But  why  that  Hag? 

Bel.  In  that  Shape  moll  fecure  ftill, 

I  follow’d  all  your  Fortunes,  ferv’d,  and  counfelFd  ye. 

I  met  ye  at  the  Farmers  firft,  a  Country-wench, 
Where  fearing  to  be  known,  I  took  that  Habit, 

And  to  make  ye  laughing  fport  at  this  mad  Marriage, 
By  fecret  aid  of  my  Friend  Rodope 
We  got  this  Mask. 

Sil.  And  1  am  fure  I  have  ye. 

Bel .  For  ever  now,  for  even 
Dutch .  You  fee  it  muft  be, 

The  Wheel  of  Deftiny  hath  turn’d  it  round  fo* 

Syen.  It  muft,  it  is,  and  curs’d  be  he  that  breaks  it, 
Dutch.  1*11  put  a  Choice  to  you,  Sir  $  ye  are  my 
Prifoner. 

Syen .  I  am  fo,  and  I  muft  be  fa,  till  it  pleafe  you— 

Dutch * 
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Dutch.  Chufe  one  of  thcfe,  either  to  pay  a  Ranfom 
At  what  a  rate  I  Avail  fet  it,  which  fliall  be  high  enough* 
And  fo  return  a  Freedman,  and  a  Batchelor,  °  b  9 
Or  give  me  leave  to  give  you  a  fit  Wife, 

In  honour  every  way  your  Grace’s  Equal, 

And  fo  your  Ran  fo  in’s  paid. 

Syen .  Y 011  fay  molt  nobly, 

Silvio's  Example’s  mine,  pray  chufe  you  for  me. 

Dutch.  I  thank  ye,  Sir,  I  have  got  the  maftery  too. 
And  here  I  give  your  Grace  a  Husband’s  freedom  : 

Give  me  your  Hand,  my  Husband. 

Syen.  You  much  honour  me, 

And  I  fhail  ever  ferve  you  for  this  Favour. 

Bar.  Come,  Lopez9  let  us  give  our  Wives  the  Breeches 
too, 

For  they  will  have  ’em. 

Lop .  Whilft  they  rule  with  Virtue 
I’ll  give  ’em  Skin  and  all. 

Ifab.  W e’ll  fcratch  it  off  elfe. 

Sil.  I  am  glad  ye  live,  more  glad  ye  live  to  honour. 
And  from  this  Hour  a  i ! longer  Love  dwell  with  us  * 
Pray  you  take  your  Man  again. 

Cla.  He  knows  my  Houfe,  Sir. 

Butch.  ’Tis  Sin  to  keep  you  longer  from  your  Loves, 
We’ll  lead  the  way;  and  you  young  Men  that  know  not 
How  to  preferve  a  Wjfe,  and  keep  her  fair, 

Give  ’em  their  Soveraign  Wills,  and  pleas’d  they  are. 

[Exeunt. 


The  End  of  the  Fifth  Volume. 
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